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PART ONE 


X 


> . 


AN OLD STREET WITH GRIMY 


ANDRE’S STUDIO WAS IN THE RUE CHERCHE-MIDI— 31Kcni W llM UK1MJ 

Houses, on whose fronts the shutters had left black streaks. It contained 
numerous antique shops crowded with Direcioire writing-tables, chubby- 
aced angels, ivory buttons, garnet necklaces, Chinese coins, lockets with 
locks ol hair, and lucky charms. The people who dealt in all this junk were 
sedate ladies or pink-faced, smooth-shaven little old men in black skull-caps. 
At the corner of the street was a cafe-and-tobacconist under the sign of 

u-u u ln ? D ° 8, where lhe customers were amused by an old fox-terrier 
which begged with a well-gnawed cigarette-holder clenched between its 

,, m ° s ' °PP° slte w as the restaurant ‘Henri et Josephine.’ Josephine 
"™‘ ed al oakmg ot haricot beans, goose and sausages en casserole. Henri 
used to go down to the cellar tor a dusty bottle of wine and tot up the bills 
on a slate. Invariably cheerful, he praised his wife’s cooking, and chatted 
to everybody, shaking them by the hand with his broad paw. Next door 
was >a cobbler. Although the cobbler was over sixty, he sang about ‘roguish 
love as he hammered away at h.s shoes. A little farther on was a flower 
shop lull ol anemones, carnations and asters. The shop was run by a neat 
desiccated old woman. Every morning she wrote up on the door the name 
ot the saint whose feast was being celebrated that day. On the pavements 
were scrawled in chalk the words ‘Heaven, ‘Hell,‘ ‘Italy’ and ‘Ethiopia’- 

with W mous n I e a o C l the hfll’ 5 games ’ lD the morn ‘ n S old women-hawkers 

pushed their barrows along with loud, hoarse cries of: 

a . n8 ^ s j Tomatoes I An old-clothes man shuffled past, playing on a 

out bedsnrMd ° Vert ‘*f hlmself » People brought out old jackets and worn- 

went the rmln/c WardS eVenmg aged sln S ers > violinists and organ-grinders 

down to ih Und ( S ’ Sln 8 |n 8. scraping and dancing. Coppers were thrown 
down to them trom the upper windows. 

with fumi,M°re ^ ^ ere g ulet - 8 Joo ™V and rather stufiy; crowded 

junk was cherished k Th k ' knacks ’ Everything was old, and every scrap ol 

and the cuds on^e C T k S °, a the arm - chairs were worn and patched 
f™, 1 * OD 11,6 sideboard broken and glued together. You had only to 

m““ and y ° u would immediately be offered lime-flower tea or punch ■ a 

herhffor f° f “‘ t 1 ,Ce w f ould be P re P ared for you. At the chemist’s they sold 
rheumabs^ r ^ S ’ fon ’ entatlon s. embrocations, also cat-skins, said to relieve 
m the rnnoi are u 810 " L fat and ^straied, they purr in the shops and 
night The «r!^. ’ wher ®. the concierges stew mutton from morning till 

selmed m swim mTbS SV^ aCUVe UWardS CVenm8 When everythmg 

roof^tr’ S r^f dl ° Was °r D \ he to P floor - The view from it was remarkable: 
alter roof, a sea of tiles rising and falling in waves. Slender trails oi 



smoke rose above the roofs, and in the distance, amid the pale orange glow, 
loomed the Eiffel Tower. 

The studio was so cluttered up that there was hardly room to move. 
There were picture-frames, rickety chairs, tubes of paint, worn-out shoes, 
dusty vases. It seemed as though the things were not merely lying there but 
had taken root. At times they reminded you of spring undergrowth, especially 
when the sunlight, overcoming all obstacles, filtered through into the studio, 
to the surprise of Andre who greeted it by chanting absurd couplets. Some¬ 
times the studio was like a fading forest: everything in it seemed to look 
rusty and decayed. Andre himself—big, slow and taciturn—looked like a 
tree. He would start working in the morning, painting roofs or a still life 
of asters, cauliflowers, bottles. In the evening he would light his enormous 
pipe and go out for a walk round the streets. Sometimes he would turn 
into a cinema, smile at the antics of Mickey Mouse and then go home 
to bed. 

Andre worked slowly and lived slowly. At thirty-two he still looked at 
the world with the wonder of youth. He was already being spoken of as a 
clever painter, but to him it seemed as though he had only just begun 
to work. His father, a Norman peasant, knew well how slowly the 
apple-tree grows and how long it takes before the cow gives milk. With 
the same kind of patience Andre waited for things to take shape and 
colour. 

That afternoon in the early, fickle Parisian spring Andre was painting 
a bunch of anemones. There was a tap on the door. He frowned. It was 
I his old friend Pierre, who started chattering almost before he was inside the 
I room. He always talked nineteen to t he r do zen. Andre smiled distractedly, 

* and glanced repeatedly at’"his canvas. He had only just noticed that the 
yellow tones were too dull. 

Pierre looked tiny beside Andr6. He was restless as a bird. His skin 
was of an olive shade. He had large staring eyes, and long arms. He spoke 
in a hoarse voice, fidgeting and hopping about among the picture-frames and 
vases. 

A civil engineer by profession, Pierre took an interest in the theatre 
and had once tried to write poetry, even publishing a little book of poems 
under a pseudonym. He was always falling in love and when his love affairs 
went wrong he used to toy with the idea of suicide; but he was strongly 
attached to life and loved it in all its aspects. He was an impressionable 
man with a weak will; his friends sometimes induced him to do unexpected 
things. In a cafe he made the acquaintance of a pianist. At that time 
there was a movement in Paris against the French Parliament; many 
deputies were discovered to have been mixed up in the Stavisky affair. The 
conversations about ‘honour’ greatly excited Pierre, and on the night of the 
disturbances he was amongst the rioters in the Place de la Concorde. Six 
months later, at an anti-Fascist meeting, where the Socialist Villard was 
making a speech, Pierre quarrelled with the pianist and began exposing 
militarism. He devoured dozens of newspapers and never missed a single 
demonstration. 

The year 1935 was a turning-point in the life of France. The Popular 
Front, which came into being shortly after the Fascist riots, was the breath 
the anger and the hope of the country. On the 14th of July and the 7th of 
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September—the day of the funeral of Barbusse—the streets of Paris were 
filled with a crowd of a million strong; the people were coming into action. 
They were told that the elections were drawing near and the ballot-boxes 
would settle everything, but they clenched their fists impatiently. For the 
first time the people glimpsed the spectre of war. Germany had sent troops 
into the Rhineland; the Italians had overrun Abyssinia. The fortunes of 
France were in the hands of insignificant men who were afraid of the neigh¬ 
bouring States and also of their own people. They considered themselves 
shrewd strategists: they spoke fair words to the British, who are not at all 
sentimental, and then egged Rome on against London. The wise men were 
simpletons. One after another the little States turned away from France. 
The period of isolation was approaching, but ministers were far more con¬ 
cerned with the forthcoming elections than with the fate of their country. 
They tried to split the Popular Front. The Prefects bribed the waverers and 
intimidated the faint-hearted. Every day new Fascist organizations sprang 
U P«. Young men of good family were going about the rich quarters of the 
capital in the evening shouting: “Down with sanctions! Down with England ! 
Long live Mussolini !” In the working-class suburbs there was talk of the 
approaching revolution. The frightened citizens were afraid of everything: 
civil war and a German invasion, spies and political refugees, the pro¬ 
longation of the term of military service, and strikes. Everybody looked on 
the new year as a decisive one. 

Gripped by these events, Pierre lived like a soldier on guard. 

He had remained fond of Andr6 ever since their school days, but they 
seldom met. Pierre’s life had been tempestuous and Andre had always 
remained aloof. Whenever they did meet, Pierre would always tell his friend 
about his latest craze: a new car, the poems of Andre Breton, the anti- 
Fascist writers’ congress. Andre would listen and smile. Then they would 
go off to the ‘Smoking Dog,’ drink beer or vermouth, then separate again. 
A year would go by. Then Pierre would suddenly remember Andr6 and come 
rushing into the studio, shouting: “I must tell you about yesterday . . .’’ 
just as if they had seen each other the day before. 

It was the same this time: 

“Have you read Villard’s speech ? He said: ‘We must carry out general 

disarmament even in spite of German militarism. . . .’ Everybody is talking 

about war. Will there be a war or won’t there ? The director of our factory 

has even been consulting the astrologers. Aquarius, it appears, is for war, 

but Taurus is against it. You see what rubbish it is ! Of course Hitler’s 

mad. But if the Popular Front triumphs there won’t be any war. What 
do you think ?” 

“I don’t know,” Andr6 said. “I haven’t thought about it.” 

Pierre suddenly darted towards the door. 

‘Where are you off to ?” 

“To the House of Culture. They’re preparing some sort of a surprise. 

me on. Let s both go! It's impossible to live in this bear garden. I 

. n , ere pow. It’s fascinating. There are workers and engineers there, 

H»r 4 wJ* OUr brothers, *h e artists. That’s what I believe in. I even told our 

airect 01 - so—without a horoscope. He was livid with rage. Of course it’s 
going to come. ...” 

M What is?” 
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“Why, the revolution, of course. You should see what’s happening in 

our factory. Come on, let’s go !” 

Andre gazed sadly at his canvas, but Pierre dragged him away.>£ 

They made their way with difficulty into the big room dim with tobacco 
smoke. The chandelier looked like an oily blur;, faces gleamed dimly as 
though touched up with paint. There were working men in caps, artists in 
broad-brimmed hats, students, clerks and girls. Here, the people of Paris 
notorious for their scepticism were experiencing a second youth, filled with 
enthusiasm, arguing till they were hoarse, clapping their hands and vowing 
never to yield. Here men of the most varied professions were shaking hands 
with one another, the world-famous scientist and Nobel Prize-winner and the 
young glazier who had just written a naive poem on the ‘new life.’ The words 
‘Le Front Populaire’ sounded here like an ‘Open, Sesame !’ The Popular 
Front had only to win and the artist’s brushes would immediately appear 
in the hands of the miner. Even sluggish vegetable-growers would appreciate 
the paintings of Picasso. Poetry would become the language of the day. 
Scholars would acquire immortality and a new Athens would spring up on 
the banks of the Seine that had seen so many things. 

Andre looked round at his neighbours. There was a working man who 
listened as though he was drinking in every word. Another man was yawning, 
no doubt he was a journalist. There were a lot of women. Everybody was 

smoking. . . 

On the platform a little old man was speaking. He was a famous physicist 

but Andre did not know him. He spoke«in a low voice and coughed a lot. 
Andre could only distinguish individual words: “Socialist culture . . . new 
Humanism. ...” 

Andre had never been to political meetings. Suddenly he felt a longing 
for his studio and the work he had forsaken. Then he glanced up at the 
tribune and called out to Pierre: “Why, it’s Lucien !” 

So this was what they called a ‘surprise’ ! Andre recalled how at 
the lycee Lucien used to recite the poem ‘I love the rage of a virgin and how 
he used to say he was an opium-smoker. And now he was with the workers. 
Yes, there was no doubt about it. People did change. . 

Lucien caught the attention of the audience immediately. He spoke 
abruptly in an inspired style: “The fate of the earth will be decided by those 
who are above the earth: the bomber crews. Or by those who are under the 
earth: the miners of Picardy, the Ruhr, Silesia. Six hundred deputies ? 
I’ve been told by an entomologist that there are certain beetles in which 
flies lay their eggs. The maggots grow in the body of the beetle. The beetle 
moves, but it is dead. It is the maggots that move. ...” 

Lucien spoke about Hitler, war and revolution. When he finished there 
was silence. The charm of his voice still held sway. Then the applause 
broke out. Pierre clapped till his hands began to ache. A workman next 
to Andre struck up a song: “It’s the young guard from the suburbs who is 
marching. . . .” Andre forgot all about flies, war and Lucien. He wanted to 
paint the workman’s portrait. 

The little old man on the platform shook Lucien’s hand for a long time. 
Suddenly a young man with a grey, emaciated face stood up. He was poorly 
but neatly dressed. 
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“I ask permission to speak/’ he shouted. 

Distractedly, the chairman reached for his little bell. 

“Your name ?” 

“Grisnez. My name won’t tell you much. The name of the last speaker 
is far more important. As far as 1 know, his father, Monsieur Paul Tessa, 
got eighty thousand from that swindler Stavisky. Evidently, with that 
money here. . . 

The rest was drowned in the uproar. Grisnez brandished a stick; his 
face became contorted with a nervous tic. A burly stalwart beside him hit 
somebody with a stool. It was all Andre could do to make his way to the 
exit. In the street Pierre called out after him: “Wait ! We’re going on to 
a cafe with Lucien.’’ 

“I don’t think I’ll come.” 

“Why not?” said Lucien who had come up behind them. “Let’s have 
some beer. It was pretty hot in there. I could hardly go on with my speech. 

I was warned they were going to make a row.” 

Pierre smiled. “They’ve been taught a lesson,” he said. “I remember 
that fellow Grisnez. I ran into him on the 6th of February. He was like a man 
possessed. He was slashing the horses with a razor. It’s obvious why they 
picked a man like that. But you made a remarkable speech ! 1 can imagine 
what the papers will say. In the first place, you’ve got a big literary name. 
And then the fact that the son of Paul Tessa is with us ! Of course, for you 
it’s all a drama. But how resounding it is ! That’s why they wanted to 
smash up the meeting. It’s plucky of you, you know. Honestly it is. Andre, 
why are you so silent ?” 

“I don’t know what to say, really.” 

“Why don’t you ?” 

“One needs to think these things over. Especially me. You yourself 
said I was slow in the uptake.” 

A young woman with curly hair and no hat was walking with them. She 
wore a look of perpetual astonishment, eyes like those of a lunatic or a night- 
bird. She walked on in silence. Suddenly she stopped. 

“Lucien, have you got the key ? I’m going home before I go to work.” 

Lucien turned round, aware of his neglect. 

“So sorry. 1 forgot to introduce you. Jeannette Lambert, an actress. 
These are two old school friends of mine: Andre Corneau, Pierre Dubois. 
Let’s go to a cafe. I’ll take you to the studio afterwards.”^* 
u The cafe was empty. Behind the partition they were playing cards. 
‘But I’ve got the Queen, old boy !” Andre gulped his beer thirstily. Then 
he glanced sideways at Jeannette and felt a stirring inside him: what eyes 
she had ! They tried to recollect their school days, but the conversation 
failed to catch on. Even Pierre grew silent. The noise and the stuffiness 
made them feel tired. 

Two men, slightly tipsy, came up to the bar and ordered a couple of 
beers. One of them, aged about forty and wearing a messenger’s caft 
exclaimed loudly: “For instance, if they knock the feet away from under us, 
it’s all up, eh ?” 

The younger man answered: “No, old cock. Two and two still make four.” 

The messenger dropped a coin in the mechanical piano. Everybody 
winced at the jangling roar. 
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Pierre began to u hum: “ ( Je cherche apris Titine' ... Do you remember ? 
We sang that after the war when we were swotting up gerunds. How 
absurd ! What a lot of bunkum they talked in those days ! ‘Peace for ever V 
And now you’ve heard what they say: ‘Two and two makes four’ . . . it’s 
very simple ! First of all they deprive the Germans of their milch cows. 
That s the first act. Then they hold conferences i are they going to pay or 
are they not going to pay ? They announce ‘Prosperity.’ But every night 
there were men sleeping under the bridge near my house. Coffee was burnt; 
fish were thrown back into the sea; machinery was broken up. That was the 
second act. Then Hitler comes on the scene. To hell with treaties ! They 
start re-arming. We after them, they after us, we after them. . . . There’s 
your third act. We can tell what the fourth will be. Hitler says: ‘I want 
Strasbourg and Lille into the bargain.’ They dole us out gas-masks and 
tinned food. We’re defending civilization. A bomb drops on this house, 
and so it goes on. Only I don’t believe the people will allow it. Villard has 
made an enormous impression even on the bourgeois. The elections will 
return a majority of the Left.” 

Lucien smiled. Andre was not listening to Pierre, but Lucien’s smile 
annoyed him. ‘Snob !’ he thought. Nevertheless he could not help admiring 
him. Such an extraordinarily handsome face ! A pale sensitive face with 
light green eyes and hair the colour of copper. He looked like an actor 
playing the role of a medieval bandit. 

“Splendid !” said Lucien. “And what then ? Villard will re-arm just 
like the others. Perhaps worse—he’s a faint-hearted creature. But that’s 
not the question. At present my father is in the majority of the Right. He’ll 
be re-elected and he’ll find himself on the Left, quite sincerely moreover. 
He’s a bourgeois, but he’s an honest man. Of course, to-morrow he’ll do 
the same as he did yesterday. People of that sort don’t change. There’s 
only one way out. I know what you’re going to tell me. But if it’s the 
people who make the revolution, it’s the organization that prepares the revolt 
It’s an art. Isn’t that so, Andre ?” 

“Well, in my opinion, art is another matter altogether. It’s an art to paint 
pictures and to grow trees. But revolution is a misfortune to which people 
have to be led. You clutch at everything on the wing. You want changes 
but I like life when nothing particular is happening. Then you can gaze* 
you can really see things. Like Cesanne, for instance. He spent all his life 
looking at apples, and he saw something. That, in my opinion, is art ” 

Pierre sprang to his feet. 

“It’s easy to say that when you’re sitting in your own studio ‘gazing ’ 
But what about when they drive you around under the muzzle of a machine- 
gun ? It’s too late to think then. You simply must be capable of seeing it 
from the logical point of view, surely, Andre ?” 

Andre did not really want to answer but suddenly he found himself 
speaking. Jeannette was looking at him with her almost absurdly large eyes 
and under her gaze he changed and ceased to be himself. 

“I don’t understand either Lucien or you, Pierre,” he said. “Look at 
the stars. They re a tremendous spectacle. Poems are written about them 
They probably have an influence on philosophy. But not a single artist 
would take it into his head to paint the starry heavens. What is it artists 
have always pored over, from the primitives to ourselves ? The body; its 
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irregularities, its accidental features, its warmth and absolute concreteness. 
Or a landscape, which is also a body presented in a different way, the con¬ 
vexity of a hill, the tones of leaves, the blending of the sky with a fence. 
When you talk about revolution, it’s an idea, mere words. But the people 
listening to Lucien this evening were living beings. I saw their faces and 
their suffering. . . 

Andre broke off. He wondered why he had spoken. It was all to no 
purpose, not what he wanted to say at all. How did this woman live ? 
Lucien had said she was an actress. She couldn’t be ! She was a child. Or 
mad. Lucien now, there was an actor for you. She had asked him for the 
key. That meant they were living together. . . . Without realizing it, Andre 
was jealous. He was making one blunder after another. When Jeannette 
asked for a glass of cognac, he said: “It’s no good. The best thing is to go 
for a walk. Then you’ll forget. . . .” 

She made no answer, but Lucien screwed up his eyes ironically. 

“A moral lecture ? Jeannette, isn’t it time you were getting along ?” 
She shook her head. Andre blushed with embarrassment. 

They were all silent. The card-players behind the partition were getting 
abusive: “What the hell ! Where are your trumps ?*’... A boy came in 
with the evening papers: “Latest edition ! War inevitable !’’ 

Jeannette was standing by the piano. She put a coin into the slot, and 
when the same old fox-trot resounded she turned to Andre: “Let’s dance. 
After the last war everybody danced. I was a little girl then, but I remember. 
. . . We’ll outwit them. We’ll dance before, so as not to have any regrets 
afterwards.’’ 

Andre ought to have refused as he could not dance. Moreover, in that 
quiet little cafe, where clerks and shop-keepers sat for hours playing cards 
and half-frozen chauffeurs came in for a quick drink, nobody had ever 
danced. But Andre blushed with pleasure. His enormous red hand trembled 
as it touched Jeannette’s back. The proprietor looked reproachfully at them 

from the cash desk. They danced for hardly more than a minute. Suddenly 
Jeannette stopped. 

“I must go,’* she said in a low, very tired voice. “Lucien, I’m going to 
walk.’’ 

When she was gone, Pierre asked: “What theatre is she in ?” 

, Rather ^willingly Lucien answered: “She’s working in radio now, 

Poste Parisien.’ It’s a small show—theatre and advertisements at intervals. 

I hey all say she’s got a lot of talent, but you know how difficult it is to get 
on. ...” 


Lucien invited his friends to go to his place: “We can have another 
r 11 ?* ta ^*” Pierre agreed at once, but Andre said “No.’’ Lucien 

insisted: “Oh, come on, nobody knows when we’ll meet again. If war 
breaks out. ...” 


g°l up: “There won’t be any war. But I’m off. I must take a 
walk after all this conversation. Don’t be cross, Lucien. I’m the sort of 

hap that likes his own den. I’m a badger. I don’t like meetings, or theatres, 
• • • 


He was going to say *or actresses,’ but he waved his hand and went out. 
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Andre walked with rapid strides. His way led right across the city. 
Shrieks of motor-horn': rent the air. There were clusters of red, green and 
purple lights. Swarms of people, strolling, selling newspapers and neckties, 
touting for cabarets. Prostitutes hoarsely repeated their tender invitations. 
In a little blind alley a loud-speaker announced: “The necessity of re¬ 
armament is dictated by . . .” Andre plunged into this din like a diver 
cleaving through thick black water. Then he stood a long while on a bridge. 
Below him the reflected lights seemed to live a second, dim life, but the 
water of the Seine was black as ink. A wind sprang up and it began to 
drizzle. Andre thought about Jeannette’s eyes. What an extraordinary girl 
she was. 

At the corner ot the rue Cherche-midi, he went into the ‘Smoking Dog’ 
to buy some tobacco. It was bright and noisy inside. Suddenly Andre sat 
down and ordered a glass of Calvados. The spirit warmed the roof of his 
mouth, and he smiled with satisfaction. He wanted to shake off the per¬ 
sistent thoughts that seemed to lead nowhere. This, for him, was a new and 
incomprehensible sensation. He drank three glasses of Calvados and was 
about to go when a thin-looking man with white eyebrows and eyelashes 
came up to him. He was wearing a wide overcoat. 

“Excuse me,” said the man. “My French is atrocious. I hesitated a 
long time before approaching you, although I see you almost every day. I 
live in the same house as you, at Madame Coad’s on the third floor. I saw 
your pictures at the ‘Salon.’ They impressed me immensely, especially the 
suburban landscapes and those grey tones. ...” 

Andre asked abruptly: “Are you a critic ?” 

“No. I’m an ichthyologist. Allow me to introduce myself: Erich 
Nieburg from Lubeck.” 

Andre looked with surprise at his bright, naive eyes, close-cropped 
moustache and starched collar. 

“1 don’t understand. . . .” 

“I’m a German.” 

“I didn’t mean that. I meant the word ending in ‘ologist.* You said 
it was your speciality.” 

“Fishes.” 


Andre laughed out loud. “Ah, fish ! Now let’s just get this straight: 
you like my landscapes of Fontenay-aux-Roses, especially the grey tones, 
and you’re interested in fish in LUbeck. It still doesn’t seem to make sense. 
But take a seat. Do you drink Calvados ? That’s fine ! So Madame Coad 
is a lousy old hag. Did you have to leave Germany ?” 


“No. I was sent here for four months. I’ve been working at the Institute 
of Ichthyology, I’m going back to Lubeck to-morrow. That doesn’t please 
you?” / 

“Me ? It’s all the same to me. Personally I know very little about fish. 
There are some very pretty ones, it’s true, and some are good to eat. But 
as for the rest, that’s your business. If you like LQbeck, then five in Lfibeck. 
If you like Paris, you can live in Paris. . . 


The German got a bit tipsy after the first glass. His bright eyes became 
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slightly glazed. He took out a cigarette but did not light it. He was silent 
for a long time. Then he said: “It’s not a question of what one likes. I’ve 
grown to love Paris. Perhaps I’ve even understood it. It’s a question of 
where a man was born, although that too is outside his own conscious 
choice. For instance, I was born in Germany. That’s why I love the German 
language, German trees, and even German sausages. You were born in 
France, and you . . 

“You think I love France? Hardly. Nobody thinks about that here. 
Of course, at school they teach and at official ceremonies they talk about 
‘our beautiful France’ and ‘our native land in danger,’ but we merely yawn. 
Or else we laugh. One man will tell you it’s better in Moscow; another 
will tell you it’s wonderful in your Liibeck, but they don’t talk about Paris. 
They live in it, and that’s all about it.” 

“Do you mean to say you don’t love your country ?' 

■ I ve never thought about it. In the last war the people were hopelessly 
taken in, it seems. Now you hear them say: ‘They stutfed our heads with 
nonsense. 1 don’t know. Maybe, they weren’t deceiving them. My grand¬ 
father used to talk about 1870. They shouted: ‘Vive la France!’ then. 
But that was under the German bayonets, when the Prussians were in 
Normandy. . . . To-night I was with some very fine fellows, only they’re 
too fond ot philosophizing. It was they who put me into this mood. They 
talked about war the whole evening, the cranks ! They’re convinced there’s 
going to be a war at any moment.” 

“Undoubtedly there is. I expected it last spring. . . . It’s a good thing 
to have a year’s grace. You and 1 have been very unlucky. First one war 
and then another, and a stunted life in between. Anyway I’m glad to have 
seen Paris, while ...” 

“While what ? . . .” 


“While Paris still exists.' 

Andre got up. “You’re just another crank,” he said. “You’re not used 

to Calvados. That’s why you imagine all these horrors. I wish you good 
luck with your fish.” 

Andre left because he had suddenly remembered Jeannette. Her voice 
seemed to float towards him from far away, imparting a deep significance 

r°d !i commonplace words. He ran up the dark winding stairs and 
rusned to his wireless A twangy, nasal tenor was singing: “The Baldoflonn 
Mixture cures headaches and the spleen. ...” 

fh Q * H f Sat , down on a i t001 and covered bis face with his hands. He sat like 
ftv . r t ? r • 1 M me * Suddenly he started up. A familiar voice was coming 

dhfi rS tu ' r * loo £ ed for Jeannette’s eyes but all he saw was the illuminated 
‘‘Th. L he ^ dl ° : ‘Rome,’ ‘Poste Parisien.’ He heard the words; 

the more 1 try to conceal all my feelings, the more I reveal my heart. . . .” 

bv a repeated ; wice the words: “Child’s play.” This was followed 

„ y * b ^ vo,ce ^ing listeners to drink Martini vermouth before meals. 

stnHi^ S ° une . xpecte £ that Andre had to laugh. He paced to and fro the 

h^°* r e S n8 i to ,! mnself = “ v ery well. I’ll drink Martini. I’ll reveal my 

Of ft y ; ' But the receiver threatened: “German air force. 

* * a of th League of Nations. . . . Anti-aircraft defence. ...” 

The boats 'm'tY 0 Th l ° °P en window. The March night was stormy, 

boats in the Channel were heeling over, and the fishermen clutched 
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fearfully at their religious medals. The wind from the sea reached Paris and 
battered against the houses. You could taste the salt in the wind. Andre 
had been brought up near the sea. Now the apple-trees down there were 
being tormented. The sap was slowly rising in their trunks and the wind 
was driving the trees mad. What a nonsensical wind ! ‘New Humanism, 
beetles, revolt, war. Could it possibly all be true ? That German had said: 
“While Paris still exists. . . .” And Jeannette ? She might get run over or 
catch cold. How frail was the world ! They had been arguing about ideas 
—the star-gazers, the lifeless stones ! It was only possible to love apple- 
trees—down there in Normandy, where the storms blew. Apple-trees and 
Jeannette. 


3 

Lucien brought Pierre to a cold, richly furnished, uncomfortable room. 
One felt that the occupants of this room were constantly changing, that 
nobody had any affection for the rococo cupboard or the sporting prints. 
Lucien lived with his parents. He had taken this room for Jeannette, 
although he talked of it as ‘My flat.’ On the broad sofa lay a volume of 
Engels and a doll made of coloured silks. 

Lucien brought out a number of bottles and began mixing a drink. 
Pierre began to talk about the theatre. He was an enthusiastic admirer of 
Shakespeare. Lucien interrupted him: 

“It will all have to be put off for a hundred years. Yesterday Jeannette 
was declaiming: ‘To be your fellow you may deny me; but I’ll be your - 
servant whether you will or no. . . Miranda would do better to hold 
her tongue. It’s comrade Caliban’s turn to speak.” 

He put out his unfinished cigarette and suddenly began speaking in a 
different, more simple strain: “I shall have to break with my father. It’s 
not going to be easy. There’s to-day’s speech . . . besides, my new book 
is coming out in a few days* time. . . . I’ve got to make my choice ! I 
can’t understand people like Andre. You don’t say ‘no play’ when the 
stakes are high.” 

“Andre will be with us all right,” said Pierre. “You don’t know him. 
He’s a good fellow, only he’s slow in the uptake. You may think it absurd, 
but I sometimes think that everybody will be with us, positively everybody. 
I’m working at present in the ‘Seine’ factory and I’ve come into collision 
with Desser. He’s an exceptionally interesting man. If you argue along the 
ordinary lines, he’s our enemy. He’s one of the big-shot capitalists. Before 
the 6th of Febniary he was backing the ‘Croix de Feu.’ But I know from 
my own experience how easy it is to make a mistake. . . . Desser has 
understood a good many things. He’s too clever to defend a rotten cause. 

In a year’s time he too will be on our side. You’ll see ! Villard was right 
when he said: ‘We Socialists will secure the co-operation of all Frenchmen.’ ” 

Lucien fidgeted with the doll and yawned. “Of course. For that reason 
it will be necessary in the first place to shoot Desser and then hang Villard.” 

Pierre boiled up with anger and paced hurriedly to and fro the long 
room. “That’s the way to alienate everybody ! People vary. They come 
to us in different ways. You’ve got to realize that I In our factory we’ve 
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got a mechanic named Michaud. A remarkable chap but he’s a fanatic. 
To him Desser is a capitalist and nothing more. The Communists . . 

“Personally I prefer the Communists to Villard,” said Lucien. “They’re 
courageous people. Only they too are poisoned with political cookery. What 
is the Popular Front ? A troika dragging old mother Marianne ! The shaft- 
horse is citizen Villard. The side horse on the left is your mechanic. On 
the right ? Maybe they’ll harness my father. The triumph of tolerance.’’ 
Suddenly he began to laugh. “I’ve just remembered our history teacher and 
how he once said very solemnly: ‘The great revolution was ruined by 
intolerance.’ And Freddie the fat boy raised his hand and said: ‘I’m ruined 
by tolerance—houses of tolerance.’ They wanted to expel him, you 
remember ?” * 

They started reminiscing over their pranks of long ago. Lucien kept 
pouring out drinks. Pierre grew mellow. Unexpectedly, for him, he began 
to talk about his new girl. 

“You must meet her. Talk about ‘revolution.’ Now there’s a girl who 
will man the barricades. Her father’s a working man. He knew Jaures and 
he’s been imprisoned. She’s a teacher at Belleville. If you could see how 
they adore her there, both children and grown-ups ! She has changed 
everything.” 

Lucien smiled. “Is this one of your regular attacks or have you decided 
to get married?” 

“Don’t fool. I’m dead serious. This is absolutely vital to me. But 
there’s nothing between us. Agn6s doesn’t even suspect . . 

“It was Jules Laforgue who said: ‘Woman is a mysterious but necessary 
creature.’ ’ ’ 

“Necessary to you, 1 suppose you mean,” said Pierre indignantly, but 
he did not go on for at that moment Jeannette came into the room. 

She took off her hat and gloves, wriggled about in front of the mirror 
and lit a cigarette, all the time without saying a word. Then she said: “Why 
didn’t you ask AndrS ?” 

Lucien was annoyed but said nothing. Jeannette moved a glass aside 
and turned to Pierre. 

“How has he been entertaining you ? Has he been telling you all about 
his father’s money ? Or was he brewing a revolution in the cocktail shaker ?” 

Lucien looked at her in amazement. 

‘‘What’s the matter with you ?” he said. “Why ail this irony ?” 

‘Irony ? That’s not irony. I’m just bored.” 

Pierre began to fidget. “I ought to be going. I’ve got to get up at six.” 


4 

Michaud said enthusiastically to Pierre: “Now this is a proper bench !” 
rhen they began to talk politics. As usual, Pierre spoke highly of Villard. 
Micnaud listened in silence. He was a stocky man of thirty With grey 
sceptical eyes. A spent cigarette-end stuck to his lower lip. He wore a cap 

shi ? - tha , t sh °wed an anchor and a heart tattooed on 
arm. He had served in the Navy. He was a good worker, but he had 
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a sharp tongue. Tn the factory they respected but were also rather afraid 
of him. 

Pierre addressed him as if Michaud were his senior. He was anxious 
to know whether he approved of Villard’s latest speech. Michaud did not 

answer. 

“Perhaps you don’t agree with the slogans ? 

“Why not ? They’re the slogans of the Popular Front and Villard is a 
master at making speeches.”^ 

“Then you don’t trust him ?” 

“It’s the Popular Front now. That’s the official side of it. As an individual 
I might trust him with my watch or my wallet, but I wouldn’t trust him with 
our cause !” 

“I don’t understand you, Michaud. This bench isn’t yours. It isn’t 
ours. It belongs to the ‘Seine,’ to Desser. We’re making engines for bombers, 
that’s to say for war. You can find a kind word for your bench, but you 
talk of a man who has devoted the whole of his life to our cause as though 
he were an enemy.” 

“The bench is not merely Desser’s property,” said Michaud. “It’s a 
tool and a good one. At present it doesn’t belong to us, but to-morrow it 
may. That’s why it’s worth looking after. The bombers are a shady business. 
Who are they going to fight against ? Who and how ? As regards Villard. 
everything is quite clear. At present we’re together. It’s to his advantage 
and to ours. Afterwards, either we’ll send him to the devil or he’ll send us. 

1 don’t know who’ll be first. One thing is certain: if we don’t put him up 
against the wall in time, he’ll shoot the lot of us. And how ! Well, I’ve 
talked enough. I’ve got to test the hydraulic press.” 

Pierre thought about this conversation on his way to Agnes after work. 
It was that twilight hour when everything seems imponderable and fantastic. 
Old houses, that in the day-time are covered with stains like a rash, look 
like blue hills. Faces, jaded and deformed by age and sorrow or coarsely 
painted with cosmetics, take on the semblance of beauty. The visible world 

is touched with the enchantment of art. 

To Pierre, Michaud’s words seemed intolerably harsh. Perhaps he was 
right, but in that case everything would be dull—both the struggle and the 
victory. Pierre immediately felt that Michaud was wrong. It was enough 
to remember Villard’s record, how he had refused the rosette of the Legion 
of Honour and how the chauvinists had attacked him. He was not the sort 
of man to go in for compromise. 

Pierre did not understand Michaud and his way of thinking that was 
tortuous and at the same time direct, like a mountain stream which bores 
through rocks. Michaud was a Parisian, sceptical and stern. Pierre, on the 
other hand, was bora in the south among the vineyards of Roussillon. His 
father was a clicker in a printing firm at Perpignan. There the earth was 
reddish, the light was glaring and the sea so blue that it looked like molten 
enamel. Pierre himself liked loud laughter, vehement gestures, tempestuous 
tears, V ict or Hugo ’s verse, t he Jacobin tradition of passionate speeches from 
the scaffold, and ail the external, expressive beauty of life. 

As he looked at the chestnut-trees of the boulevard, scarcely, visible in 
the blue haze but already stirring with the beginnings of spring, he said to 
himself: ‘We’ll win, because people want happiness, the warmth of hands, 
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friendship and trust V He recalled his half-childish verses: ‘The wind and 
the fight—black bread and life. . . His thoughts turned involuntarily to 
Agnes. How would she greet him ? 

Pierre, who lived aloud and was inclined to exaggerate all his emotions, 
found himself at a loss when faced with the concentrated silence of this 
girl. He said to himself: ‘I can’t live without her !’ He had even told Lucien 
about his love. But never once had he dared to express his feelings to Agnes. 
He often went to see her, telling her about his meetings, books, and cars, 
and asking her questions about her school and the children. Suddenly they 
would both become silent and hear the rain beating against the window of 
the villa. 

Once he ventured to ask her: “Have you ever experienced that ?” He 
had just been telling her about a novel by Knut Hamsun. Secretly he hoped 
she would say: “Yes. Now.” But she turned away and said gruffly: “I 
have had a lover.” From that day Pierre’s yearnings were tinged with 
jealousy. He interpreted Agnes’s sadness and aloofness to mean that she 
was pining for his unknown rival. 


The street-lamps were lighting up as Pierre walked along the rue Belle- 
r !?’ Pigs’ heads, adorned with paper roses and bathed in a violet-coloured 
fight, lay like stones in the windows of the pork-butchers’. On a 
poster at the entrance to a cinema a painted beauty, clasping the hand of a 
sailor, wept gigantic tears. In dozens of cafes the glasses jingled pleasantly 
and the balls flitted about the green surface of the billiard tables. In the 
evening this street had a pathetic tinsel glitter. Branching off it were dark 
narrow side-streets like canals heavy with smells of margarine, onions and 
urine. Urchins played at pitch and toss. Old women screeched abuse at 
one another. Children and cats howled. This was one of the poorest quarters 
o Paris. No romance in poverty here. It was a matter of sewing patches 

patches, finding something for a miserable stew and carefully calculating 
every mouldy copper. 

In one of the wretched side-streets a new house had recently been built 
hrioht° P -keepers, employees and officials. The tiny flats were adorned with 
h^vnrl, w ^ _pa P er and cluttered up with fantastic arm-chairs—a humble 

• 6 seven th storey at the top had been set aside for the servants’ 
lu ® xpensive houses, but the shop-keepers and the office-workers’ 
ni^u dld u eir , ow “ cook,n 8 S P toe attic rooms were let to solitary poor 

unsue<iccf..? re IVed out ‘Of“ work book-keeper, an aged masseuse, an 

f commercial traveller, and here too lived Agn6s Legendre, who 
had conquered the heart of Pierre. 

exer ^ r K °°™ confined a narrow folding-bed, a table with a pile of school 
w^re^ h^rp th, slrav f" b0 tt° m cd chairs and a wash-stand. The walls 
school a a® ^ er n° r Photographs. On the book-shelf were 

Throu^’JJ 1Ctl0nai ?’ Ma ^ e Bovary and a life of Louise Michel. 

room yo “ s ~ a ^ ai ~ si 

short^oht£? Uld hardly be J caUed beautiful. She had a bulging forehead, 
with “"W* a P d a tu nied-up nose. Her hands were reddened 

peKever^M i 6 e win S »o ther t WaS l bOUt u Cr lhe attraction of hidden feelings, 
she u and ’ roaybe, to sacrifice herself. Whenever 

smiled her face at once became simple and pleasing, like a girl who 

“ 13 


likes morning in the forest and berries, a girl who could easily be deceived 
and offended. Agnes seldom smiled and when she did, it was not from 
merriment but from a profound inner peace. Tn moments of great joy she 

cried. 

Pierre had never before seen Agnes in such a sullen mood. When he 
told her about Lucien’s speech, she said morosely: “Disgusting ! They’re 

playing on his father’s name.” . . . 

Pierre tried to argue. He talked about Lucien s sincerity, the conflict 
between the two generations and the necessity of propaganda; but Agnes 
said obstinately : “Politics are sordid. It’s all a game. Yet people are 

starving.’ ’ 

Pierre thought: ‘She’s probably in love with an artist.’ He would have 

to find out once for all who his rival was. 

“Tell me,” he said, “who’s that man you once mentioned ? You know 

the one I mean. Is he a poet ?” 

“No. A chemist. Why drag that up ? And to-day of all days too. 1 ve 

trouble enough without that.” 

“Are you thinking about him?” 

Agnes did not answer. She looked at Pierre and her eyes, which usually 
had a look of helplessness as with all short-sighted people, became hard, 
almost malignant. Her voice was cold. “I heard to-day that I’m being 
sacked from the school. One could scarcely have a more prosaic subject 
for one’s thoughts than that.” 

‘‘Sacking you?” said Pierre indignantly. He felt stifled in the little 

r °°“Who’s sacking you ?” he cried. “How dare they ? It’s not possible !” 

Agnes told him there had been a circular sent round by the Ministry, 
and then one of the children’s parents, the proprietor of a chemist’s shop, 
had reported that his son at school had been obliged to write a ‘revolting 

composition.’ . . . , „ 

“Here you are. Read it. The boy is aged eight. 

Pierre read it aloud: “We had six puppies. Mummy drowned five. She 
said there was not enough milk. Rene says that he is soon going to have a 
sister. Rene says they have not enough milk. I think they will drown Ren&s 
sister too. When / was little y we had a lot of milk. Mama says that when J 
am grown up , they will kill me in the war. I like playing at ball and riding 
on the roundabout .” 

“I told the children: ‘Write about how you live.’ There were some 
remarkable pieces. Have a look at them. In the letter from the Ministry 
they talk about ‘anti-patriotic spirit.’ To-day I was told to go and see the 
inspector. He said to me: ‘Change the character of the education and 
then we’ll intercede for a modification of the censure on you.’ I refused.” 
“And yet you reproach me for politics !” 

“This is not politics. This is the truth. I don’t like politics. In politics 
everything is like india-rubber. You can compress it or you can stretch it. 
You don’t know what’s good or what’s bad. It’s all talk, talk, but the people 
don’t change.” 

“What are you going to do now ?” 

“I can sew. I’ll go into a workroom.” Then she added quietly: “The 
worst of it is I like teaching. I was a girl at the time, but I remember how- 
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my father suffered. He was working at Renaud’s. The men went on strike. 
It lasted a long time. Mother moaned that she had nothing to feed us on. 
But father didn’t lose heart. He pawned his watch, treated us to sausage 
and joked and sang. There was a song at the time about a hippopotamus 
who became a senator. All the same the men gave in. Father was not taken 
on again. He was one of the ‘ringleaders.’ He was out of work the whole 
winter. He got odd jobs from time to time, mending a sewing-machine or 
something. He kept going to the guild, telling them that if they’d let him 
come back he’d work for nothing. And he used to tell us that he missed 
his machine.” 

• 

They were silent for a while. On a piano down below somebody was 
playing that popular romance, Tout va bien y madame la Marquise , picking 
out the notes with one finger. Pierre was standing by the table, looking at 
a child’s exercise-book in which a youngster had drawn the dream of man: 
a blue sea and a little ship. Pierre suddenly took the girl’s hand. 

‘‘Agnes !” . . . 

He had been trying to make up his mind for months. He had imagined 
how he would have to talk, convince and prove. And now all he could 
say was her name. All other words failed him. But Agnes understood 
everything. Her hand answered his. 

“Darling ! ... You know. I’ve been through such torments !” Pierre 
said. “I didn’t know how to say it.” 

“And I thought it was all on my side and you didn’t care. It seemed to 
me I was merely an incident in your life and that you had someone else. 
I couldn’t understand why you kept on coming to see me.” 

The piano had long ceased playing. All seven floors of the building 
were asleep. The wretched side-streets were quiet. The people who had 
laughed and cried in the cinemas had returned to their homes. The last 
jfcus rattled by. Only the moon still hung above the roofs like a forgotten 
.lantern, and the cats lifted up their voices. Suddenly Pierre remembered: 
‘She’s had another lover ! She said he was a chemist. It was the proprietor 
of a chemist’s shop who reported her. Coincidence ? No, that’s the man ! 
He wanted to have his revenge. What a terrible man ! He probably whips 
his little boy. He’s got a clipped, slightly greying moustache and wears 
striped trousers. He probably went straight to the police station with a 
high moral purpose. And she lived with a man like that !’ Pierre became 
all hunched up and quiet, as though suffering from a headache. 

“Pierre, what are you thinking about ?” 

“About him. You said he was a chemist. ...” * 

**Yes, Duval. He informed the inspector.” 

I “1 don’t mean that. I mean your lover.” 

iX 0 ? goose * Y°u believed it? 1 said the first thing that came into 

my head. I was thinking about the man who reported me so I said: ‘A 

5 chemist.’ ” 

“But who is he?” 

c “You. And before you there was nobody.” 

He put his arms around her and suddenly felt tears against his cheek. 

Agnes, are you crying?” 

e _ “Silly ! I’m all right.” 
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The windows of the big room looked out on a dark yard. It was often 
necessary to have the light on in the early morning. The large table was 
littered with files, newspaper cuttings and letters. Anything might turn up 
under the papers; an ash-tray full of cigarette-ends, a detective story, a 
stray glove. The owner did not like his desk to be tidied. The furniture was 
a jumble of styles: an Empire cupboard, a modern arm-chair with metal 
tubing, unmatched chairs. On the wall hung a Marquet landscape: greenish- 
grey water and an old boat. Next to it was a map scored all over with red 
pencil, the circles representing the oil and the triangles coal. Here worked 
the financier Jules Desser, one of the real rulers of France. 

Desser was a somewhat bloated man of about fifty with sharp eyes 
underneath thick, beetling brows. Sometimes he looked much older. One 
could not help noticing the dropsical puffiness, the morbid greyness of his 
skin and the stoop of his shoulders. At other times he hardly looked more 
than forty. He had the movements of a young man and his eyes were 
amazingly lively. He dressed in a careless manner, drank a good deal and 
was never without a short, blackened pipe in his mouth. 

Unlike other representatives of the financial oligarchy, Desser did not 
like ostentation. He never allowed reporters or photographers to come near 
him, stubbornly refused to make any political speeches and denied having 
any influence on affairs of State, although no Government could have 
existed even for a month without his approval. Desser preferred to remain 
behind the scenes. Unseen, with the help of people whom he richly rewarded 
and who were devoted to him, he dictated laws, directed foreign policy, 
selected Ministers and brought about their downfall. 

Desser’s power was derived from figures, their combination and their 
contradictions. It was connected with capital invested in Polish railways, 
with American oil, Indo-Chinese rubber, with owners of aircraft factories 
interested in the growth of armaments, stock-brokers who reacted to every 
warlike speech by Hitler with a joyous bout of stock-jobbing, bauxite kings 
who sold raw material to Germany, the boot-manufacturers’ Trust which 
dreamed of humbling the boot-emperor Bata, and Benes into the bargain; 
liberal textile manufacturers who were prepared to grant civic rights to 
negroes, provided the negroes clad themselves in imported pants; intransi¬ 
gent directors of the Comite des Forges who appealed to the authority of 
the Pope in order to keep down wages. It was also connected with the war 
between the road transport and the railway companies, with empty trains 
and the failure of motor-bus companies, with millers who grew rich on 
Canadian wheat, and with the chauvinism of landowners of the Beauce 
district who demanded protective tariffs. Here was a ball of various interests 
that beat like a human heart. 

Desser knew the last-minute prices of cotton and zinc. He knew how 
much had to be paid to this or that Minister. His head was filled with 
figures like the buzzing of flies. Yet he never reckoned up his profits: he 
worked in money as a sculptor works in stone. He was modest in his per¬ 
sonal life. He had no family and took no interest in charities. He could 
have lived on the wages of one of his employees. Rubber and copper were 
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abstract ideas to him. He once asked where Saigon was. No doubt he 
would have been unable to distinguish wheat from oats. 

Desser had taken his degree at the Poly technical School. He had worked 
for two years as an engineer, and in his heart he considered that money 
had ruined him. He had betrayed his profession for the sake of lucre. 
With a morbid apprehension he waited to see how Pierre and the other 
engineers received his remarks. Being a conceited man, he would say: 
“Don’t pay any attention to what I say. I’m a dilettante.” 

Desser was by nature a passionate man in love with danger. He might 
have become a test-pilot, an explorer or a demagogue plotter of revolutions. 
Indeed, even in his own business he appreciated risks: the unexpected 
fluctuations of the London or New York Stock Exchange like the whims of 
a flighty coquette; the alliance of yesterday’s enemies behind the back of 
yesterday’s friend; the breakdown of a diplomatic conference; in a word, 
everything in which it was easy to miscalculate. 

Such a man seemed bound to take a fancy to Fascism with its philosophy 
of fatalism, its worship of rank, its inclination towards adventure, and its 
doubly tragic insignia. Actually, until the 6th of February Desser had been 
giving fairly large subsidies to the leaders of the ‘Croix de Feu.’ This, how¬ 
ever, was a gambler’s move; he wanted to overthrow the Cabinet. Having 
achieved his purpose, he calmly told his recent friend Breteuil: “From now 
on you’d better forget my address.” Desser was now inclining towards the 
Left. This was the latest sensation in the parliamentary lobbies, where it 
was even said that he was hob-nobbing with Villard. In fact Desser’s real 
favourites were the Radical-Socialists, that enormous ramshackle party of 
the ‘average Frenchman,* uniting big traders and small wine-growers, famous 
professors and semi-literate shop-keepers. It was a party that teemed with 
orators, who played Danton or Gambetta in out-of-the-way places. It was 
a radical party that feared radical enterprises more than anything else. 
Neither his position nor his ability made Desser an average Frenchman, 
but he loved, like the very soil and air of France, the chatter of these tame 
Jacobins which was always followed by sober, painstaking work. He used 
to say he was a cynic. Nevertheless, he had a political ideal. He wanted 
to preserve the France he had known from childhood; its wealth and 
continuity; the unshakable foundations of the family with its intimate 
dramas, its jealousy stronger than love, and its epic lawsuits over inheritances; 
the pleasant tedium of French provincial towns; the unconcern and at the 
same time the thriftiness, even stinginess of the housewives; the indus¬ 
triousness which obliged well-to-do old men to dig their vegetable plots or 
mend fishing nets; the flower-beds of the rentiers with sweet peas, and 
green peas that have no equal in the world; the passion for fishing in any 
and every piece of water without hope of landing even a minnow; the 
world intrigue in the refreshment-room of the Chamber and the academic 
disputes as to which aperitif is most beneficial to the stomach; the rights 
ot patronage, the mutual guarantee of the Masonic Lodges, the clannish- 
ness that gave to high politics an atmosphere of comfort and intimacy; and 

that spared neither God, medicine, nor France, nor even a man’s 

own wife. 

in Dess ? r ’? origins had much to do with his attitude. Known 

m New York, even in Melbourne, he was the son of a man who kept a little 
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cafe in Angers, ‘Le Rendez-vous des Amis.’ It was there that parliamentary 
candidates canvassed electors before polling day. Oldest inhabitants would 
talk about the troubles of the last century—the floods, the tiger that escaped 
from a menagerie, and the war—and loving couples, appreciating the dim 
light of the gas jet, would hug each other in passionate embraces. Jules 
Desser’s father never lived to see his son’s grandeur; he died of typhus in 
the last war. Having made his millions, Desser remained faithful to the 
habits of his childhood. He found peace of mind over a game of chess with 
his old gardener. At meals he mopped up the gravy on his plate with a 
piece of bread. Sometimes he managed to get away into the country, on a 
Sunday. The little cafes along the Marne and the Seine reminded him of 
the ‘Rendez-vous des Amis’; taking off his coat, he would dance with the 
sweating, made-up seamstresses. 

Desser lived on a small estate near Paris. He would rise early, go into 
the kitchen and breakfast off a tomato and a piece of cheese washed down 
with a glass of white wine. After reading the newspapers, he left for Pans. 
He would smile at school children and dogs on the way, but figures soon 
blotted out everything. He worked at his morning’s mail, letters, cables, 
private reports, until ten, after which he was ready to receive visitors. The 
Ministers, diplomats and financiers of Paris were well acquainted with his 
uncomfortable, ornate reception-room like a dentist’s waiting-room. 

When Pierre came in that morning, two bankers and the counsellor ot 
the Rumanian Embassy were waiting to be received. Pierre nervously un¬ 
folded a newspaper and pretended to be engrossed in an article on the 
Geneva sanctions. He felt as if the other visitors knew why he had come. 

The manservant announced in a solemn whisper: “Monsieur Pierre 
Dubois.” Desser was seeing Pierre first. He liked Pierre; he lixed nis 
appearance of an impulsive southerner, his naive chatter, and especially his 
poverty. As a capable engineer, scarcely able to make ends meet, he reminded 
Desser of his own youth. Moreover, Desser wanted to show the bankers 
and the diplomat that they were not in his reception-room as guests but as 

petitioners. , . A A , 

He greeted Pierre in a kindly manner. The young man hesitated, not 

knowing how to begin. In a disjointed, rambling fashion, he told Desser 

how the Minister had dismissed Agn&s. . , . 

“It isn’t a question of her being a friend of mine. Of course, I don t 

pretend not to be interested in what becomes of her. But you see, it s such 
a howling injustice !” 

Desser smiled. “There is no justice, my friend, he said. However, 
we’ll settle the affair of this young woman of yours right away.” 

He reached for the telephone and dialled a number. 

“I want to speak to Monsieur Tessa. This is Desser here. How are you, 
my dear chap ? How’s your wife ? All right, thanks. Look here, I want you 
to do me a favour. You’ll be seeing the Minister to-day at the committee 
meeting, won’t you ? Yes, yes. Well, this has to do with a young teacher 
called Agnfcs Legendre. She has been dismissed for ‘unpatriotic teaching.’ 
It’s all nonsense ! You realize, of course, this isn’t the time for that sort of 
thing, on the eve of the elections ! Besides, it’s all very complicated. . . . 
At this rate they’ll be saying to-morrow that we’re anarchists too. Or 
traitors from Coblenz. Marvellous ! Tell me, are you free for lunch to-day ? 
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There’s a whole heap of things we must have a talk about. Splendid ! PI 
come and fetch you sharp at one ” 

Turning to Pierre, he said: “It’s all settled. Mile Legendre may educate 
the children as she likes—as Communists. Tolstoyans, or savages. Well, 
have you decided to get married?” 

“No. Well, er, yes. I don’t know. But what makes you think so ?” 

“You’re not doing anything this evening ? Come and call for me. I’m 
spending the night in town. We’ll go for a stroll and have a chat. Now 
I’ve got to receive three idiots. The director of the Bank and Castellion 
have come about the Polish loan. I shall have to tell them, ‘You’re backing 
the wrong horse !’ In the first place Danzig isn’t worth a Frenchman’s little 
finger, and in the second place the Poles will steal everything. Did you see 
that diplomat ? There’s your Little Entente. The ‘Macaronis’ have already 
gobbled up the Negus. We shall probably give them the Balkans as well. 
There’s nothing to be done: we want peace. See you this evening !” 


6 

Deputy Paul Tessa was known to be a gourmet, and Desser took him to the 
‘Dogamo,’ near the ‘Abattoirs.’ It was an unassuming looking restaurant with 
the best cutlets in Paris and a first-class cellar. The big cattle-dealers, who were 
expert judges of meat, came here for lunch. On the wall was a board on 
which the proprietor chalked up how many head of cattle had been sold in 
the market and at what price. The ‘Dogarno’ was also frequented by fas¬ 
tidious gourmets, the members of gastronomic clubs and snobs who were 
intrigued by the high prices and the coarse manners of the cattle-dealers. 

Desser studied the menu attentively. He ordered oysters, eel soup, cog 
au vin and, of course, a cutlet. Tessa smacked his lips and asked the head 
waiter: “We get some of that brain-sauce of yours with the cutlets, don’t 
we?” 

“Certainly, Monsieur Tessa.” 

Despite his appetite, Paul Tessa was thin, with a long pale face, prominent 
chin and sharp nose. He looked like a sick man or an ascetic. In fact he 
was vigorous, even frisky. If you heard whispering accompanied by peals 
of laughter in the dining-room of the Chamber, you could be fairly certain 
that some indiscreet colleague was telling a story about the amorous adven¬ 
tures of fifty-eight-year-old Tessa. At the same time, Tessa was an excellent 
family man. He was devoted to his fat wife and his two children: Lucien, 
who gave him no end of trouble, and Denise, a shy, pretty, student. Tessa 
worshipped his daughter. With an extraordinary lightheartedness he would 
flit from an opera singer’s boudoir to the family bedroom, where the 
double bed, adorned with bronze cupids stood like an altar beneath the 

crucifix. 

Not a strong character but the voice was resonant and attractive, Tessa 
was considered one of the finest orators in France. He had entered the 
political arena comparatively late, after having established his reputation as 
a famous counsel. Pointing to an avaricious, dull-witted murderer, he was 
capable of exclaiming in moving tones: “Look, gentlemen l There stands 
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before you a tortured dreamer !” The jury blew their noses and brought in 
a verdict of not guilty. 

Tessa was put up for election by the Radicals of one of the departments 
in the West. He won his seat without much difficulty. He was opposed by 
a Communist, a locksmith in a railway yard with a stutter and a disinclination 
to make big promises, and by a retired General who demanded the birching 
of minors. Tessa seldom spoke in the Chamber. Twice he refused a post in 
the Cabinet; being uncertain of the future of the Radical Party, he preferred 
to look around him and bide his time. There was some talk in the lobbies 
of his wanting to break with the Radicals and go over to one of the groups 

of the Right. . 

His deputy’s seat provided Tessa with a new source of income. He took 

money from concessionaires and contractors. For substantial fees he 
accepted directorships in limited companies and lent his name to shield 
various shady undertakings such as mines in Venezuela, plantations in 
Martinique. He was not greedy but he liked to live on a grand scale. He. 
never refused anything to his family or mistresses and easily ran into debt. 

Tessa knew ‘All Paris.’ He was on a 4 tu’ footing with thousands of people. 
He entertained ambassadors and attorneys, gave bribes to journalists, and 
willingly carried out the requests of his constituents, obtaining from the 
Ministers a decoration for a local inspector of finances, a tobacconist’s 
licence for the w'dow of a brave gendarme, or the cancellation of legal 
proceedings against an over-slick blackmailer. 

Tessa swallowed an oyster and drank a little wine. “Is that young teacher 
you spoke to me about, a Communist ?” he said. 

“I don’t know. But she hardly constitutes a direct threat to the Third 

Republic.” „ , , 

“You’re a cynic. The Chablis here is marvellous ! So you feel there s 
no danger? You’re wrong. I consider the elections will be catastrophic. 
The Radicals are committing suicide, if the Popular Front wins, they’ll be 
swallowed up—like this,” and he swallowed an oyster. “Even in parlia¬ 
mentary France they’ve succumbed to this fashion. Personally, I’m against 
it. I’m standing as a National Radical, but I’m afraid. . . .” He squeezed 
lemon over another oyster and gave a mournful sigh: “I’m very much 
afraid they won’t elect me.” 

“Have you started your campaign yet ?” Desser asked. 

“The first meeting is on Saturday. I’m going down to-night.” 

“Then everything’s all right.” 

“What do you mean—all right ?” 

“Very simple. You must declare your support for the Popular Front.” 

Indignantly Tessa flung his napkin aside and roared, as though he were 
on a platform: “Never 1 Better collapse, ruin, anything you like, but not 
treason ! These gentlemen are the sworn enemies of France. Look at them 
—Blum, a man who hasn’t even got a French name, cunning and blood¬ 
thirsty ; Dormoy, the intriguer; Moch, with his eagerness to ruin transport 
Monnet, the enemy of agriculture; and finally, Villard, who even appeal? 
for disarmament in face of Hitler; Villard, who ...” 

“Villard’s simply a babbler. Make him a Minister and he’ll come to his 
senses at once.” 


“But the Cor 
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unists ?” 



“France,” said Desser, “is a country of individualists: rentiers, shop¬ 
keepers, farmers. Why does Jean or Jacques vote for the Communists ? 
Because Jean was taxed six hundred francs more than he should have been, 
and Jacque’s son was refused admission to the Veterinary Institute. It’s 
their way of grousing and nothing more.” 

Tessa was silent, absorbed in the eel soup. 

“Is it possible,” Desser went on, “is it possible for the Communists to 
rely on you ? Of course it’s not. But they are prepared to support your 
candidature. That’s strategical cunning. Why should we be simpletons ? 
They’ve arranged the Popular Front with the calculation that they’ll first 
of all destroy the Right and then devour us. But we’ll outwit them. We’ll 

smash the Right in the elections and we’ll be quits with the Communists 
on the strength of it.” 

“This soup is absolutely delicious ! But tell me, Jules, why do we need 
to smash the Right ?” 

“Because, for one thing, they’ll be smashed even without us, if we’re 
going to be obstinate. You see, politics are like a pendulum. They swing 
to the left, to the right and then to the left again. Our business is to see 
that the pendulum doesn’t swing too far. In 1924 the Left won. The result 
was the Cartel,’ the transfer of the body of Jaures to the Pantheon, red 
nags. Two years later the Radicals swung to the Right, and Poincare came 
into power. In 1932 the elections were ineffectual. Not a single Cabinet was 
able to remain in power. But in the country there was a swing to the Right, 
that was at the end of 1933. Every evening there were demonstrations in 
the rue St. Germain. ‘Down with the Deputies !’ Who was being baited 
rom the Right 7 The Radicals ? Didn’t they try to implicate you in the 
Mavisky affair ? Finally there was the 6th of February. Blood flowed. 
Abroad they were convinced that France was on the eve of a dictatorship 
out the pendulum unexpectedly changed its direction, and on the 9th of 
ebruary the Communists came out. A middle way had to be found. Old 
man Doumergue popped up and the pendulum was steadied. But the 

dmw eSS 1S r stll l S° L ing ? n in the country. This time it’s deeper, and therefore 
slower. It still hasn t reached the end of the swing. The Popular Front 

must win and it will win. If it wins with our help then in a year or so the 

Kachcals will swing to the Right and everything will be quiet for three or 

Rothschild^” Ul mC P ° Ur y ° U ° Ut S ° me Bordeaux - lVs ‘Mouton- 
triumph ^ en * * sa ' d ^essa. “I’ve got to help my enemies to 


dmJ? U c kn€ T the P rovert>: ‘When the wine is poured out, it has to be 

bouton-RothS?? 'T ^ t0 be di ‘ Uted WUh WatCr - ° f C ° UrSe ’ n °' 

Vin u- aS S ^ ved ' Tessa for S ot the sorrows of politics for a few 
minutes and gave himself up to gastronomy: 

asked rWer k °°A W ^ Wh u the C0 9 c au vin is better here than anywhere else ?” 

to turn a VtiH° Ck IS a I ? llsfortune » but we Frenchmen have learnt how 

Anvwav a hen k L rOOSter lDt °, an exc > uisite dish by stewing him in wine. 

YoSni™?ina f tend , cr and that ’ s the secret of the ‘Dogarno’. 

Slv o S C ° C h’ bu ,‘ 3 hen ’ Why do they ““ a hen a cock ? It’s 

esty. Or maybe, pride. In any case, it’s culinary strategy.” He laughed. 
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“All you’ve got to do is to follow this example. You’re a National Radical 
but we’ll serve you up as a supporter of the National Front. That’s modesty, 

or pride. . . 

“But this is all in the air,” said Tessa. “In any case they won’t elect me. 
I’ve neither the time nor the means for a proper campaign.” 

“You’ll manage to find the time all right, all the more so as you’re anxious 
to serve France. As for the means, you needn’t worry about that. I’ll stand 

all the expenses of the campaign. . . 

Tessa did not approve of Desser’s strategy, but the proposition attracted 
him. For a moment his face lit up. Then, just as suddenly it darkened 
again: after all one had to maintain one’s dignity ! But the appearance of 
the cutlets with the famous brain-sauce cheered him up again. And then 
came the Burgundy. Tessa’s usually pallid cheeks became flushed with a 
rosy glow. He felt he wanted to talk about something pleasant, such as his 
little actress, Paulette, but in order to conceal his joy from Desser he began 
talking about his family troubles: 

“My son,” he said with tears in his voice, so that it was almost impossible 
to know whether he was acting or whether he was really distressed, “my 
son Lucien has made a most improper speech. My name is now being torn 
to shreds in all the newspapers. 1 tried to have a talk with him about it and 
do you know what he said ? He said: ‘This is the class-war.’ It’s terrible: 
my son an enemy !” 

“You’ve no need to worry. Lucien is sowing his wild oats. How can it 
be the class-war if he’s still living on your money? You’ll see he’ll be 
a deputy yet, a ‘National Radical’ even. I met him a short while ago at 
‘Maxim’s’ with the most charming girl.” 

“Lucien at ‘Maxim’s’ ? What a ne’er-do-well he is. He’s thirty and 
not earning a penny. He writes some sort of rubbish for a puppet show. 

I tell you, a man like that may become an anarchist, a gangster. He’s got 
no morals ! My only consolation is Denise. There’s a worker for you ! 
She’s studying some very dull subject. Romanesque architecture I think it 
is. She’s a very serious-minded girl. Have you tasted this cheese ? Almost 
medieval It’s got the most remarkable smell. If only they let us have ten 
years' peace ! I’m afraid everything may collapse. If the Popular Front 
wins there’ll be war.” 

“Hardly. We can’t fight without allies. We want to frighten the Germans 
and we’re playing up to the Italians. The British are applying sanctions to 
Mussolini but they’re sparing Hitler. In general, we’ll have to make con¬ 
cessions.” 

“That’s impossible ! What Frenchman will agree to give up Alsace ?” 

“Why Alsace ? There is the Little Entente. Have we been feeding them 
for nothing ? If anything happens we’ll sacrifice the Czechs. And Poland. 
Poland too can be used as a ransom.” 

“For how long ? Five years, ten at the most.” 

“Why look ahead ? At present we’ve got to preserve France, peace and 
the wealth of the country.” 

“It’s all right for you. You haven’t got any children. I dread to think 
of what’s going to happen to Denise and Lucien,” Tessa said this merely 
for effect. He smiled to himself as he drank his coffee. Desser was going * 
to pay for his election campaign which meant that he would be a deputy 
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again. As for his thoughts on the future, these were just a little light melan¬ 
choly, suitable accompaniment to the end of an excellent lunch. 

Desser glanced at him. Tessa’s eyes were clouded. His sharp nose was 
covered with beads of perspiration, his face wore a self-satisfied smile. 
Desser felt a desire to tease him. “You want to know what’s in store for your 
children ?” he said. “Maybe, a paradise—peacocks au vin , airplane trips to 
Guadeloupe. Or maybe the usual war, labour camps, penal servitude, death. 
Most likely the latter. But you mustn’t be down-hearted now you’re a 
Popular Front candidate. It will be interesting to see you giving the sign of 
the clenched fist at meetings.’’ Desser laughed out loud, then wishing to 
mitigate the effect of this rather crude joke, he patted Tessa on the back. 
“Enough of these damned politics ! I saw Paulette yesterday. You’re in 
luck. She really is the most beautiful girl in Paris.’’ 


7 

After lunch Desser summoned Jolioy, the editor-publisher of the big 
newspape r. La Voie Nouyelle . Fat Joliot trotted in panting and out of breath. 
He realized j at once thatrhe was in for a serious talk. 

Joliot’s career had been a stormy one. He had been before the courts 
a number of times, sometimes for extortion, sometimes for libel, but never 
failed to get off; he was said to know too much about the pasts of various 
politicians. ^ 

Joliot was a southerner. His father was a fishmonger in Marseilles who 
had managed to get in with the big live-stock dealers. Joliot grew up in an 
atmosphere of speculation. He despised morality but was very superstitious, 
far more afraid of black cats than of the public prosecutor. Arriving in 
Paris as a young man, he became tout for a small insurance company, which 
existed by the simple process of never paying out on its policies. Later he 
dabbled in journalism, writing articles for the gutter-press about the private 
lives of senators and financiers. His income as a journalist came not so 
much from what he wrote as from what he didn’t write: people bought him 
?“• Then he started a Stock Exchange newspaper, Les Finances. One day 
ne brought it out with an enormous advertisement: ‘Deposit your savings 
in the savings-bank of the Credit d’Alger.’ Next day the director of the bank 
telephoned to Joliot: “Why the devil are you running that advertisement ? 
We never ordered it.’’ “I know you didn’t,’’ said Joliot, “but it’s my duty to 
recommend sound banks to my readers.” “For heaven’s sake ! Our de- 
are withdrawin 8 l^eir deposits.” “Can’t help that,” said Joliot. 
My duty to my readers comes before everything.” An hour later the 
airector handed Joliot fifty thousand francs, and the advertisement was killed. 
Alter this Johot began to make his way in earnest. The Voie Nouvelle 

an P S red# • i the pa P er struggled on the point of death. Joliot wrote 
au the articles himself while the printer clamoured for payment. Then 

mings started looking up. Articles appeared bearing the signatures of 
iamous writers; there were sensational reportage features and col umns of 
wycatttowmte. The paper alternately supported the Radicals with en- 
nusiasm, and denounced them as ‘criminal Freemasons.’ At the beginning 
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of the Abyssinian campaign Joliot sympathized with the Negus. Suddenly 
one morning the Voie Nouvelle came out with a eulogistic article entitled: 
‘Italy’s civilizing mission.’ 

Joliot lived like a bird, never knowing in the morning how the day would 
end, whether with a sumptuous dinner or yet another summons from the 
public prosecutor. He would thrust a hundred-franc note into the hand of 
a poor woman and pay his staff with dud cheques. He bought pictures by 
Matisse at fabulous prices, pawned and re-pawned his wife’s family plate, 
and all alone late at night sat up twanging selections from Carmen on the 
guitar. • 

He was a somewhat florid dresser with a taste for orange silk shirts, 
cornflower-blue ties and a tie-pin in the shape of a golden lizard. Despite 
his fat, he was very agile. He talked with a southern accent, gabbling his 
words in an Italianate fashion; and the shadier the substance of his con¬ 
versation, the loftier became the style in which he expressed himself. 

No sooner did Joliot arrive in Desser’s office than he began extolling the 
merits of La Voie Nouvelle in the hope of wheedling another ten thousand 
francs out of him. “In the midst of this general lunacy,” he said, “we’re 
standing up for the principles of law and order. Did you read Lebceuf’s 
article on the corrosive influence of Marxism ? I’ve got a surprise ready for 
the elections. I’ve commissioned Fontenoy to write a series of articles 
describing the ruinous conditions in Soviet Russia. We’re going to publish 
them in the form of cabled dispatches, as though Fontenoy was in Moscow. 
I’ve had to pay the expenses of his trip to Warsaw. Then I’ve got hold of 
a document about Villard. A house-owner has agreed to give evidence that 
Villard raped a postman’s daughter in the days of his youth. It’s going to 
cost ten thousand, but you can imagine the sensation it will create ! Duchesne 
can wield a really daring pen. . . .” 

“Well, he’ll have to turn it round the other way,” said Desser abruptly. 
“These new fountain-pens have very remarkable reversible nibs. They write 
more thickly but they don’t scratch. Now then, let’s get down to it. La Voie 
Nouvelle must come out on the side of the Popular Front.” 

Joliot rose and held out his hand in a theatrical gesture. 

“That’s impossible !” he said in a voice that was almost stifled with 
agitation. “I know what politics are like. I’ve had recourse to some man¬ 
oeuvres in my time, more than once, but I’ve never betrayed France ! You 
hear me, Monsieur Desser ? Never !” 

“Shut up. You’re not at a meeting ! I’m talking business. If you can’t 
do without that highfalutin talk, listen to this ! The victory of the Popular 
Front in the interests of France ! There’s a smell of revolution in the air. 
If we don’t open the safety valve the boiler will burst. I don’t care whether 
Villard raped a postman’s daughter or not. Personally I doubt it. I doubt 
if he’s even lived with his own wife. The man’s a eunuch. But Villard is 
dangerous in opposition. He roars like a lion. Give him a ministerial • 
portfolio and he’ll immediately start bleating like a lamb.” 

“But this is disastrous ! It means putting France into the hands of people 
who only yesterday were betraying their country !” 

“Now wait a moment,” said Desser. “You’ve touched on an important 
question there. Strictly speaking, that’s what I really wanted to see you about. 
Have a cigar. I haven’t the slightest doubt that La Voie Nouvelle will support 
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the Popular Front. You’re quite experienced and far-sighted enough for 
that. Besides, I’m willing to give the paper a helping hand.” 

“But ...” 

“Now for the main thing. These people are seized with patriotic fever. 
They hate Fascism. That’s perfectly understandable, but it’s dangerous. 
Your paper must become the organ of the Pacifists: the brotherhood of 
nations, the economic unity of Europe, the lives of the little ones that must 
be protected from danger, the tears of the mothers—anything you like, if 
only we have peace ! Peace at any price !” 

“But what about the role of France? . . .” 

“Better to be happy little Andorra or peaceful Monaco than the ruins of 
Carthage. I don’t believe in the victory of France. We’re tired. We’re tired 
of falling in love, of being jealous and picking quarrels. It’s the law of 
nature. It’s only your Tessas who are capable of carrying on like a tom-cat 
in the spring at the age of sixty. You’ll say that the French are a courageous 
people ? Certainly ! Once they went all over Europe with the Marseillaise . 
The children are taught about it at school. But now we’ve grown flabby. 
We live too well. We’re afraid of risks. Who’s going to fight for prestige 
or justice ? Laval ? Maurice Chevalier ? You ? To cut it short, if Remarque 
writes another novel, buy up the rights, wire for them. You won’t have to 
wait for your money.” 

Joliot thought for a while. Then he exclaimed: “There’s no doubt 
about it, you’re a genius ! Heaven knows where it will lead to, but the idea 
of peace, peace at any price, attracts me enormously. To turn the swords 
into ploughshares. . . .” 

Desser smiled. “You seem to forget that I’ve got some connection with 
the armaments industry,” he said. “It provides hundreds of thousands of 
Frenchmen with a livelihood. Besides, if we weaken the production of 
armaments we shall be attacked. The main thing is to lower the temperature. 
I repeat: they’ve goi the fever of liberty. Write about how the cannon- 
merchants, the ‘Two Hundred Families,’ are anxious to have a war.” 

Joliot calmly slipped the cheque into his pocket-book. 

“I’ll write a remarkable article. I’ll call it: ‘Desser against the Two 
Hundred Families’.” 

“Foolish and improbable. Better write: ‘Desser, like the rest of the 
representatives of the Two Hundred Families, is eager to drown the people 
m blood.’ That’s much more convincing.” He smiled. “And perhaps it’s 
nearer the truth.” 


Racing upstairs into his office, Joliot called out to the typist: “Lucille, 
irom to-day I’m raising your salary to three hundred, no five hundred 
irancs !” He wanted everybody around him to share his joy. All day long 
he was giving orders: “Get some Left writers with a name ! A caricature 
ot Mussolini ! Something pathetic about the workers ! War memoirs— 
the horrors of Verdun ! Tell Fontenoy he needn’t trouble. . . . No, wait 

a bit, you needn’t tell him ! Let him do his a stuff. It’ll come in handy, not 
now but in a year’s time.” 

That evening he dined in Montmartre, came home late and woke up his 
wue. He gave her some roses which he had bought in a night club. They 
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were half-wilted and gave out a sickly smell. Joliot whispered into his wife s 
ear * “Four hundred thousand ! My god, what a stroke of luck . 

Then he took off his boots, put on his bedroom slippers gulped down 
a glass of mineral water and suddenly exclaimed with a sadness which he 
scarcely understood himself: “But it’s all up with France ! It 11 soon be 
the end now. No wonder I met two priests to-day. That s a sure sign of 

disaster.” 


8 

Earlier that evening the all-powerful Desser and the humble engineer Paul 
Dubois strolled in silence along the embankment of the Seine. Those grey 
tones peculiar to Paris, the quiet of the Seine with its rare barge lights the 
forest of stone of the cathedral of Notre Dame, all contributed to their silent 
mood As they passed the Halles-aux-vins a sour smell of wine was wafted 
on the fresh breeze. From the darkness beyond the enclosure of the Jardin 
des Plantes came the screams of the wild animals restless with the urge of 
soring Cars with flashing headlights raced across the bridge towards the 
Gare de Lyons; then the calm bluish-grey haze settled down again. 

The harmony between houses and river, the names of the old narrow 
streets • ‘The Street of the Wooden Sword,’ ‘The Street of the Little Monk,’ 
‘The Street* of the Two Escutcheons,’ all the mystery of the city that had 
seen so much life, affected them both in different ways. Desser, who had 
scent the day with Tessa, Joliot, figures and falsehood, slouched along 
gloomily. The resting city reminded him of that moment before setting out 
on a journey, when friends sit around the strapped trunks, at a loss to find 
words capable of overcoming the sense of futility in separation. Pierre, on 
the other hand, rejoiced in the evening and the stones, in the same way that 
he r ejoiced in the clouded, mysterious beauty of Agnes. Throwing open his 
overcoat, he sniffed eagerly at the fresh breeze. He felt as if he were ex¬ 
periencing spring for the first time. Never before had he known a happiness 
so acute and yet so simple. He could have turned into one of the side streets 
and spent the whole night telling the animals in the Zoo or the street-lamps 
about Agn£s, her charm, sweet nature and intelligence. 

But it was not only love which had set Pierre’s head in a whirl. Like so 
many others, he believed that this spring would be a season of regeneration 
for his country. Pierre’s father had been a Socialist. His mother used to 
tell him how Villard came to speak at Perpignan and had supper with them 
after the meeting. One day, his father came home covered with blood; 
an attempt had been made to rescue a Spaniard named Ferrer from being 
shot; the gendarmes had beaten the demonstrators. Pierre was seven years 
old at the time. He woke up in the night and, seeing the blood on his father’s 
cheek, began to cry. His father was killed in the war. Shortly before his 
death he wrote to his wife: ‘They’re going to pay for all this—there’ll be 
a revolution !’ 

The word ‘revolution’, like the sun on a foggy day, filled Pierre’s con¬ 
temporaries with yearning. When the last war broke out they were still in 
their childhood. They had joined in the crowd which burnt the ‘Maggi’ 
dairies, shouted “To Berlin !” and been delighted with the baggy trousers 
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of the Zouaves and the high, clumsy taxis taking the troops up to the Marne. 
Later on they saw the wounded—legless, mutilated, gassed. France behind the 
lines reeked of carbolic and was dark with widows’ weeds. When their 


fathers came home on leave they talked of the lice and mud of the trenches 
and the bodies rotting on the wire, and obstinately repeated: “There’ll be 
a revolution !’’ Mutinies began to break out among the troops: the voice 
of the ‘Aurora’ had reached Champagne. 

There was a short spell of happiness when the trumpets announced 
the news of the armistice. Youngsters and grown-ups danced all night long 
in the squares. They were told: “Now you’re going to be happy.” When 
the soldiers came home, they found nothing but indifference and meanness. 
Strikes broke out. The terrified bourgeois^ hunted down the revolution like 
a wild animal. Every weapon was brought into service: slander and tear- 
gas, demagogy and imprisonment The Communist with a knife between 
his teeth was the bogey-man with which Poincare terrified the habitues of 
the ‘Cafe de Commerce’ and the farmers. 

The revolution withdrew into the Party cells, behind the closed doors of 
working-class families, amid the bitter reflections of the disappointed poor. 
From time to time it reminded the world of its existence with a miners’ 
strike or a demonstration in the streets. One summer day in 1927 startled 
the capital; the great heart of the people expressed its indignation at the 
execution of Sacco and Vanzetti. Cobblestones flew through the air; once 
again the streets of Paris ran with the working-man’s blood. 

Life became more and more difficult. The depression stopped the 
weavers’ shuttles and at night filled the boulevards with ghostly lodgers. 
Fifteen years had passed since the day of the Armistice, and again the revolu¬ 
tion looked out on the streets of Paris. “Are they going to drive us into 
war ?” asked the young men of Pierre’s age, who had been starved of life and 
grown prematurely old. 


Pierre’s grasp of politics was weak. He was inclined to put his trust in 
phrases. Two years ago, in 1934, he had nearly given his life for a cause that 
was not his own. On that dark February night he had mistaken falsehood 
for truth. Whenever he remembered this he would blush uncomfortably, 
and say to himself: ‘I’m the son of a working man.’ Now he was afraid of 
not keeping up with Michaud, but something in his blood frightened him 
as it had done before. The mechanic’s words seemed to him excessively 
severe. He wanted the revolution to be gay and noisy, like rain in May. 1 

A girl was standing outside a Metro station as they passed. She kept 
looking anxiously at the doors and the clock as though she was waiting for 
someone. Her expression was like that of an offended child. 

Suddenly Desser said to Pierre: “So you’re going to marry a teacher?” 

This time Pierre did not evade the question, nor did he ask how Desser 
nad guessed. He felt he would like to shout her name until it filled the quiet 
street “Yes,” he said. “Agn&s.” 

Desser stopped and gazed at Pierre, at his dark eyes with their large 
whites and at his blissful half-smile. “I envy you,” he said quietly. 

‘But why . . .” stammered Pierre. He was on the point of asking: 

Why don’t you get married yourself?”, but he checked himself in time. 

It s all very banal,” Desser said, “but nothing can be done about it 
iney ve loved me to the point of tears; they’ve threatened to commit 



suicide But it’s never me they love, only my money. What do you advise 
me to do ? Conceal my identity ? Wear an invisible cloak ?” 

“You can get rid of your money. You’re not a speculator. You’re an 

engineer. If it's an encumbrance to you. ...” ■ 

“No 1 like money. Why ? Probably because money, is power. Not just 

distinction or fame, but real power, the possibility to decide everything for 
others Why do I need it ? That’s what I’m trying to make out myself. 
It’s a burden ? Yes, but a pleasant one. Besides it’s a slow poison like cocaine, 

only it gets into your blood like syphilis.” 

They were now walking down a dark street. The lamp of a police-station 

glowed red like an inflamed eye. A woman was rummaging in a dustbin. 

Some drops of rain began to fall. 

“Everybody’s poisoned with it," Desser went on. It s a universal 
disease. Nobody wants to give it up, neither the Two Hundred Families’ 
nor the twenty million. They’ll fight. Not for France, but for their money 
—to their last gasp. War ? There won’t be any war. Nor any revolution 
either. People are afraid of losing what they’ve got. Now that woman over 
there has got nothing. She isn’t afraid. But how many are there like that 7 
They’ll terrorize them and if necessary, they’ll shoot them. However, it 
won’t be necessary. Our people are well broken in. They’re not stupid; 
they know what’s what all right.” 

“I simply don’t understand how you can exist with such contempt for 
people,” said Pierre. “In the past they were fooled, but now they re beginning 
to understand. What are they hoping for ? Only revolution ! In our 
factory there are thousands of grand people. They re not tramps, who ve 
got nothing to lose. They’ve got their work, their families and homes, and 
a good many of them have small savings put by. But they d give up every¬ 
thing to put an end to that. . . He pointed to the woman at the dustbin. 
“Sometimes I think people are like clay. In the past men shaped gods and 

animals. Now we’re trying to shape man.” _ , 

“Not clay,” said Desser. “Not clay but chewing-gum. Thats why 

everything changes and everything remains the same. After all, what is it^ 
that changes ? Only theuuames. The real change is death. Now that really 
doeTChange everything. That’s why I’m afraid of it. I don’t understand 
suicides. However, this isn’t what I wanted to say. You keep on talking 
about ‘revolution,’ but that means death not only for me, but for millions.” 

Both were silent for a moment. Warm light oozed through the closed 
shutters of the little street. They passed a house where the shutters on the 
ground floor were open, and caught a glimpse of people having dinner at 
a round table with a lamp in the middle; the light fell on a woman’s face, 

tired and pretty, o 

“I dread to think of what may be destroyed,” said Desser. “Not so much 
buildings, Notre Dame, the Louvre. They’re glorious and beautiful. But 
there’s something else that grieves me even more. It’s what is in these houses, 
the happiness, maybe the illusion of happiness, in any case the cosiness and 
that stillness when you can hear them breathing in the next room. I grieve 
for the christenings with the sugared almonds, the weddings where they strew 
flowers under the feet of the happy couple, even for the funerals when the 
mourners return from the cemetery to have a snack and a glass of wine over 
their sorrow. At present all this exists. But it can disappear in a flash—as 


the result of a bomb, the first shooting in the streets, Hitler’s hysteria 
clenched fists or some other hazard. Of course in a hundred years’ time ^they’ll 
say it was all ‘historical necessity’ . . . well, I must leave you now.” 

Desser gave Pierre his hand in its damp leather glove and strode quickly 
away along the embankment. The conversation had irked him. He 
reproached himself for having said too much—chattering with a love-sick 
engineer about the fortunes of humanity indeed ! ^ 

He made his way back to the centre ol the city where the boulevards 
were bright as day. All kinds of brightly coloured articles lay glittering in 
the shop-windows. Across the faces of the buildings scurried bluish purple 
dwarfs and snakes, advertisements for aperitifs, invitations to visit sunny 
Morocco. Throngs of people jostled one another as though they had nowhere 
else to go to; weaving aimlessly back and forth like fish in an aquarium. 
The kiosks were stuck all over with newspapers in twenty languages. Desser 
stopped and glanced at the headlines: ‘demand for the popular front 
. . . danger of armed clash . . .’ He yawned wearily. Everything here 
seemed to talk his language: he knew the price of the houses, advertisements 
and shares, the dividends paid on Moroccan railways and the famous bitter¬ 
sweet drinks. And everything here belonged to him—the building sites, 
motor cars, newspapers, even the smiles. In this kingdom of his he was 
a passing visitor who needed nothing; a conjurer who had turned himself 
into one of his own puppets for an hour. . . . Wasn’t it worth while pre¬ 
serving all this ? Certainly it was, but my God, what a depth of weariness.... 


9 

Professor Malet’s lecture that evening was on the Romanesque archi¬ 
tecture of Poitou. His lectures were open to the public, and among the 
students in the auditorium sat quite a number of older people—lovers of 
architecture, self-educated individuals who attended every lecture with 
bulging note-books in which S anscrit roots jostled the binomia l theorem. 
There was also a sprinklihg 01 down-and-outs who cameTfl id get warm and 
have a nap. Some took down every word that Malet uttered. Others yawned 
or whispered among themselves. One old woman who had climbed up to 
the top bench was knitting a sock. 

Michaud, the mechanic, regularly attended Malet’s lectures. He had 
been interested in architecture ever since he was a child, and was familiar 
with proportions, computation and building materials. He knew a lot but 
whenever he looked at buildings he admired, he felt that, besides the clarity 
and harmony of construction which fascinated him as an engineer, there were 
other qualities in architecture, qualities that affected him like the features of the 
human face or like a forest. By studying the history of architecture, he hoped 
to discover the secret of this fascination. 

Michaud’s thirst for knowledge was insatiable. He would have liked to 
pull the world apart, even as a child takes a toy to pieces. He had left his 
elementary school with only the three R’s and a few moral phrases learnt by 
heart. Then he was put into the school of life. Luc Michaud’s father was 
a hatter. There was a crisis in the hat trade after the war. People gave up 
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wearing hats, and Luc was not even taken on as an apprentice. He delivered 
condensed milk on a tricycle. Later he worked in a tannery amid the powerful 
stench of hides. He was a voracious reader but his knowledge was casual 
and disjointed. He served his time in the Navy, in a torpedo-boat where he 
became friendly with a draughtsman named Querier, who afterwards stood 
as a Communist candidate in the elections. Querier quickly recruited 
Michaud. Both of them went to work in the ‘Seine’ aircraft factory. Michaud 
began to attend meetings. He read books on political economy and the 
history of the workers’ movement. At the same time he pored over mathe¬ 
matics. He became a skilled mechanic and earned a decent wage. But he 
still felt that he knew nothing. It was a painful, frustrating feeling, as though 
he had somehow missed the bus. But he had so very little time: he had to 
go now to a Party conference, now to a meeting. He longed to go to the 
theatre and visit the museums. And at times there hovered in front of his 
mind, vague glimpses of distant countries—the ruins of Rome, the Turkestan- 
Siberian railway. •/ 

Michaud was fond of roaming about the town in the foggy November 
evenings, warming his fingers with hot chestnuts. To him, Paris with its 
misty lights looked like a ship; he felt as if the gangway was just about to 
be drawn up. Now and again he went to the cinema; sat amid cuddling 
lovers and a smell of oranges and sighed aloud as he watched some dumb 
but fetching American actress. For three years he was in love with the 
daughter of a comrade, a pretty girl called Mimi, with a fascinating lock of 
hair that hung down over her forehead. For her sake he learnt to dance; 
he brought her presents of flowers and chocolates, even tried to write verses. 
But it was all in vain. Mimi married a book-keeper. She wanted a quiet 
life. Michaud’s ideas and his stormy temper frightened her. 

Michaud was twenty-nine. He was powerfully built, but somewhat out of 
proportion. His head was too large and too heavy. His face, even in winter, 
was covered with freckles. He had attractive grey, mocking eyes and prom¬ 
inent white teeth. He seemed to be always smiling. He was constantly waving 
his arms and punctuating his words with the exclamation ‘And how !’ 

Michaud followed Malet’s lecture closely, from time to time making 
notes in a well-worn note-book. Sitting next him was an exceedingly pretty 
girl. Michaud had noticed her at the beginning of the lecture, especially her 
long black eyelashes, like a film star’s. Then he had forgotten about her, 
absorbed in the beauty of the cathedrals of Poitiers. 

But when Malet, discoursing about pillars, made use of an unusual word 
which Michaud failed to catch, he turned to the girl and whispered: “What 
ornament did he say ?” 

“Fretted,” the girl said. 

The lecture came to an end. They were sitting on the bench at the back 
of the hall and had to wait while the others went out. Michaud turned to 
the girl and said: “1 hope you weren’t annoyed with me for asking you a 
question during the lecture. You’re probably a student, but I’m only a 
layman in architecture. My subject is engineering.” 

“Well, I know nothing about engineering, not a thing.” 

“Oh, it’s just a special subject,” Michaud said. “But when you don’t 
understand art you feel you’re missing something. And is it hard to under¬ 
stand 1 I’ll say it is, and how 1 You know I used to try to interpret one art 
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in terms of another. For instance, whenever I listened to music I kept trying 
to translate it into words: did it mean ‘being in love,’ was it about ‘a military 
victory’ or ‘a storm at sea’ ? Hopeless, of course. The wrong language 
altogether. And it’s the same with architecture. You know that better than 
I do.” 


Together they went out of the hall. After two days of wind and rain 
the face of the city had changed. Spring was creeping out on all sides. The 
chestnut buds were swelling. The bluish tarmac reflected a new light. Winter 
overcoats were giving place to light mackintoshes. People were migrating 
from inside the cafes to the terraces. Street musicians made their appearance 
and little boys sold green, half-open lilies of the valley. 

They crossed the bright noisy Boulevard St. Michel, where youth was 
heaving sighs and making declarations of love, drinking cafe creme or grena¬ 
dine and getting anxious about the approaching examinations. In the 
romantic semi-darkness of the Boulevard Saint-Germain housemaids were 
taking little dogs for their night walks; lovers clung together in the shadows. 
A clock struck ten. Michaud was telling her about his adventures climbing 

the glaciers in the mountains near Grenoble. He was pleased to see she was 
laughing. 


‘‘It’s nice to see you so cheerful,” he said. 

“I’m not always cheerful. At home they scold me for being gloomy. 
My ^brother has even nicknamed me ‘the marmot.’ ” 

“You’re not in the least like a marmot. I caught a marmot once when 
I was staying with my uncle in Savoy. We taught it to stand on its hind legs. 
Its interesting to observe wild life. I’ve just been reading about the ants. 
What clever creatures ! The way they organize everything ! And eels, do 
you know about them ? It appears they travel from all over the place to the 
Sargasso Sea. It’s love that drives them on. They swim five thousand miles. 
They even leave the rivers and wriggle overland. Millions die on the way, 
but that doesn’t matter. That’s passion for you ! Human beings aren’t 


engineering and politics perhaps.” 

‘I’m sick of politics,” said the girl. “At home they talk of nothing else. 
You see, my father. . . .” 

She hesitated. How absurd this was. Why was she talking like this to 
a perfect stranger ? She had always held aloof from people, and now, for 
some reason, she was talking quite freely with a man, about whom she knew 
nothing except that he was an engineer. It was ridiculous, childish. At the 
same time she felt a twinge of sadness as she realized that their casual meeting 
must soon come to an end together with the temptation of the spring evening, 
tn a^ minute she would have to get a bus. Drily she said: 

My father’s a deputy. You’ve probably heard of him. His name’s Tessa.” 

Michaud laughed out loud. “That’s a surprise. I’ll say it is. And how l 
out what’s your father got to do with it? I’m not talking to him. I’m 

n o 1 ? f° you : you I can make head or tail of what they cook 

JjP It s a miserable business. I’m talking about something else. I say, 

nere are you going to ? Let’s walk a little further—as far as the next bus 
stop. It’s a lovely evening. . . 
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Denise agreed. Again felt surprised at herself. Why was she going with 
him; why was she listening; and above all, why did she suddenly feel so 
simple and cheerful ? 

“I understand politics in a different way altogether,” Michaud went on. 
“It means reconstructing the world. There is so much that is casual and evil. 
Somehow I kind of feel ashamed of people. And yet a gay, harmonious, 
full-blooded life is possible, it really is. For me revolution is a sort of archi¬ 
tecture. If you’re fond of art, you’re bound to sympathize.” 

“Are you a Communist ?” 

“How can I be anything else ?” 

“My brother talks like you, but I don’t believe him. I don’t trust words.” 

“That’s because your father is a lawyer,” said Michaud. “I’m also 
suspicious when people talk too beautifully. But it’s different with us. 
Look here, there’s a pre-election meeting to-night. Let’s drop in for half 
an hour. You’ll see the difference ! It’s quite near—in the school in the 
Rue Falguiere. If it bores you you can go. But it’s worth while having a 
look. Come on, it’s the duty of man to be inquiring. How about it ?” 

Denise shook her head, but she knew she would go all the same. She 
even said to herself: ‘I’ll think it over later when I get home. Then I shall 
understand. Now I feel gay and that’s all that matters.’ 

At the meeting there were many people who were not on the roll of 
electors, girls and youths. It was one of the thousands of meetings held that 
astonishing spring when Paris repeated the words ‘The Popular Front’ with 
tenderness and passion. It was hot in the hall. A lot of the men had taken 
off their coats. They sat smoking, their caps pushed back on their heads. 
Denise looked at the faces around her. What a world of sorrow, sickness 
and want ! A woman was nursing a sleeping baby—obviously she had no 
one at home to leave it with. Water trickled from an old man’s inflamed 
eyes as if he were crying. None of these people knew each other. They had 
come here from the grimy back streets of the vast city, drawn together by 
a new brotherhood. When the speaker talked of the struggle for justice, 
their fists shot up in the air and hundreds of voices answered as one. Their 
oratory was totally unlike Tessa. They spoke abruptly, and with difficulty 
as though seeking for the right words; and the words sounded different. 
Now and again their tired faces lit up with a smile. The weariness of child¬ 
bearing, the mystery of growth filled the smoke-dimmed hall. A woman 
shook her dried-up, wrinkled fist as though, after bearing and burying her 
children, she was grasping a little air, warmth and welcome or clutching at 
a word that had escaped her. 

Half an hour went by, then an hour, and then another hour, but Denise 
did not go. She listened attentively. She would scarcely have been able to 
repeat what these people were talking about. It was as if she was listening 
to the dull throb of their hearts and to a world that was strange and new 
to her, as she had listened as a child to the sea in Brittany for the first time. 

The meeting finished at twelve o’clock. Denise suddenly realized that 
she too was singing the words of the ‘Internationale,’ mixing them up and 
not knowing why or what she was singing. 

A tall elderly workman with dark, sunken eyes and a gash on his cheek 
came up to Michaud and said: “We’ve enrolled four men from your factory 
to-day. Tell Charles it would be better* to distribute the leaflets according 
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to the shops in the factories. The fences can be used for placards.” He turned 
to Denise: “What district are you from, comrade ?” 

Denise blushed. Michaud answered for her: “This comrade is a student.” 

Denise thought to herself: “So he has taken me for one of his own.” 
And for some reason this pleased her. 

They went out into the street, and again the blue-grey, warm, restless 
air of Paris reminded them of spring. 

“Did you like it ?” said Michaud. 

“I don’t know what to say. Like isn’t the right word. It thrilled me.” 

“That’s understandable. You know why—it’s like this evening, like 
what’s in the air. There’s only one word for it—hope, the hope of changing 
everything.” 

“I didn’t believe my brother but 1 believed the one who came up to you. 
It must be true. I don’t know whether it is for the others but it is for him. 
But I must think it over. It’s very difficult to take in all at once.” 

Michaud talked again about hope, his own and that of the others. 
Now she was barely listening—there were too many words—but his voice 
continued to please her. When they parted she smiled at his grey mocking 
eyes. “And how !” he said enthusiastically. 

Denise smiled. “We’ll be seeing each other again. At Malet’s lecture, 
or if there’s another meeting write and let me know and I’ll come. O.K. ?” 

She was home at last. On the walls of the passage hung photographs 
of famous trials—murderers and criminals standing between two gendarmes, 
and in the foreground, raising his bony hands to heaven, Tessa, in his 
counsel’s gown. 

The flat was like a stagnant pool, dark and tranquil on the surface but 
with seething passions underneath. Denise’s father was not yet home. He 
was probably seeking oblivion from Desser’s craftiness on the bosom of 
Paulette. Her mother was in her bedroom, playing patience and waiting for 
her husband. Madame Tessa suffered from nephritis. She was terrihed of 
death and especially of hell. She had always been a believer. Formerly her 
life had been taken up with running the house, clothes, and gossip, but when 
she became ill she found herself face to face with God. She remembered 
the days of her childhood at the convent. Now the day of judgment was 
drawing near. She would be called to account for everything: for Tessa’s 
anti-clerical speeches in the Chamber, for his affairs with demi-mondaines , 
and for the blasphemy and corruptness of her son Lucien. Who was 
there to shield her ? Denise ? But Denise hardly ever spoke, never went to 
church and never answered her mother. Perhaps she too was taking alter 
her father ? . . . 

“Denise, is that you ? 1 thought it was Papa. Come here. Where have 
you been ?” 

“I’ve been sitting in a cafe on the Boul’ Mich. It was a wonderful night.” 
Hemse said the first thing that came into her head. She was anxious not to 
upset her mother by telling her about the meeting 

But Madame Tessa burst into tears. 

*On the Boul’.Mich? Oh, you’re taking after your father 1” 

Denise tried to console her, telling her that she had been with girl friends 
^nd had brought back the vervain water which her mother took at night. 
**ut the tears kept dropping on to the kings and queens. 
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Lucien tapped at his mother’s door and said good night. Denise went 
with him into the library* He was back from an evening with the Surrealists. 
“They’ve got an amusing new trick,” he said. “They determine the sex of 
everything—ideas, colours and words. You can imagine how indignant 
everybody got—especially the Communists who writhe at the very name of 
Freud. Have you ever heard the way an orthodox Communist argues ?” 

Denise shook her head. Lucien started telling her about a new Balinese 
dancer. 

“Seeing her makes one appreciate Gauguin,” he said. “One feels that 
for her the only reality is animal passion.” 

“Why tell me that ?” 

“Because you’re twenty-two, not seventeen. It’s time you stopped playing 
the ingenue ! Or are you going to be like mother—read the lives of the 
saints and use pessaries ?” Then, noticing her sullen look, he said sooth¬ 
ingly : “Don’t be angry. Marmot! I didn’t mean to offend you. Good 

night !” 

Denise went to her room, undressed, got into bed and switched off the 
light, but she couldn’t sleep. The clock struck two, half-past, three. She 
hea^d steps in the passage. Her father had come home and was humming 
quietly: ‘Tout va bien, madame la Marquise.’ Then all was quiet. 

Denise felt the house was like a tomb. She began thinking about her 
school days in Brittany and the childish pranks they used to play. The sea 
was always there. The fishermen lounging in the street, looking, in their red 
tarpaulin trousers, like huge lobsters. When there was a storm the whole 
house shook; the big clock creaked in its glass case and the plates danced 
on the walls; but the girls’ hearts throbbed with joy. 

When Denise left school and came home, she immediately felt she was 
being suffocated. The family all lived together in such stifling intimacy. 
Denise knew all about her father’s affairs and about Lucien and Jeannette. 
On the surface the family appeared to be devoted to one another. Their 
regular meetings at meals and the outward semblance of unity began to have 
a cloying effect, like ooze. 

Denise had a genuine interest in the history of architecture. In the past, 
people had believed passionately, out of the fullness of their hearts, not like 
her mother. They built square churches like barns. It seemed as if the 
grains of faith still lingered in them. Denise took refuge in the past from her 
father’s futility, her mother’s sanctimoniousness and her brother’s aimless 
effervescence. 

But to-day something of infinite importance had happened. She had 
promised herself that she would try to get to the bottom of it. She kept 
twisting and turning and asking herself what it all meant. She remembered 
many things: the old charwoman’s fist, the workman with a gash on his 
cheek who had addressed her as ‘Comrade,’ Michaud’s smiling grey eyes. 
All this was blended with the spring air and the dampness and quiet of the 
night streets. Her heart was throbbing. And the cold dawn crept through 
the curtains into the room, filling it with greyish quivering half-light and the 
vague shapes of dimly perceived objects. Denise remembered the words 
‘and how,’ smiled, and with that smile fell asleep. 
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After reading a review of his book in a Communist newspaper, Lucien 
was annoyed. He particularly disliked the concluding sentence: ‘Some 
excessively “revolutionary” passages arouse distrust.’ The blockhead ! And 
so were they all ! They weren’t capable of social surgery; they could only 
patch Up ! The Right newspapers were only too pleased to discuss the book; 
being anxious to blacken Paul Tessa, they hailed it as a dreadful example 
of the results of a Radical upbringing. But in the people’s newspaper which 
ought to have welcomed Lucien as their champion, a new Valles, there were 

only a few scant praises—‘the author is well acquainted with his milieu’— 
and finally—‘distrust.’ 

Suddenly Lucien smiled: perhaps they were right. Only a short time ago 
he had wanted to join the Communist Party and had been trying to prove 
to his friends that party discipline was the highest form of self-restraint, 
such as Goethe attributed to the Creator. That was Lucien all over, blow 
hot and blow cold. 

His father’s wealth relieved Lucien of the necessity of earning a living. 
After leaving the lycee, he began to look round. First he became a medical 
student at the university, after a year got bored with anatomy and took up 
jnternational law. Then he developed a sudden interest in the cinema and 
became assistant to a film director. He wanted to make an unusual film 
about the collapse of the machine age, but was obliged to work on an idiotic 
farce in which the heroine kept mixing up her husband and her lover, who 
were doubles. Lucien tired of films and began to haunt the literary cafes 
affecting the pose of a disillusioned genius. 

Lucien was twenty-six when he first met Henri Lagrange, the explorer, 
who was setting out for the Antarctic. He had long been dreaming of adven- 
^ru persuaded Lagrange to take him along. Lucien wrote in his diary: 
.The penguin resembles Mistinguette. I’m sick of tinned food. In general, 
its beautiful but boring.’ A few pages farther on there was a brief note: 
Henri died at four o’clock in the morning.* Lagrange died in Lucien’s 
arms—from gangrene. 

.Back in Paris, Lucien resumed his former life. He attended Surrealist 
exhibitions and soirees but often sat silent amid the chatter of his friends, 
ueath had become an obsession with him. 

Such was the origin of his novel Face to Face , which had a resounding 
success. It was a rambling, uneven book with pretentious harangues and 
patches that rose to genuine heights of feeling. The novel dealt 

ail?u* r ^ ys death amid the ice of a man who loved mathematics 
and his four-year-old daughter more than anything else in the world. Lucien’s 
putation as a novelist was made overnight. When interviewed about his 
tcrary plans, he said he was writing a big novel about the disintegra¬ 
te mon ^ he was writing nothing, and felt like a squeezed-out 

Tt* y®&rs went by and people began to forget that Lucien had ever been 

^ essa » w ^° had started off by believing in his son’s literary 
I n 5f r * once more began to nag him for his idleness and extravagance. 

cien was incapable of living without money and he had the knack of 

37 



squandering tens of thousands of francs without noticing it. He entertained 
his friends in restaurants that were unpretentious outside but very expensive 
in, ordering the rarest vintages on the list and saying with an air of apology: 
“An unassuming little wine.” He gave expensive presents to any woman 
who took his fancy. He had a mania for cards and high play seemed to him 
to be the only thing that mattered. With his pale, handsome face and chestnut 
hair, he was a familiar figure in every gambling-house. Lucien would lose 
from twenty to thirty thousand francs in a night with a smile. The inevitable 
day arrived when he was obliged to visit the money-lenders. Lucien borrowed 
from one to pay back the other. That same boredom which, four years 
ago, had driven him to the Antarctic, only to attack him with renewed intensity 
at the sight of a penguin looking like an ancient actress, and the stale taste 
of tinned food, took hold of him once more. 

In the summer he went to the Soviet Union with a party of tourists. 
This came about quite by accident: he had planned to go to Egypt with 
a friend, but they quarrelled on the eve of departure. Lucien stayed a week 
in Moscow. They did the usual round of sight-seeing, antiquities, museums, 
children’s nurseries, etc. All this had no effect on Lucien. What stirred him 
was the will-power and spiritual youthfulness of the people. One day. 
watching a group of workers on an underground railway construction job, 
he noticed among them a girl in heavy boots with a thin, pale face and a look 
of burning determination in her eyes. He suddenly realized that she was 
building something more than an underground railway. He felt mentally 
stimulated, as he had felt after Lagrange’s death. Once again he returned 
to Paris a changed man. 

Marx took the place of Lautreamont. For the first time Lucien thought 
about the lives of the people around him. Everywhere he saw lies, hypocrisy 
and boredom. His personal drama was the drama of society. It inspired him 
to write a superficial, satirical pamphlet, ridiculing the philosophy, morals 
and aesthetic taste of the bourgeoisie. His father saw red and threatened to 
break with him. But the young people who frequented the Maison de 
Culture listened enthusiastically to Lucien’s speeches on the coming revolu¬ 
tion. He even forgot gambling: the game he was playing now was far more 
fascinating. 

After six months he began to have doubts. The Communists now seemed 
to him to be just an ordinary political party. They liked their home comforts 
and even hummed the romantic songs of Maurice Chevalier ! Lucien, who 
always thought himself more daring and more clever than anyone else, said 
to himself: ‘I’ve made a fool of myself again ! This card may win, but it’s 
not my card.’ 

His next phase was the love affair with Jeannette. He did not exaggerate 
his feelings, but openly told his friends about his new affair, hoping to 
belittle love with irony. But love refused to yield, and the very tone in 
which he spoke her name gave him away completely. 

In character Lucien and Jeannette were utterly unlike, but in experience 
they had much iff common. Both had knocked about the world. Jeannette 
was thirty, but often felt like an old woman. She was the daughter of a 
Lyons solicitor. The dull puritanical town and her harsh narrow parents 
had warped her childhood. From morning till night they talked of nothing 
but money—how one mustn’t waste money; ‘suitable’ marriages; the 
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outrageous behaviour of wives who spent a fortune on their backs and 
flirted with other men or (‘Jeannette, leave the room’) were unfaithful. She 
remembered one rather lean man with a white spot in his eye whom her 
parents always spoke of with great respect. He was the owner of a big 
factory and had shot his wife’s lover with a sporting-gun and got off scot 
free owing to influence. The dead man was declared to be a burglar who 
had broken into the house at night. In the home of Jeannette’s parents the 
furniture was never uncovered the whole year round, and her mother was 
always in a panic lest her husband should spill a drop of wine on the clean 
table-cloth. 

Jeannette was eighteen when she had her first affair with the doctor who 
had attended her when she had measles. He was married; in reality Jeannette 
felt profoundly indifferent towards him. Her father found out about the 
sordid liaison and turned her out of the house, shouting: “Your place is 
jn a brothel !” The doctor sighed and gave Jeannette four hundred francs 
for her fare to Paris. That night in the train she kept on asking herself: 
‘Why did I do it ?’ but she could find no answer. The doctor was no Adonis, 
he had a gigantic Adam s apple and was always telling dirty stories. Perhaps 
she went to the fatal rendezvous merely because that day her mother had 
whined at the cook for three hours on end: “This isn’t mutton you’ve 
bought. It’s nothing but bone !’’ 

Jeannette got a job as a salesgirl in a department store. She used to arrive 
the morning with dark rings under her eyes. The other girls whispered 
that she was leading a fast life, but actually she spent all her spare time 
reading for nights on end. She started with the moderns in the hope of 
hnding out about herself. Then she developed an enthusiasm for Stendhal, 
Dostoievsky and Shakespeare. The passions of the people around her began 
to appear to her not as disconnected incidents but as dramatic and significant 
episodes. Everything which before had seemed unintelligible and therefore 
hostile—narrowmindedness, casual behaviour—now became clearly defined 
and subject to strict laws. Although she lacked worldy experience and held 
aloof from people, she acquired from these great artists a deeper under¬ 
standing of many things and a more mature outlook on life. 

She did not brood over literature and art as she did over her own destiny: 
they were the breath of life to her. whether she was poring over a book or 
sitting in a gallery. When there were no customers in the store, she would 
PJay, murmuring under her breath, the role of one of Racine’s heroines or 
oi a stupid provincial dreamer. 

In the restaurant where she usually ate she met a middle-aged actor 
Gained Figet. They started living together; they were not the least in love 
with each other but both were lonely and unhappy. Figet was attracted by 
eannette’s physical appearance; indeed she attracted attention wherever 
ne went. The enormous wild eyes in her quiet face made one think she was 
possessed. She looked as though she had just received some shattering piece 
oi news, as though she were racked by love, or filled with the joy that comes 
njy once in a lifetime. Moreover, Figet appreciated the way Jeannette 
ooked after him. This crack-brained creature had a kind heart. She looked 
alter the unsuccessful, grumbling, slovenly actor as though he were a child 
mstead of being nearly old enough to be her father. She didn’t love him 
Ul men, it never even entered her head that she could love anyone. She 
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never related her personal life with what she read in books or saw on the 
stage. Racine’s heroine peacefully darned socks. A few months later she 
gave up her job at the store. Figet had arranged for her to be taken on at the 
‘Gymnase’ Theatre. She was given tiny character parts—frightened maid¬ 
servants or village nit-wits. She did not aspire to be a great actress, but the 
smell of the theatre made her feel gay and she was grateful to Figet for this 
change in her life. 

A year later Figet dropped her. He had started an affair with a successful 
musical-comedy actress. He took a long time making up his mind to tell 
Jeannette as he was afraid of jealousy, reproaches and tears. But Jeannette 
listened to his confession with such indifference that he exclaimed in an 
injured tone: “I don’t believe you’ve ever loved me !” Jeannette said she 
didn’t think she ever had. 

One of the managers of the Maison de Culture, Marechal by name, had 
taken it into his head to organize a ‘Revolutionary Theatre,’ and was looking 
round for a cast. Professional actors were unwilling to come to him as they 
thought the project would be a flop. Marechal met Jeannette on the theatre 
stairs and was struck by her possibilities. He asked her to come and see 
him and tried to persuade her that she had the makings of a great tragedienne: 
“What eyes ! And what a voice ! If you could only hear yourself !” Marechal 
was staging The Sheep-Spring. He offered Jeannette the leading part. Every¬ 
one at the first rehearsals raved about her acting, and said she had such 
extraordinary simplicity and passion. Unfortunately, the well-known 
actress, Javogue, chose this moment to have a row with the manager of the 
‘Odeon’ and rushed round in a fit of rage to Marechal. She was a thoroughly 
second-rate actress, but her name guaranteed a good deal of publicity. She 
was given Jeannette’s part. Jeannette took this set-back quietly and im¬ 
mediately agreed to take a minor part. Back in her own little room after the 
first night she repeated the speeches which she had never had the chance to 
deliver on the stage. 

The ‘Revolutionary Theatre’ soon collapsed. Jeannette went on tour 
playing the lead in a stock company and spent two summer months in the 
provinces. Then, worn out and half-starved, she got a job at the radio¬ 
station ‘Poste Parisien.’ 

Lucien had met her at one of the rehearsals in the ‘Revolutionary 
Theatre,’ and fallen in love with her at once. This was during the height of 
his revolutionary phase. The words of The Sheep-Spring sounded like the. 
ravings of excited Paris, and Jeannette’s voice gave them that fullness and 
weight which Lucien failed to find in political speeches and articles. 

Jeannette was quite amazed by Lucien. It was the first time she had 
met a man who talked like the hero of a novel. His denunciations of the 
baseness of society and the cleansing storm to come were linked in her 
mind with the fiery colour of his hair, his pale face and jerky gestures. She 
believed every word he said and when he declared his love for her, she 
gave herself to him, if not with love, at least with a quickening of the 
spirit. 

Love might have been awakened in her, but Lucien did everything to 
repel it. In her presence he became affected and fatuous. She was too 
young to laugh at his self-conceit. Listening to his pathetic tirades day after 
day, she began to doubt whether he really loved her. but Lucien, for his 
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part, grew more and more devoted to her. His feelings towards her were 
complex. He did love her after his own fashion, but rather as a phenomenon 
—a lyric or a sea-bird. If he had been asked to face death for her sake, he 
would have done so, but when Jeannette was ill and begged him to stay 
with her till morning, he began to make excuses, saying they were waiting 
up for him at home and his mother would be anxious. Whereas the truth 
was he simply wanted to have a good sleep. 

Jeannette said to herself: ‘He’ll drop me, the same as Figet did. . . .’ 
She thought she ought to leave him, but by nature she was too passive; such 
wp m e n - nev s L leave m en unless_they are led away. Perhaps she still had 
vague hopesoFTiappiness“ with Lucien, a quiet grey content like all the 
women around her. 

Lucien had not seen Jeannette since the evening she had first met Andre 
and Pierre. He rang her up and she told him she was not feeling well. A 
few minutes later she rang him back and said she wanted to have a talk 
with him. She sounded excited. The thought flashed through Lucien’s mind: 
Andr6 !’ At once he was on his guard. He told Jeannette he would call for 
her at the studio and they would have supper at ‘Fouquet’s.’ 

Jeannette didn’t want to go out. She said she didn’t feel well enough 
and must have a talk with him in private. Lucien insisted. Actors and 
writers forgathered at ‘Fouquet’s’ in the evening, and it flattered Lucien 
to see people looking enviously at Jeannette. 

He was in a good humour, in spite of the review of his book, and gaily 
ordered oysters and white wine. Jeannette was silent. He told her about 
the review. “Distrust—I ask you,” he said. 

Jeannette said nothing. It was obvious that she was thinking intensely 
about something. Lucien forgot all about the suspicions of the Communists 
and the admiring stares of the men at the other tables. He was seized with 
jealousy, and so positive that Jeannette was in love with Andre that he 
decided to precipitate a show-down. 

“Andre’s exhibition opens on Monday,” he said. “They say his land¬ 
scapes are beautiful. Do you want to go to the private view ?” 

“I don’t think I’ll go. I’m not in the mood.” 

She said this so naturally and with such indifference that Lucien was 
baffled: perhaps it had nothing to do with Andre after all ? Having drunk 
a bottle of Chablis, he cheered up, forgot all about his fears, and returned 
to the subject that he had been harping on all day. 

"You know,” he said, “on the whole I can understand why they talk 
abcmt ‘distrust.’ The other day I went to see a Communist who’s on the 
staff of L'Humanity. His flat is thoroughly bourgeois. Conventional re- 
productions on the walls; Rodin’s ‘Thinker’ and that sort of thing. His 
wile served up the usual stew and he boasted that she was a good cook, 
inere were four children, the eldest was doing his home-work and Daddy 
was helping him. You see the picture ? Of course, a man like that can vote 
out that’s all. But when such middle-class people-” 

Jeannette was not in the habit of arguing. But now she showed unexpected 

animation. 

‘Is it a crime for a man to have a wife and family ? I’ve told you that’s 
wnat Im always thinking about. It’s a woman’s whole happiness. Don’t 
you understand ? . . . I sometimes think it’s what you want too, only you 
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daren’t say so. . . . Life is impossible without it, Lucien. It’s so bleak, 
so lonely.” 

“It’s entirely a question of temperament,” Lucien said, “and of the times 
we live in. If 1 were asked to surround myself with a family, I’d shoot 
myself. I live for other things, things I may have to die for to-morrow. 
It’s ridiculous to chatter about a family. What’s the matter with you ?” 

“Nothing. I told you on the ’phone I wasn’t feeling well. My head 
aches. Ask for a glass of water. I’ll take an aspirin.” 

Lucien went on talking: the times demanded renunciation, solitude and 
courage. Family snuggery was treason. Jeannette made no comment. Her 
spirit of animation had subsided. 

They left ‘Fouquet’s’ in silence and turned off from the Champs-Elys6es 
into a narrow badly lit street. Suddenly Jeannette stopped on the corner 
near a chemist’s. A large green globe showed in the lighted window. 
Jeannette’s face looked like a corpse in the emerald light. She said quietly: 

“I’m pregnant. Now I’ll have to find a doctor. . . .” 

Lucien was filled with pity, acute as pain. “Perhaps it isn’t necessary ?’* 

he stammered. 

Jeannette gave a shrill laugh. “No, you’ve explained everything and 
convinced me—these are not the times.” 

Lucien quickly regained his calm, which enraged Jeannette. In the same 
artificially bright voice she said: 

“Don’t excite yourself. It’s not yours.” 

“What do you mean ? I don’t understand.” 

“When I was on tour. At Vichy. An actor was sleeping in the next 
room. The door in my room wouldn’t fasten. The lock was broken. And 
that’s all there was to it. Now do you understand ?” 

She ran into the road and hailed a passing taxi. Lucien shouted after 
her: “Wait ! I’ll come with you.” 

“There’s no need. Solitude and courage—that’s what you said, didn’t 
you ? Good night !” 

Lucien’s immediate reaction was that Jeannette had lied to him. An 
actor ? The lock broken ? It was altogether too fantastic ! But could it 
have been Andre, perhaps ? She hadn’t been able to take her eyes off him 
in the cafe and Andre had kept staring at her. Besides, she had asked him 
why he hadn’t invited Andr6 back to the flat. Of course, it must be Andr£ ! 

' After the rain the Place de la Concorde gleamed like the polished floor 
of a state apartment. The cars left orange and purple stains coiling on the 
wet blue asphalt. The great street lamps glowed like tropical plants, and 
from the Tuileries gardens floated the smell of wet earth, trees and spring. 
Everything seemed to have been made for a carnival but the atmosphere 
was tainted with an undercurrent of uncertainty and alarm. An old 
prostitute, plastered with rouge, accosted Lucien. He quickened his pace. . 
On the embankment he suddenly stopped; remembering Jeannette’s eyes 
outside the chemist’s. Lagrange’s eyes had looked like that when he said to 
Lucien: “Don’t argue. I know it’s gangrene.” Lucien hurried back to the 
square and took a taxi to Jeannette’s. 

She was lying with her head buried in the pillow. She was crying. The 
doll lay beside her. She was crying because she felt hurt: how could Lucien 
believe her ridiculous story ? She was crying because of his unfeeling attitude 
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and because she was lonely. She carried an even greater grief inside her, 
but she could not cry on that account. It was a grief that surpassed all words 
and gave her eyes that expression of fatality which had frightened Lucien 
outside the chemist’s. Only that morning she had still believed in the 
-possibility of happiness. 

When Lucien entered the room, she stopped crying. She sat up, and 
powdered her face. 

“You know, Lucien,” she said, “the most dreadful thing of all is that 
I don’t love you.” 


11 

. The sleepy old town, whose antiquities were described to Denise and 
Michaud in Professor Malet’s lecture, was changed out of all recognition. 
People were now arguing and gesticulating in the streets, where usually 
aristocratic old ladies gossiped sedately, abbes waddled along with open 
breviaries and children played at knuckle-bone. The words ‘Popular Front,’ 
ascism, Law and Order,’ ‘War’ rang in the air. The ancient walls as 
wrinkled as the cheeks of the elderly dowagers, had broken out into a violent 
rash of election posters of the various parties. All day long people gathered 
round the screens of the urinals, reading the mutual recriminations of the 
candidates. And nearby, in the porches of the ancient churches, the long¬ 
ed saints blessed the sinners, and tremulous swallows alighted on their 
stone fingers. 

Three rival candidates were contesting with Paul Tessa for the honour 
ot being made deputy for Poitiers. Two of them had stood against Tessa 
lour years ago: the Communist, Didier, and the retired General Grand- 
maison, the candidate put up by the Conservative circles of the town the 
aristocracy and the clergy, who described himself as a ‘Nationalist.’ On’that 
occasion Tessa had easily defeated his rivals. Now he was far from being 
sure of victory, although Desser had kept his promise. La Voie Nouvelle 
nad given Tessa a tremendous write-up, and two of the three local news- 
papers had been bought up by the Radicals. In the last few years the 
Lommumsts had gamed ground. Though Didier was not a brilliant speaker, 
e collected a huge audience. Moreover, a new competitor had appeared 

‘Prli 6 was Du g ard » a young agriculturist connected with the 

^roix de Feu. He was an energetic fellow, canvassing house after house 

T^c e » Ve ^ Whe , re expos y? g ; the machinations of the financiers. Masons and 

the s P read of chain stores with fixed prices, 
fhlt overburdened with taxes, professional men obsessed with the idea 

turbed*hv ^ ei \ beifl u squee 5 ed ? ut existence by foreigners, rentiers per- 
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acciTitrt m ®fV n8S Were stormy ’ and Tessa who > when prosecuting, had been 

to J een “S at prisoners in the dock, often felt as though he was 

cheau'p H hlmSe £ P U8ar , d mentl oned, with cunning casualness, a certain 

2ose ill^r by - ^ aV ‘,l ky - Te . ssa had forgotten how he had spent 

fist and e ‘'™ y , 11101153,111 francs > . b ut he banged the table with his 

nst and roared. That money was set aside for disabled soldiers !” Grand- 
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maison harped on Tessa’s immorality and quoted extensively from Lucien’s 
book: “Here is what this young writer saw in the house of his own father !” 
Didier was not concerned with Tessa’s private life. He spoke about the 
bribery of the Press and the role of the ‘Two Hundred Families.’ Tessa, 
however, thought that the Communist locksmith was referring to him 
personally, and the shouts from the audience confirmed his suspicions. 
Didier had only to mention how the Press could be bought and voices would 
immediately call out: “ La Voie Nouvelie /” and his tirades against the ‘Two 
Hundred Families’ would be interrupted with shouts of “Desser! Desser!” 

Tessa worked like a galley-slave. He chatted with thousands of electors, 
inquiring after the health of their wives, whether their sons had passed their 
examinations, when their daughters were getting married. He promised the 
town a new bridge and a couple of squares, and its citizens pensions, honours, 
and Government jobs. In the bars he drank toasts with the red-nosed 
partisans of Daladier and Herriot: ‘To the Republic ! To victory !’ He 
roared himself hoarse at meetings, wrote pamphlets, edited the newspaper 
reports and thought out ideas for cartoons. He went short of sleep for 
sixteen nights, wrecked his digestion at banquets and forgot all about the 
tender embraces of Paulette. One of the biggest cafes put up a notice: 
‘Non-stop service in connection with the candidature of Paul Tessa.’ Here 
Tessa distributed various presents to his supporters—a watch, a fountain- 
pen a hundred-franc note. He got a couple of senators to come down from 
Paris and make speeches for him. A local music-hall singer sang the following 

topical couplets: 

‘We don’t want the brawlers and minions of hell, 

A moderate policy suits us quite well. 

With coffee for breakfast and love after dark, 

When Tessa gets in we’ll be safe as Noah’s Ark.’ 

Tessa kept his best ace up his sleeve until the last moment. This was 
a widow named Mme Antoine, whose son, a minor official, had been sen¬ 
tenced to ten years’ imprisonment for embezzlement. Antoine had been 
unjustly condemned and Tessa secured a re-investigation of his case. At the 
great meeting at which the announcement was made the widow Antoine 
exclaimed, with tears in her eyes: “Paul Tessa is a saint!” 

In the evening, when the votes were being counted, Tessa could hardly 
stand on his feet. He even had difficulty in drinking an orange-flower 
infusion to calm his nerves. The strain was too much for him and he went 
over to the window. The square was packed with gaping people waiting for 
the result of the ballot to be declared. Tessa noticed a girl who had a look 
of Denise. A wave of depression swept over him. Why had he bothered 
himself with these damned politics ? What did it matter who won: Dugard 
or the Popular Front ? It was all bunkum, anyway ! It would have been 
better to stay at home with his wife, look at Denise, dash off to snatch an 
hour with his beautiful Paulette. That was life ! All these speeches and 
slogans were boring drudgery. 

The crowd was disappointed. None of the candidates got an absolute 
majority; the vote had to be taken again in a week’s time. Tessa had dropped 
nearly three thousand votes as compared with the last election. Grandmaison 
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had also lost. The Communists had increased their poll. Dugard was ahead 
of al1 * 

People began to speculate: if the General withdrew his candidature in 
favour of the ‘Croix de Feu,’ Dugard stood a chance of winning. Would 
Didier withdraw in favour of Tessa ? Who would the moderates vote for ? 
They sat in the cafes, calculating and calculating. 

Tessa yawned irritably. He had thought everything would be over by 
to-day, and to-morrow he would be back home. Now he would have to 
stay another week in the town. He sent his wife a telegram: ‘Second ballot 
arrive Wednesday one o’clock love you Denise Lucien.’ A week ol torment 
lay ahead of him. Even if the Communists agreed to vote for him the poll 
would be even—six thousand each way—everything depended on a mere 
chance. And the Communists were hardly likely to agree: they hated Tessa. 

That evening a meeting was held. The Radicals had invited the Com¬ 
munists and the hall buzzed with impatience: what would Didier say? 

Tessa himself opened the meeting. “Citizens, I thank you for your 
confidence. I call upon all who cherish the Republic, all who are devoted to 
the cause of peace and social justice, all who are opposed to clericalism, 

to vote for me as the only candidate-” He paused for a moment and then 

roared: “O /the Popular Front /” 

Didier spoke next. “The Communist Party neither bribe nor seduce,” 
he said. “They appeal to reason and conscience. At the last elections we 
polled six hundred votes. And now two thousand three hundred and seventy. 
You see how our strength is growing. We must bar the way to the Fascists, 
Dugard and Grandmaison. Tessa promises to be loyal to the Popular Front. 
France is going through a difficult time. The danger from without is in¬ 
creasing and there are traitors within. It has always been so. The Chouans 
joined hands with the English or the Austrians; the Prussians helped Ver¬ 
sailles. Only the Popular Front can save France, Long live the Popular 
Front! Long live France !” 

Clenched fists were raised in reply. 

Tessa stood up and made an actor’s bow. He didn’t know whether to 
be glad or sorry. He hated both Dugard and Didier. Upstarts ! Nincom¬ 
poops ! The Communists had decided to vote for him. That was un¬ 
doubtedly a success. But who could tell whether the workers would obey ? 
Hadn’t he heard one of them say: “What! Vote for that swindler!” 
Besides, even if Didier’s supporters did vote for him, Dugard might get two 
or three hundred votes more. It was impossible to count on the moderates. 
They would be saying he was openly fraternizing with the Communists. 
That scoundrel Desser ! What scheme was he hatching ? What was he 
frying to make money out of? The ruin of France? And he, Tessa, had 
stepped into the bog. 

Without waiting for the end of the meeting, Tessa went back to his hotel. 
‘Tis forehead was contracted with a headache. The hall-porter stopped him: 

‘There’s a gentleman to see you, M. Tessa,” he said. “He’s in the smoking- 
room.” 

Tessa sighed. Just another pension-seeker, he thought, but when he 
opened the door there was the deputy Louis Breteuil. 

Tessa was astonished. What was the meaning of this visit ? Tessa was 
on friendly terms with all the deputies, Right and Left. He was also friendly 

45 



with Breteuil. At any other time he would have exclaimed with exaggerated 
pleasure: ‘My dear chap ! How delightful to see you ! And how’s your 
wife ?’ But now he felt as though he was on a battlefield. He could still hear 
Dugard’s insults: ‘What about that cheque?’ To think that his seat in the 
Palais Bourbon might be occupied by that impudent clodhopper. It would 
have been much better if Breteuil hadn’t turned up. 

People were rather afraid of Breteuil. He had the reputation of being 
a fanatic. His outward appearance was that of an elderly sportsman. He 
was over six foot, with a poker-straight back, red sun-burnt face, grey hair 
and a short clipped moustache. He had been wounded in the war; two 
fingers of his right hand were missing, and somehow this mutilation was 
reflected in the expression of his face. He spoke tersely, snapping out the 
words as though he were giving orders. Whenever a Communist mounted 
the tribune, Breteuil left the hall. He said he couldn’t listen to such people. 
He was not on the board of any company, had nothing to do with financial 
speculation and lived modestly. He was said to spend part of his salary on 
propaganda. His favourite hobby was the training of youth. He formed 
boys’ brigades, drilled the lads, and spoke to them in glowing terms about the 
Chouans, the National Guards and the gendarmes. He made the mother’s 
darlings march in the rain and raise their arms at the word of command. 
Late in life he married an ugly woman with no money and fussed like a 
nanny over his puny, capricious five-year-old son. This seemed to be his 

only weakness. 

Tessa stood in the doorway, not knowing what to say. Breteuil rose 

from his chair: , . , 0 „ 

“How do you do, Paul ? You don’t look well. Expect you re tired l 

“I am, very. But what are you doing here ? Passing through ?” 

“No, I’ve come down from Paris. You know, don’t you, that Dugard 
is a pupil of mine. He’s young, but he’s not stupid. He needs encouraging. 

Tessa was furious. Breteuil had come to help Dugard. Well, that was his 
affair. But it was most tactless of him to come to Tessa, still more so to 

condole with him for looking tired. . „ 

“Forgive me,” he said, “but I must really go to bed. I’m done in. 
“Wait a bit. We must have a talk. Only not here. I’ll come up to your 

Tessa went up to his room, undid his tie, took off* his shoes and lay down 
on the bed. When Breteuil knocked on the door he called out to him: ‘‘I 
think we’d really better postpone this conversation. I’m absolutely exhausted. 

After the elections-” . , 

Breteuil marched into the room. “Out of the question, he snapped. 
“I know you’re tired. I won’t take up more than five minutes of your time. 
We’ve got to come to a decision. You know yourself that Dugard has every 
chance of winning. He ought to get a majority of five or six hundred votes. 

But I’m against-” 

“Against what ?” said Tessa. 

“I want you to be elected. Dugard is a clever fellow. He’ll come in handy 
to us later on. But in the Chamber he’ll only be a dumb performer. Can’t 
compare him with you. You’re an experienced politician, a man of enormous 
experience and a wonderful speaker. Moreover, you’ve got a name. Your 
defeat would be a misfortune for the country.” / 
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“Look here, Louis,” said Tessa, “I don’t understand what you’re driving 
at. Why all these compliments ? Haven’t you been supporting Dugard ? 
Well, he’s been slinging mud at me day after day.” 

“Why attach any importance to words, especially at election meetings 
Damn it, you’ve been boosting up the Popular Front haven’t you ? Oh, 
yes, I know what you think about the Communists. It still remains to be 
seen who loves them most—you or I. Now listen, Paul, I want you to be 
elected to the Chamber. Let them think you’re for the Popular Front. It’s 
the man that matters, not the label. You need only say one word. . . 

“An hour ago I stated that I agreed to support the Popular Front.” 

“It isn’t a question of public statements. I repeat: one word from you 
is enough. I mean what I say, and you can trust me. You must realize, Paul, 
the country has no time for Parties now. The nation has got to be saved ! 
Very well, Dugard must withdraw. Of course, he can’t call on people to 
vote for you, but it will be enough if he stands down. Two or three thousand 
votes will go to you.” 

“But Dugard’s followers will prefer Grandmaison,” said Tessa. 

“What, the old General ? Oh, I know him. He’s a fool, but quite a 
decent chap. I’ll have a word with him to-morrow. All right, then, Grand¬ 
maison will also stand down and you’ll be the only candidate. There you 
have the symbol of unity that can save France !” 

The temptation was so strong and the whole thing was so unexpected 
that Tessa began to mutter incoherently: “Symbol ! But you’ve come from 
Paris, haven’t you ? Is it as hot there ? I can’t stand the heat. . . .” 

Breteuil was silent. Tessa tried to think but failed. His thoughts were 
cloudy and confused, like fish in muddy water. He realized one thing: he 
would be a deputy again ! He drank a glass of water and rubbed his forehead 
with a wet towel. Consciousness gradually returned to him. ‘France is in 
danger,’ he said to himself. ‘The enemy is on the watch. . . . And there is 
treason within. I’ll be the symbol of national unity. It isn’t a question of 
labels, but of men !’ Without realizing it, he was repeating now the words 
of Breteuil, now of Didier. At last, like a child who has been promised a 
wonderful toy, he stammered timidly: 

“But look here, what can I say ?” 

“Only one thing—that you agree.” 

“Well, I suppose it’s all right, then. After all I’ve no right to refuse.” 

Breteuil shook Tessa warmly by the hand. “I knew you were an honest 
man,’’ he said. “Well, now you have a good sleep. Good night.” 

Next morning Tessa woke late. The sun was streaming through the 
shutters and the old green velvet arm-chairs looked like little grass plots. 
Outside the hotel Tessa saw a poster which had been newly pasted up: 
‘Jacques Dugard thanks his electors and, submitting to his duty as a patriot, 
withdraws his candidature. Long live France !* Tessa was unable to suppress 
a smile. He even winked at a young flower-seller; and now that.he looked 
at her, he was reminded of Paulette’s neck and shoulders. Once again life 
was go6d. That morning everything gave him pleasure: the Romanesque 
churches, the vacuum-cleaners in the shop windows, the old market women. 
He was ready to kiss them all. No doubt Dugard was a fine young fellow. 
It would be a good idea to ask him to lunch, have a chat and crack a few 
jokes with him. Tessa was sorry he had no estate or he would have given 
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Dusard a job. And Didier was a decent fellow too, just an old locksmith 
with a kind heart and a big moustache. A man like that could mend a lock. 

. . . It wasn’t the label that mattered, it was the man ! Tessa stopped at 
every poster. People were discussing the announcement. A taxi-driver 
climbed out of his cab, read it aloud and spat. “What a damned swindle !” 
But even this failed to damp Tessa’s joy. He was positively beaming with 
pleasure. He decided to run up to Paris for a day or so. He wanted to 
spend a whole evening with Paulette. He went into a confectioner’s and 
bought a box of chocolates for Denise. Then he sat down in a little cafe 
and ordered a brandy. At the next table was a man who, even at that hour 
in the morning, was already slightly tipsy. He was feeding the sparrows with 
crumbs from a piece of bread wrapped up in a newspaper. He turned to 
Tessa. “It’s a pleasure to talk to the birds. Its been nothing but elections 

and elections. . . .” 

“Who are you for ?” asked Tessa instinctively. 

“Me ? I’m for myself. That’s who I’m for ! And for the birds. But 

I’m not going to vote. It’s all humbug !” . 

Tessa laughed. “Quite right!” he said. “What will you have to drink ? 

This is on me.” A , , _ 

Tessa caught the four o’clock train to Pans. An hour later Breteuil set 

out for the house of the Marquise de Nior. It was here that the big-wigs of 
Poitiers forgathered every Tuesday. They were mostly impoverished land- 
owners, who lived modestly but maintained ail the forms of etiquette. Their 
clique included a couple of factory-owners, a professor of the archaeological 
institute and a handful of clerical gentlemen. A man-servant handed round 
weak tea and tiny sandwiches—the Marquise was noted for her stinginess. 
Usually, after devoting five minutes to foreign politics and the excavations 
(the town was noted for its antiquities, and all the local aristocrats adored 
archaeology) the visitors settled down to a good gossip. But, this afternoon 
the conversation revolved round one subject—the second ballot. Grand- 
maison felt like a hero. He was a testy, but inoffensive old man with the 
skull of a new-born baby and a gouty foot in a felt slipper. Whenever he got 
angry he would stick out his gouty foot and shout: ‘Never !’ 

Breteuil stirred his cup vigorously and said: “My friend, in the situation 
that has been created the noblest thing to do is to withdraw.” 

“Never ! I’m not Dugard. I know Tessa will get in but there are some 
defeats that are more honourable than victory.” 

“There’s no need to get angry,” said Breteuil. “The two thousand votes 
given to you will throw Tessa into the camp of our enemies, but remember 

he’s one of the right sort.” 

This provoked a general outburst of indignation. 

“He’s a friend of Chautemps ! Remember the Stavisky affair !” 

“The man’s a Mason ! He’s a member of the ‘Grand Orient’ Lodge !” 
“And what about Desser’s money ?” 

“The right sort ?” roared Grandmaison. “Do you know his writings ? 
The man’s an atheist. Worse than that—a cynic! ‘The lay school’ indeed! 
It produces nothing but a pack of loafers, who want to divide up everything 


Never !” 

Breteuil began speaking with a passion unusual for him. “Now let’s get 
this straight,” he said. “Our country is on the verge of revolution. The 





Popular Front may drag France into war. And even if we’re victorious as 
a country, the victory will be a defeat for us. Tessa is against religious 
education ? Granted. But what’s the sense of worrying about a cold when 
a man’s got galloping consumption. Tessa is emphatically not a Communist. 
I talked to him yesterday and he gave me his assurance in everything. The 
Popular Front will be in power to-morrow. If we can’t stop it by frontal 
assault, we must blow it up from within. A dozen Tessas will do the job. 
In order to save France, I’m willing to unite not only with Tessa, but even 
with the Germans. Yes, yes, let me finish ! If I’m told to-morrow that 
revolution is inevitable, I shall answer: call in Hitler.” 

There was a general silence. The Marquise de Nior whispered: “You 
talk in a very remarkable way, Monsieur Breteuil! But it’s depressing ! 
Lord, how depressing it is !” She dropped the sugar-tongs on to the floor. 
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Tessa decided to tell his family all about his success while they were 
having lunch. He liked talking politics with a tasty dish steaming in front 
of him. 

‘‘The situation was absolutely critical,” he said. “Dugard was slandering 
me—Stavisky again ! By the way, Lucien, you ought to be pleased: your 
little book is selling like hot cakes down there—all on account of me, of 
course. Grandmaison quoted it every day: ‘Just look at his son !’ Maman , 
where did you get such a deliciously tender duck ? I had the most wonderful 
lobster A VAmericaine in Poitiers. Where was I ? Oh, yes. Well, the Com¬ 
munists didn’t lag behind either. They blazed away at me with ‘Freedom 
and Peace,’ the usual, irresponsible demagogy. The result was—a second 
ballot. I thought I was going to collapse from exhaustion. And the head¬ 
aches I had ! . . . Denise, why are you looking so pale? You ought to 
take a trip to Poitiers. The Romanesque churches there are in a class by 
themselves. You ought to see Sainte Redegonde. I calculated: if the 
Communists withdraw their candidate, the chances are equal. But there 
was a rumour the Reds were going to vote for Didier again. You see, I’m 
not exactly popular with Lucien’s friends. Anyway, I got up and announced 
that I was the Popular From candidate. Terrific applause. They even raised 
their fists. To tell the truth, I can’t bear that gesture. I say, this duck is 
really superb ! Well, we had cleared the first fence; the Communists declared 
they would vote for me. But then the Rights raised an outcry: they wanted 
to mobilize everybody. So the chances were equal: Red and Black. . . .” 

He paused to gnaw the flesh off a wing. 

‘‘Anyhow, you’ll beat the Fascist,” said Lucien. ‘‘The feeling of the 
country ...” & 

“Ah, but wait a minute ! You’ve no idea what happened. Have a guess ! 

a wa ? Just a play ‘ Moman, give me some salad. What about you ? ... 
Aren t you even allowed to eat salad ? This dieting’s a frightful business 1 
well, can t you guess, Lucien ? Dugard stood down, and now I’m the only 
candidate. That’s national unity.” 
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Lucien was unable to restrain himself: “And you agreed to that I” he 
said. “How sordid !” 

Tessa was offended. “I don’t see anything sordid about it,” he said. 
“All the Parties have agreed on me. I think it’s something to be proud of. 
Is national unity sordid ? Even your red locksmith kept saying ‘France ! 
France !’ all the time. You are behind the times, my friend.” 

The lunch was ruined. Tessa’s own family did not understand him. 
His wife sighed. Denise wasn’t listening. She was playing with the kitten. 
And that infernal loafer Lucien was probably thinking out a new lampoon. 
Tessa drank his coffee and left the table, saying he must work. Everybody 
knew that he slept after lunch, but he always called it ‘work.’ 

Lucien reproached himself for his lack of restraint. He had been waiting 
for his father to come back in order to ask him for five thousand francs. 
Jeannette was obliged to have an operation and there was nobody he could 
borrow from. Why had he been such a fool as to upset his father ? He 
would probably - refuse now. Lucien remembered Jeannette’s eyes and, 
forgetting everything else, went into the study. 

He plunged in right away. 

“I need five thousand,” he said. “I need it very badly.” 

Tessa was silent. 

“I didn’t mean to upset you,” said Lucien suddenly. “There’s no need 
to get in a rage.” 

Tessa lay on the sofa. Resentment had sharpened the lines of his bird¬ 
like face. There were beads of perspiration on his forehead. Lying there so 
slight and pale, he looked like a corpse. 

“What do you want five thousand for ? Another infernal lampoon ... ?” 

Lucien did not answer. Tessa glanced at him and turned his head away. 
A fellow like that was capable of anything ! Tessa’s uncle had had exactly 
the same chestnut hair. Nobody in the family ever mentioned him; he had 
forged a cheque and got seven years. 

He got up and wrote out the cheque. Lucien took it and went out. 

Tessa lay down again. He decided to take a nap in order to calm his 
nerves, but his thoughts prevented him. He experienced a feeling of disgust, 
as on the evening when Breteuil arrived in Poitiers. Didn’t Lucien realize 
how it sickened him to accept a favour from the hands of Breteuil ? Of course 
it was disgusting. It was also disgusting to hob-nob with Communists. In 
order to get a lock mended if you like, but not to decide the fortunes of the 
country with them ! That was an abomination ! Just like life. What a dirty 
game it all was ! Heads or tails ? In the Chamber when they voted on the 
question of confidence in the Government. ... A few votes ‘for’ or ‘against’ 
decided the fate of a man. And the juries ? . . . Would they cut off a man’s 
head or not ? That too depended on a trifle. Had Tessa’s speech touched 
the feelings of some shopkeeper ? If not, they would wake the man up at 
four in the morning, give him a glass of rum and slice his head off. A lottery ! 
Everybody knew that the Popular Front was a loathsome thing. It wouldn’t 
even last a year. Nothing would last, anyway. Everything was rotten 1 
Muck ! Everything would fall to pieces. And who cared a damn if it did 1 
In the evening he would go to Paulette. And Paulette would die. Everybody 
would die. 

Tessa’s thoughts about the inevitable ruin of existence had a soothing 
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effect. Soon a light snore was heard coming from the study. Presently it 
changed to a long-drawn-out whistle. 

Lucien was talking to Denise. 

“Say what you like, but it is a sordid business all the same. He’s with 
the Communists and the ‘Croix de Feu* at the same time. There’s nothing 
honourable or honest in that.” 

“I feel sorry for him,” Denise said. “He’s grown so old in the last year.” 

Not surprising ! Paulette’s enough to ruin a man at his age.” 

“Lucien !” 


As he glanced at her her eyes reminded him of Jeannette’s. Ah, these 
quiet girls were. . . . But Jeannette didn’t love him. She had said so herself. 
And why indeed should she ? 

“You can be sorry for me as well,” he said. “Maybe Father will die, but 
I shan’t. 1 shall just wither away.” 

That evening Tessa indulged in a little old-fashioned amusement. He 
went to Paulette’s flat, and afterwards they had supper at ‘Maxim’s.* Lazily 
he watched the legs of the girls alternately rising and falling in the cancan, 
lms is the life, he said to himself. He drank glass after glass of champagne, 
but it had little effect on him. The brooding mood, which had taken hold of 
him earlier in the day, still remained with him. 

was playing patience as usual, 
sitting up with a hot-water bottle on her stomach. When she saw Tessa she 
burst into tears: 
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‘Thank goodness you’re back ! I’ve got such pains !” 

‘It’ll pass, Amalie. The doctor said it’ll soon pass.’ 

‘No. I know it won’t pass. I shall soon die now. 

Why do you talk such nonsense ? The doctor says it can be put right. 
1 ve spoken to him. You’ll survive everybody yet.” 

“What have I got to live for ? I’m no longer good for anything. I got 
up to-day on account of you and you see, it’s worse again. I’m not afraid 
ot death. It s something else I’m afraid of. I know you don't believe in 

anything. . But there must be a Judgment-I didn’t want to say anything 

in tront of the children. . . . Getting mixed up with the Communists ! How 
can you 7 I read what they’re doing in the paper yesterday. They’ve burnt 
down eight churches in Malaga. What savages ! And to think of you, my 
own husband, in with them !” J 7 

i u ?4 re J s ? ed and in *o bed. Then he said: “You seem to think 

find it disgusting myself, but I do. Politics is a dirty game. Even 
speculation is better. But what is it you’re worrying about ? It isn’t as if 

ohiM Cre m need °( n ?°ney. We’ll manage to exist somehow. Of course the 
nuoren are a problem. Lucien took another five thousand off me to-day. 

be wants, he’s capable of cutting someone’s throat. 
And then there s Denise, she may fall in love one day. I don’t want her to be 

a £P ei ♦ ent u R on her {““band. She’s as proud as the devil. She won’t be 

finkh t0 get a?^ lth( ? ut money. You know, Amalie, there’s no need to 
nmsn me off. I m in a bad enough way as it is.” 

His wife kissed him on the forehead and turned out the light. 

Jay °n his back, gazing into the darkness. He knew he wasn’t 

ab i e to Little . bright s Pecks like champagne bubbles 

P oating in front of his eves. His wife groaned at hi» ciH** n/hicn<»r<»H • 



“Amalie !” She did not answer; she was groaning in her sleep. Tessa began 
to feel afraid. Amalie would soon die and he would dte too. . . . Then 
nothing ! He remembered how they cut off the head of Laroche, who had 
killed a policeman. It was autumn. .The leaves rustled under your feet on 
the boulevard, and there was- a huge red sun. Laroche drank the rum, 
smacked his lips and said: “Good!” They thought he would die quietly, 
but when they led him to the guillotine he struggled so they had to drag 
him to the knife, and he howled like a prairie dog. Tessa shuddered ; even 
now he could hear that howling. And still the little bright specks kept 
floating up to the ceiling. ... It was all right for Amalie ! She believed in 
hell. That too was a way of escape, if you could only believe ! ... But there 
was no hell: only the grave, and cold nothingness. Unable to bear the 
thought, Tessa cried out. His wife woke up: 

“Paul, what’s the matter with you ?” 

“1 was dreaming,” he said guiltily. 
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Auguste Villard, the subject of Joliot’s cock-and-bull stories and the object 
of Pierre’s worship, looked like an absent-minded, good-natured professor. 
Everything about him suggested a bygone world: the pince-nez, the broad- 
brimmed black hat, the penchant for psychological analysis and the oratorical 
style. 

Villard was bom at Chalons in what was known as the ‘Terrible’ year; 
the Prussians’ bullets whistled round his cradle. His father was a convinced 
Republican who had served a sentence of two years’ imprisonment for 
attacking the ‘Little Napoleon’. From his earliest years Auguste was 
accustomed to hearing the names of Marat, Blanqui, Delecluse, and heated 
arguments about Socialism. 

In Paris, Villard studied for his degree in History. He wanted to devote 
himself to the political struggle, but like so many young men of the period 
he became preoccupied with art and literature. As a young student in the 
Latin Quarter, sometimes in a cafe, he met old Verlaine, who in the midst of 
his drunken mutterings would let fall exquisite lines that were like the cry 
of a migrant bird broken on the telegraph wires. Villard published a book of 
his own poems. They were imitative but not without talent. He wrote notices 
of art exhibitions for the Press and aspired to become a critic. But then he 
got engrossed in the Dreyfus affair, and became a disciple of Jaur&s. Being 
a modest man by nature, he performed any kind of work; he wrote articles 
for tiny newspapers, unmasked the clericals, and travelled about the country¬ 
side, making speeches against militarism and demanding equal rights for 
women in a trembling voice. He read a good deal in his leisure moments 
and continued to take an interest in art; his friends jokingly called him 
‘our Athenian.' Shortly before the war he was elected to Parliament. 
About the same time he married a woman doctor. In the Chamber he was 
not entrusted with the task of making responsible speeches, but he worked on 
various committees and was considered a specialist in cultural matters. He 
attended international congresses and made the acquaintance of Lenin, 
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Bebel and Plekhanov. He was firmly convinced that when the Socialists 
got a majority in the elections they would bring about great changes. 

Instead, the war broke out. It was a great blow to Villard, and spelt 
the ruin of all his dreams. Nevertheless, ne refused to take part in the 
Zimmerwald Conference, declaring that it was “impossible to set the working 
class against the nation.” The talk about a ‘Holy Alliance’ both annoyed 
and at the same time attracted him. He confined himself to making protests 
against the censorship and against shootings without trial. 

Then came the stormy years after the war. Villard welcomed the Russian 
revolution, but condemned the Communists: “We must go our own way !” 
The war had strengthened his horror of bloodshed. He was convinced that 
humanity would tread the path of peaceful progress. 

He became one of the leaders of the Socialist Party, being helped in this 
by his age and erudition. Mentally he had grown old and dried-up. His 
wife had died. His children were married. He lived alone in a spacious, 
uncomfortable flat that was like a picture gallery: he was still as fond of 
paintings as ever. More and more frequently he felt the need for solitude. 
He had a country cottage, covered in wistaria, at Avalon. There he would 
sit on a cracked garden-seat and listen to the crowing of the cocks and the 
croaking of the frogs. On returning from the sessions in the Chamber he 
would sit in front of his daughter’s portrait, painted by Renoir, and admire 
the rosy tones, that were warm and sweet like the froth on top of newly made 
jam. The fear of anything that might disturb the even tenour of his life influ¬ 
enced his political calculations. The man whom the Right caricaturists 
represented with a knife between his teeth, was a mild domesticated invididual 
who repeated old revolutionary monologues by force of habit. 

Suddenly, like a wind at sea, the storm arose. Finding no place in the 
world for themselves, the young people turned to the extreme Parties. The 
February riots frightened Villard. He hated the disciples of Breteuil: they 
disturbed the peace of the country. Villard became a partisan of the 
Popular Front. He even overcame his old hostility to the Communists: 
he was defending his house at Avalon, his pictures and his seat in the 
Chamber. 

At a big meeting on the eve of the elections he appeared on the platform 
together with the Communists, and ten thousand people cheered him enthu¬ 
siastically. He began by talking about democracy, holidays with pay, and 
civil peace, but being a bora orator he sensed the feeling of the crowd. 
Living sounds broke through the sands of eloquence. The cracked voice 
grew strong. Villard began to speak about Spain, where the Popular From 
had won the elections: 

“The peasants of Estramadura have ploughed up the land of the land¬ 
owners. In the monasteries the globe and compass have taken the place of 

relics. The workers are learning to shoot with rifles in order to defend their 
liberty... 

And ten thousand voices shouted in answer: “Long live the Popular 

Front!” 

Michaud and Denise were sitting in the top row of the gallery. Michaud 
clapped his hands and shouted. Then he whispered to Denise with a smile: 

Not him. The Spaniards, . . 

The speaker after Villard was a Communist, Legrais. Denise cried out: 
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‘I know him !” It was the workman with a gash on his cheek, who had asked 
he; what district she came from. 

“Comrades,” he said, “it’s not only a question of voting. We shall have 
to defend the Popular Front Government with our own breasts. It’s not 
a question of words but of deeds, and it’s not going to be an easy job. We 
must conquer, without fail . . . !” 

Villard shook Legrais’ hand. Everyone was delighted at the gesture. 
It seemed as though the bygone age, the Utopians and dreamers, were greeting 
the people who were capable not only of sacrificing themselves, but also of 
winning the victory. 

Denise and Michaud went out. It was hot and sultry in the street. A 
storm was coming on. On the cafe terraces people were drinking beer and 
lazily mopping their sweating faces. 

Only six weeks had passed since the election meeting in the rue Falguiere, 
but Denise and Michaud were talking like old friends. 

“Villard speaks well,” said Denise, “but there’s something lacking in 
him somewhere.” 

“He doesn’t believe in what he says.” 

I think he believes, but only half. I can understand that* It happens 
to me as well. I say something with assurance and then I begin to have 
doubts.” She smiled. “Only I don’t speak at meetings. I like Legrais. 
He’s in earnest in everything he says.” 

“Words should be backed up with actions.” said Michaud. 

“Is that possible ?” 

“It’s possible. With blood....” 

There was a clap of thunder and the rain came pouring down. They 
took shelter under an awning. They stood close to each other in the rain 
and lightning and talked in low voices although there was nobody near 
them. 


Denise told him about her life: “There is so much falseness. I don’t 
want to talk to you about my father. That wouldn’t be fair. But I can’t go 
on living like this.^ 1 sometimes feel like a fish out of water. Something has 
got to be done. I’m not asking you for advice. I’m simply telling you.” 

“The way out is simple. ...” 


Not for me it isn t. It s simple for you. You see, you’re used to that 
life. Perhaps you’ve even inherited it. Anyway, it’s what you’ve known 
since childhood. But I’ve been cut out to a different pattern. When I’m 
with you 1 don t feel it, but at meetings I always do. I need to go over things 
in my head about seven times, otherwise I’d be just like my brother. Lucien 
isn t bad, he is just flighty, that s all. He falls in love, and afterwards he 
doesn’t even remember her name. It’s the same with his convictions. But 
I’m a dull thinker.” 


“Denise, you are extraordinary ! What nonsense you talk ! Can you 
explain to me how it is that when I begin to talk to you about this sort of 
thing, nothing makes sense ? How does it happen ? Tell me, please ! All 
right, let’s quit fooling ! I want to tell you something, only don’t go and 
take it to mean something else. Now when I listen to you, I sit up and take 
notice and I begin to understand something. It’s the same as with art. I 
kept trying to find out why it affected me. There are poems and poems. 
You read some and forget them, but others move you to the depths of your 



being. Now I seem to have understood architecture also. Without Malet. 
With you. And how ! . . .” 

He waved his arms comically, but Denise did not laugh. 

“Michaud, there’s no need to talk about that. I’m thinking about some¬ 
thing else at present. . . . I’m learning from you—how to live, to breathe 
and to talk. Perhaps I’ll learn the other as well. What was it you said about 
action ? But look here, this rain isn’t going to stop.’’ 

They ran out under the rattling downpour. People glanced at them with 
astonishment: they were getting soaked through and smiling. Denise was 
hatless with her hair twisted up at the back and wearing a grey coat and 
skirt. Her beauty was severe and rather old-fashioned. Michaud’s eyes 
were brighter than usual. They walked in silence to Denise’s house and 
gaily took leave of each other. The rain continued to pour down, and huge 
^shining bubbles flecked the pavements. There was a smell of grass and the 
countryside. 

| * " * ~ 

When Villard got back to his flat, his recent enthusiasm on the platform 
seemed to him overdone: he felt the kind of shame that accompanies a 
hang-over. Why had he made that speech ? The State would have to suffer 
on his account to-morrow. Every word of it would be weighed. It was 
impossible to become a Minister with the manners of a provincial 
actor! 

He tried to divert his thoughts a little and sank into a deep arm-chair. 
On the wall facing him hung a landscape by Bonnard: through a mass of 
green foliage the spots of pale sunlight were like honey. All the stillness of 
a hot day seemed to stream from the canvas. Villard began to enter into 
that world of immobility and torpor in which he spent his best hours. 

His enchantment was disturbed by the manservant, who brought in the 
evening mail on a salver. Reluctantly Villard opened the first letter, and 
his face immediately changed. It was a typewritten note: 'If you dare to 
govern France , we will burn you like an old rat. Death to the Popular Front l 
—A French Patriot .’ 

' Villard was frightened by this anonymous note. He was not afraid of 
death, but he feared responsibility. In a few days’ time he would have to 
make decisions, give orders and perhaps punish. And he was incapable of 
doing it. He was accustomed to analyse, to criticize and to maintain his 
own personal opinion. At sixty-five he felt the shudder of a girl on the 
verge of her first affair. Once upon a time everything had seemed quite 
simple to him: they would get a majority at the elections and then announce 
the era of Socialism. Perhaps, it really was simple in those days ? Before 
the war people were softer and more pliant. They knew neither pogroms 
nor burnings of books, nor Fascist concentration camps. Now this man 
had written: ‘We’ll burn you like an old rat. . . .’ Yes, they would incite 
and instigate and shoot from behind corners—the same as in Madrid. They 
wanted to drown the Popular Front in blood. And who were Villard’s 
allies? To the Communists he was a ‘traitor.’ The Communists would 
begin to demand and insist on firm measures and appeal to the masses. 
And the Radicals ? For Tessa, Villard and Legrais were one and the same 
gang: it was enough to hear the disgust with which he pronounced the 
word Marxist.’ Villard was alone. If they applauded him to-day, it was 
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merely because he had spoken like Legrais. When he began to act, the very 
same people would boo him. 

What was the good of it all ? How much longer had he got to live ? 

Five years ? Perhaps less. He could gaze at Bonnard’s landscapes, read 

good books and go away to his cottage at Avalon amongst the goldfinches 

and carnations. ... How incomprehensible and boring everything was. 

And how cold the room felt ! For some reason he recalled his youthful 

verses: t . , f t 

A musty frost 

And lamps at night, 

A gad-fly thought: 

Thy end’s in sight.’ 

On that warm May evening he felt a chill creep over him. He rang the bell. 
“Robert, bring me my rug.’’ 

The manservant said to the cook with a smile: “Results of the election 
campaign—there’s not a breath of air but he’s feeling cold !” 


14 

On the Sunday evening Pierre went to see Agn6s: 

“Let’s go down to the Boulevards,’’ he said. “They’re going to announce 
the election results.” 

Excited by the thought of the results, he was shouting and waving his 
arms. Agn£s had no desire to go out, she was not feeling well. Besides, 
she wasn’t interested in the elections. However, she gave way. 

A stream of people was flowing from the dark narrow streets down 
towards the centre of the city. The fever which had gripped Pierre shook 
the whole population. Questions, guesses, rumours, and expressions of 
alarm or hope were heard on all sides. The main boulevard seethed with 
workers’ caps. The ordinary public had disappeared; only foreigners and 
prostitutes sat on the terraces of the smart cafes. 

Pierre and Agnes stood in front of the office of an evening paper. The 
crowd in the large triangular square buzzed with impatience like an audience 
in the theatre before the curtain goes up. Presently the names and figures 
on the white screen would announce the fate of France. Maybe, the Right 
would win ? . . . Superstitious anxiety gave birth to rumours: the peasants 
were frightened of the Popular Front; the provinces had voted for the 
Fascists; even the Red suburbs of Paris had deserted the Left. Several 
names appeared on the screen. They were the first deputies for Paris. People 
were eagerly buying the evening papers, although they knew they did not 
yet contain the election results. The square looked like a crowded fair. In 
order to kill time, someone started to sing Madame la Marquise . People 
were chewing pea-nuts and Arabs were singing the praises of their little 
goat-hair carpets. It was a warm evening and the neighbouring bars were 
doing a brisk trade in beer and lemonade. 

Suddenly the loud-speaker boomed out: 

“Thorez Maurice. Elected. . . .” 

A storm of voices took up the answer. Thorez was popular. Shouts 
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rolled round the square: “Long live our Maurice !” Although nobody had 
doubted that Thorez would be elected, this first success filled the crowd with 
enthusiasm. They started singing the Internationale. All the neighbouring 
streets were now filled with people. The gendarmes tried in vain to clear a 
way for the cars. They were not very insistent. Being uncertain which side 
would win, they tried to be tactful. 

“Flandin Pierre. Elected. . . .” 

“Down with the Fascists !” 

“Shoot the traitors !” 

“Blum Leon. Elected. . . .” 

“Long live the Popular Front !’* 

The cheering and clapping alternated with whistling and booing. But 
the shouts of joy became more and more frequent; the howls of disapproval 
became less. By ten o’clock it was already clear that the Popular Front 
had won. The smile remained on the people’s faces. The announcements 
of Right victories were greeted with a lazy whistle. The easy victory of the 
Popular Front seemed magical, almost miraculous: everybody had won 
five millions in an extraordinary lottery. It was not guns, but tiny leaflets 
that had saved the people. For decades past voting had been a tedious 
ritual: what difference did it make who got in—a Radical Socialist or a 
Left Republican ? But these elections were something special. They had 
been bom in the street, amid the stones and blood of the Sixth of February 
and amid the Red Flags of the demonstrations. That night in May every¬ 
one was filled with the hope not only of a change in the Government but in 
his own little life as well. In other Paris squares and farther away—in 
smoke-begrimed Lille, in jovial Marseilles, in taciturn, hard-hearted Lyons, 
on the shores of the Atlantic and at the foot of the Alps—millions of hearts 
were beating excitedly. 

“Villard Auguste. Elected. . . 

Pierre shouted so loudly that Agnes laughingly covered her ears. His 
jjjjput was taken up by other people, but Pierre did not think it was enough. 

When a Communist gets in, they’ll shout for all they’re worth,” he said 
jealously. 

“Tessa, Paul. Elected. . . 

FrontT’^ 5 a f ew half-hearted shouts of: “Long live the Popular 


Let s go,” said Agn&s. “I can hardly stand on my legs.’’ 

They went back to the Boulevards and sat on the terrace of a small cate. 

All around them people were clinking glasses and congratulating one another. 

You don’t seem very exhilarated,” Pierre said. “Why aren’t you 
celebrating?” * 

‘What about? Because they’ve elected Tessa? Yes, I dare say that 
scoundrel did put in a word for me. But I’m not celebrating.” 

Il L “o’t a question of Tessa. That’s a detail. The important thing is 
that the Popular Front has won.” 

“You know how I feel about that,” said Agn6s. “For me life is what 

VOll /'all * ** 


you call ‘details. 
“Tessa ?” 


“No. Straightforwardness. Honesty.” 

Pierre was too much exhausted by the events of the day to argue. He 
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merely shook his head and gave himself up to the noisy merriment of the 
passers-by. 

Some soldiers were sitting at the next table. They were slightly tipsy, 
shouting: 

“The colonel will fill his trousers. . . .” 

“Yes, now they’ll keep a tight hold on them. . . 

“Are you off* to Strasbourg to-morrow ?” 

“The day after. It’s the season there now, old boy. The Germans are 
constructing something all the time. It’s as plain as a pikestaff. . . . They’ve 
put guns right opposite the town. . . .” 

Newsvendors hurried past: “Special edition ! Complete victory of the 
Popular Front!” 

“Pierre,’* said Agnes, “do you think we could possibly take a taxi ? 
I’m feeling all in.’’ 

As soon as they got home she lay down. 

“What’s the matter with you ?” said Pierre. “Have you caught a cold ?” 

She smiled very faintly. “No. But don’t you worry, I’m not ill. It’s 
often like this. Don’t you understand ? . . . What a dolt you are !” 

Pierre understood at last. He began to skip about the tiny little room. 

“It’s marvellous ! And to be told about it on a day like this ! . . . He’ll 
be a wonderful little fellow, you’ll see ! Of course, it’s going to be a boy! 
Can I get you anything ? Medicine ? Oranges ?” 

She smiled at him. “I don’t want anything. Sit down here. Like that.” 

She took his face between her hands, gazed into his eyes, then shielded 
them from the light with her fingers. 

“So we’re all alone,” she said. She was smiling; she felt so light and 
peaceful. 

Through the window came the voice of someone singing the Inter¬ 
nationale—"Fox the last fight let us . . .” The poor people of Belleville were 
mounting the humpy streets to their homes in the dark, evil-smelling houses. 
That day the people had seen a fairy-tale—not the love of an American 
beauty, nor a ready-made daydream on the screen of a third-rate suburban 
cinema, but a fairy-tale about themselves. Someone had fought for Belle¬ 
ville and had won, and now they would be happy ! 

“Unite the human race ...” 

Agnes suddenly remembered the soldiers in the cafe. The one who had 
talked about Strasbourg had pink downy cheeks like a child’s. She frowned. 
Her short-sighted eyes looked more helpless than ever. 

“Tell me, Pierre, will there be a war ?” 

“No.” 

“Later on?” 

“Neither now nor later on. Never l” 


15 

The victory of the Popular Front filled some people with anxiety. They 
talked about the prospect of strikes, a crisis and disorders. Ladies nervously 
whispered to one another: “My maid has started to be impertinent already P* 
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Shopkeepers hid their wares. Official bigwigs condescendingly explained 
that they would not submit to the new Ministers: “They’re only caliphs 
for an hour ! ” Breteuil called on ‘all honest Frenchmen’ to adorn their 
houses with the national flag as a protest against the Popular Front. In 
some streets some houses were decorated with the Tricolour while others 
hung out the red flag, and one got the impression that not only the people 
but even the stones were ready to attack one another. In financial circles 
confusion reigned. There was talk of a big tax on capital and even of 
nationalizing the banks. Capitalists hastily transferred their money to 
America. 

tt Only Desser remained calm. When one of his banker friends asked: 

How can you work at a time like this ?” he answered: “Tell me, what’s 
the difference between Blum and Sarraut? I’m too coarse by nature to 
distinguish such fine shades.’* 

Hearing that Villard had been given a ministry, Desser decided to have 
a good talk with him; after all, these people were children and might do 
something silly. He rang him up and said that he had always been wanting 
to have a look at Villard’s pictures. 

When addressing meetings, Villard had mentioned Desser’s name more 
than once, referring to him as a typical, unscrupulous business man. But 
after Desser had said he was coming to see him, he proudly reflected: 
After all, it was Desser who elected me !’ He quite forgot what he had said 
about him in his speeches. Villard was now living like a young man, to 
whom everything is new. Hardly a week had passed since he had been 
made a Minister, but he already had a different way of thinking, smiling 
and crossing his legs. All his thoughts, gestures and words were brought 
into line with his new position. 

Desser had not forgotten, but he was quite indifferent to insults as well 
as to praises. He despised words. “My dear friend,’* he said, congratulating 
vulard, “may I say how glad I am to see you in this position?’’ 

His stiffness disappeared when they came to look at the pictures. Villard 
realized at once that Desser was a good judge of painting. They chatted 
Pleasantly about Picasso’s blue period and Matisse’s drawing. Looking at 
some drawings by Modigliani, so full of anxious foreboding, Desser remarked: 
11 how extremes, even excesses, express themselves in static art.’’ 

* * s what I like in the old masters, in El Greco, Zurbaran . . .’* 

, ess er took his pipe out of his mouth and puffed out a cloud of pungent 
smoke—he smoked cheap black tobacco. 

, Now you’ll have to give it all up,” he said. “There’s nothing to be 
aone. You chose this metier yourself. I, for instance, can afford to be a 

rSST*. } put my stakes on y° u » but it was a risk. But you haven’t-the 
r#°i j e j lsks * Each art has its own laws. In politics it’s big speeches 
ana little deeds. I backed you up in the elections and I’m ready to help 

you in the future. But how many are there like me ? The Stock Exchange 
nates you. To Wendel you’re a bandit. To the gentlemen of the ‘Credit 
Lyonnais you re a burglar. You’ve only to take one rash step and they’ll 
jear you to pieces. There’s no need for conspiracies or parliamentary 
intrigues: it 11 be quite sufficient to rig the fall of the franc. Then you’ll 
see what tune the workers will strike up—to say nothing of the rentiers ! 
ineyll start shouting: ‘Hang Villard !’ That’s a beautiful Braque. I don’t 

59 



much care for him myself. He’s rather dry. But this still-life is one of his 
best. It was Braque who said: ‘The artist must verify his inspiration with 
a ruler.’ You’ll have to verify Socialist projects by the exchange rate of 
the franc. . . .” 

Villard was indignant. He wanted to answer: “We’ll forbid the export 
of capital. We’ll fix a firm rate for the franc, and we’ll pop you into prison !” 
But his anger only lasted a moment. He remembered his responsibility. 

“There’s no need to put spokes into our wheel,” he said. “The stability 
of the Government is the only chance of a peaceful solution of the conflict.” 

“Incontestably. And that applies to the international situation as well. 
By the way, I hope that in this respect you’ll avail yourself of the experience 
of our mutual friend, Tessa.” 

Villard frowned slightly; he regarded Tessa as an enemy. But Desser 
did not notice anything and went on: “I’m convinced you’ll be able to 
preserve peace. Of course Hitler’s intolerable, but any concessions are 
better than war.” 

Villard beamed. He had feared that with the danger to the country as 
a pretext Desser would begin rattling the sword. And now even Desser was 
for peace ! Villard shook him warmly by the hand. “You can have con¬ 
fidence in me,” he said. “As long as I’m in power there’ll be no adventures ! 
I won’t allow French peasants to die for the Abyssinians or the Czechs.” 

When he had shown his visitor out, Villard sighed with relief like a 
schoolboy after a difficult examination. Of course, Desser was defending 
his own interests. But now everything was all mixed up together; the 
interests of Desser coincided with the interests of the workers. He was a 
sincere pacifist. It was obvious therefore that Desser represented neither a 
party nor a class, but the nation. 

A secretary came in for Villard’s signature to an order for the removal 
of an official who had played a leading part in Breteuil’s organization. 
Villard put the paper aside. 

“Why set everybody against us ?” he said. Then, in jest, he said: “My 
friend, one has to learn how to govern forty millions. In Marx’s day the 
workers had nothing to lose but their chains and the world to win. Now 
we have peace to lose and nothing to win but chains.” 

Out in the street, Desser disdainfully shrugged his shoulders. It had 
been only too easy ! And yet Pierre believed in a man like Villard ! And 
not only Pierre, but millions ! God, how stupid people were. Probabl# 
that was their Salvation. 

Desser was to have gone on to a conference of financial experts, but he 
changed his mind. Villard’s cowardice nauseated him. He strode down the 
long rue de Rivoli. On reaching the Place de la Bastille, he turned into a 
little side-street and saw the illuminated sign of a dance hall. Without 
hesitating he went in; he wanted to forget for a while. . . . 

The accordion-players were giving a skilful rendering of an old fox-trot. 
The paper lanterns and cotton garlands gave the place the air of a stage 
set. Sailors, workmen, little modistes and waitresses were dancing vigorously. 

Desser slipped the musicians five sous and took hold of a plump freckled 
girl. She smelt of cheap powder and rolled her eyes blissfully as she danced. 
After the dance Desser treated her to a cherry brandy. 

“Are you fond of dancing ?” 
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The girl turned out to be talkative. “Oh, very ! Only I don’t often gel 
the chance. I work till six o’clock in the evening. And then I have to take 
work home with me. Do you know how much they pay me ? Five hundred 
and fifty a month ! How can you live on that ? They say everything’s going 
to be different now. Our dressmakers have told them that if they don’t 
pay us more, we’re going on strike. We’ve got the Popular Front now and 
nobody wants to live in the old way, isn’t that so ?” 

Desser knocked out his pipe and knit his unnaturally large eyebrows. 

“Of course,” he said. “Everything will be different. For instance, the 
blondes have been dancing with the brunettes, but Villard will order the 
brunettes to dance with the blondes. Au revoir , chere mademoiselle / It’s 
time for me to go home.” 


16 

The strike at the ‘Seine’ aircraft works began on the Saturday. All 
through the week the workers had tried to come to terms with the manage¬ 
ment. Desser agreed to an increase of wages, but firmly rejected the men’s 
other demands. He was particularly adamant on the questions of collective 
bargaining and holidays with pay, and said curtly: “There can be no 

discussion.” 

Desser realized that strikes were unavoidable from time to time. These 
little wars ended now with the victory of the workers, now with the victory 
of Desser. At the same time the losing side never for a moment gave up the 
idea of revenge. The strikers’ demands always boiled down to one thing: 
snorter hours and more pay. And Desser found this quite natural. He had 
hundreds of ways of making money. The workers could only increase their 
wages by striking. The rest depended on the particular situation and the 
power to hold out. If the factory was overwhelmed with urgent orders and 
it was difficult to find skilled men amongst the unemployed, Desser made 
concessions. If orders were few and blacklegs were plentiful, Desser would 
oiu out. After a week or two the strikers would get tired of starving and 
come cap in hand, or he would pay them off and take on new ones. Desser 
egarded this perpetual warfare as the law of life and felt neither sympathy 
or r JJJ a nce towards his opponents. 

u , Popular Front had won a victory in the elections and Desser had 
o P bring it about. He believed in the adroitness of the Radicals. 

. JP® « new Ministers were old friends of his. His talk with Villard 
a 2 ^ ^ ears at rest * Tb at old agitator would turn out to be 

tak* ^°d meman ! Fiery speeches did not perturb Desser: no sense in mis- 
s lng ore works for a conflagration. He expected strikes: the workers were 
ure to take advantage of a favourable situation. He was prepared to meet 

fill r ?* se . the stakes. But the demands put forward by Michaud 

ea him with indignation. He, Desser, was not the State but a plain business 
** Villard wanted to send the workers to the seaside, well and good, 

i the Exchequer pay for it. But collective bargaining was quite a different 
Pair^ of shoes. 

No, Monsieur Michaud !” he said. “1 stand by freedom I You’re free 
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to stay in my factory or to go away. That’s your business. I can keep you 
on or dismiss you. That’s my business.” 

That Saturday the men did not start work. Eighteen thousand of them 
assembled in the yard in front of the smelting shop. Legrais called out: 
“Those against, hold up their hands.” 

Among the workers were some timid souls, who were trying to persuade 
the others not to strike. They were afraid of reproaches at home, of hunger 
and defeat. But now that they would have to acknowledge their cowardice 
in front of everybody they gloomily held their tongues. Not a single hand 
was raised. 

They moved towards the gates. Then Michaud’s voice rang out: 

“Comrades, stop ! . . . Don’t go away ! . . .” 

Standing on a lorry, with his mouth to a loud-speaker, he shouted: 
“Don’t go away !” and like an echo, voices answered from all sides: “Don’t 
go away !” 

“Comrades,” said Michaud, “if we go away, they’ll take on blacklegs. 
We must stay in the works, spend the night here, live here—a day, a week, 
a month—till we win.” 

Shouts of astonishment. Nobody yet understood what Michaud was 

getting at. 

“We’re on strike !” 

“But what are we going to eat ?” 

“Anyhow, the police will chuck us out!” 

Michaud went on shouting into the loud-speaker: “The question of 
food will be settled by the committee. We’ll get the money from our union. 
Nobody will drive us out of here: they’ll have a job if they try ! We must 
place pickets. And don’t let in any provocateurs . The gentlemen of the 
management can go home, but we won’t let them come back. It’s true, 
comrades, there has never been a strike like this before. But we’ll show 
them. ...” 

Michaud’s friend, a young turner called Jeannot, climbed up on to the 
roof of the management building and hoisted the red flag. He shouted 
down: “The flag over the fortress !” 

So began this unusual strike which shook the country. 

All day throngs of people stood on the quay and in the streets leading 
to the works. Three thousand gendarmes in tin hats and with gas masks 
slung at their sides prepared to storm the factory. The Government, how¬ 
ever, was undecided, and the gendarmes vented their feelings on the wives 
of the strikers who tried to get through to the gates, or on casual passers-by. 
By the evening the women were still getting through to the factory, bringing 
bread, sausage, cheese, cherries and wine. Some even brought footballs, 
chess-boards, books and guitars. Jeannot’s mother brought him some eggs 
and a pillow. He climbed up with the others on to the fence, and his mother 
shouted up to him from below: “What crazy idea have you got into your 
head, you shameless scamp 1 Come home to bed !” Jeannot gave an 
embarrassed smile. 

Pierre was the only one of the managing engineers to join the strikers. 
“Be careful,” said the works manager. “Nobody likes deserters, you know.” 

“I’d have you know, M’sieu, that my father was a working-class man.” 

Jeannot was delighted when he saw Pierre. It gave him the assurance of 

62 




victory. Jeannot was nineteen and dreamed of barricades, bullets and flags, 
bven Pierre was not immune from romanticism. 

At night the factory was transformed into a military camp, with sentries 

everywhere. Pierre and Jeannot stood near the main gates. Pierre felt as 

though he were at war and that the enemy would attack at any moment. 

^ What if they attack ?” Jeannot whispered. “Have you got a revolver ?” 

1 ve got one, but I mustn't use it. I’ll have to ask Michaud.” 

It so happened that Michaud, who had so far been known only to the 

Pwl 111 ^ 111 ^ 818 an , d k*? workshop mates, had immediately become the leader. 

said: Michaud. # . . Michaud has given orders. . . . 

Michaud doesn t approve. . . .” 

a hf^H Chai ! d ur 0 u rk 5 d unlirin 8 1 y* He organized a soup kitchen, got together 
r^r r’^ CStab 18h w contact w,th district committee and dictated reports 

He cbeered U P the ^int-hearted: “We’ll win ! And how !” 
t_ P. ted ^ . m achmery: you had to be on your guard against sabotage, 
voicpc fr»oir eVer l\ nS the hand played the Internationale and thousands of 
held! iStu UP th ? WOrds °* the song * 11 floaled out of the factory over the 
house, L th 8en ar T S a u nd u trailed aw ay over the river and the darkened 
listened ?r C ! ted suburb ’ J be women tossed in their beds as they 

Bloodshed 7 h n dl S1 " glr L 8 u What would to-morrow bring? Hunger? 
cli?s?ereH f ' Hap P‘ ness 7 The strikers did not sleep, either. Under the; 
p/® < l„ stars f ‘ h e summer night they dreamed silently of victory. ? 

the nolice 8 On ?h h c “T 8 ^ aigh ‘> the Government decided to remove 
he cates 6 " f ^ th ® peo P le were free to pass along the quay to 

;,Vo, 8 k • but - tbe ‘ actor y continued to look like a besieged fortress Who 

himp^T 8 ! 1 . 08 U ? Desse r 7 The Shosts of the blacklegs ? The phantom of 
hunger ? It was essential to hold on till victory. 

•‘The n ot t he e rs M toCf y ATo E f n them! h ^And°how ? ^ med ° Ut: 

strik^ e w^h t0 hlf X K ited l ° Sp u eak f ^ Voie No u velie stated that the unusual 
the bie idctoHes d h bC f Un 31 the Se ,‘ ne ’ works had s P read a11 over Paris. All 

had Inrlfj h , d 8 ° ne on strike and hundreds of thousands of workers 
were to' T ^ “■ ■ T he de P ar ‘™nt stores were on strike They 

there k>o The Store m ,hf r lr nd ‘a 6 salesgirls had locked themselves in 

Xeda^ stSe 0 andTiE i° f ° f , the Government offitls had a£S 
sensational strike was " u° e f Ve ‘ he budd,n S- The account of the 
of pathos- ‘The oleh^ nf C p ^ J ? lot himself with his own special brand 

The report stated , retlred to the Aventlne hill . . 

Only women and ch^dren h WOrkl " g ' class quarters of Paris were empty. 

his story on a poetic n^- ?? be seen , ln the streets ‘ Joli ot concluded 

“E far from th“r ho"m™°" " 0f -"“ 

ha SS5JS + “ “> °» taiii Of the strike, 

down to read Ovid int e *J8 a 8 emen ts, cut oft the telephone and sac 
to him sotbsmd t'ha^he fo^ l ° Wait a Tbe seizure of ‘he factory seemed 
would come to their senses a u Pe t dy de u nouement • either the strikers 
a revolt. On the Mondav 8 ° back e° tbe i r homes or there would be 

to other concerns. The follovri^n^ • mfo 1 !’ med that the strike had spread 

mg morning he went to Paris, and it was not 
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yet nine o’clock when his car stopped outside the factory gates. The young 
worker who was acting as sentry barred the way: 

“No admission to outsiders.” 

“I’m no outsider. I’m president of the council of administration, 
Desser.” 

The worker smiled: “The name seems familiar. Dut you see, Monsieur 
Desser, if we let you in, you won’t be able to go away again. You’ll have 
to stay here untii . . 

“Until what ?” 

“Until Monsieur Desser gives way.” 

They both laughed. But in his heart Desser was furious. What a racket ! 
A fine idea of liberty ! What would messieurs the strikers say il they were 
not allowed to go home ? Desser did not show his indignation. With the 
same benignant smile he said: 

“You’re a witty fellow, but you’ll nave to let me in.' 

The worker sent a comrade to Michaud for instructions and five minutes 
later he announced: 

“You may come in. You can leave whenever you like. But you mustn’t 
go into the workshops—in order to avoid incidents.” 

Desser clapped the worker on the back. 

“So you’re learning how to run the show ? Remarkable !’ 

Desser went through the deserted offices of the management. The old 
messenger who followed him sighed apologetically. 

“Is there nobody here ?” said Desser. 

“They all left last Saturday. Only Monsieur Dubois has stayed on, and 
begging your pardon, sir, he’s with the workers.” 

“Is he looking after the machinery ?” 

“I beg your pardon, but Monsieur Dubois is on strike.” 

Desser burst into laughter: so Pierre too had decided to seize the factory! 
“Fetch Monsieur Dubois,” he said. 

Desser asked Pierre to sit down and offered him a cigarette. “Sorry to 
bother you,” he said, “but 1 want to ask you a question. It’s purely per¬ 
sonal. Have you decided to seize the factory for good or only for a while ? 
I’d like to know, so that 1 can plan how to dispose of my time.” 

“Nobody has seized the factory,” said Pierre. “This is a strike. And m 
my opinion the workers’ demands are justified.” 

“Very interesting ! In your opinion this is a strike ? No, my friend, 
this is violence. Don’t think I’m trembling for my property. My fear is 
for France; one act of violence breeds another.” 

7 “You said yourself that you value the happiness of others. These people 
want to live, and to live better, more freely and happily. How can you 
i! object ?” 

“I’ve told you,” said Desser, “I’ve told you that our country can be 
ruined by a mere ebance: the equilibrium is unstable. Everything’s rushing 
downhill now.” 

“But it depends on you. You’ve only to sign the agreement and the 
workers will clear out of the factory.” 

“You mean I should capitulate ? That’s not my trade. And it’s not id 
my nature. I prefer to wait. And I’m not calling for the police. I’m not 
asking the Government to protect my rights. Why ? Maybe, because 1 
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voted for the Popular Front. But what are you doing ? You’re ruining 
everythmg. You re not giving Villard a chance to carry out reforms.” 

On the contrary, said Pierre, “we’re helping him. Now he can rely 
on the movement of the masses. There’s no doubt that he approves of us. 

Desser recalled the old man in pince-nez surrounded by his pictures and 
sumptuous furniture. He smiled and said placidlv: “Are you convinced of 
tnat / it so, then so much the better for vou. I wish you success. Oh I 

forgot to ask you how your wife is getting on. That’s fine. Now I can leave 
your factory, can t f ? Au revoir." 

Pierre informed the foremen’s committee 01 all that had passed between 
nim and Desser To Michaud he said: “I would never have thoughi he’d 
turn out to be like that . . .’’ Words failed him. 

Michaud smiled. 

he said * 0 mean vou never bought Desser would turn out to be Desser,” 

M Jh.MH 6 evenlng they decided to get up a concert to entertain the strikers. 
Michaud rang up the Maison de Culture to ask if they could help. Marechal 
Lried to round up his actors. Some of them said they were busy, but Jean- 

nnl'r,, agreed at once - although she had not yet fully recovered from her 
operation. 

r.ffiZI' ey TV. 1 up the Stage !? the little » ardeD 115 front Of the management 

f. re , Wa K t iasmine in the ait- Chinese lanterns were 

placed over the light bulbs. The orchestra started tuning up their instruments 

JSl re!e°day ° D the aSpeC ' °' a ^are ™ 3 Provmcal tow™he 

it im T hLv° e i ramnle vva ® ™ adc U P of vanous items. Marechal recited 
rhl h d e,e( 3L on 3 dead sold,er - ’The magic of (he words entranced 
s^naoneofR,v T ,- ere WaS dead c ^ lence everywhere. Then a woman s.n“er 

the back wound of re°d m tf nCeS ' 83 Ve encore alter encore > smilin S against 

me oacKground of red flags and sheets of corrugated iron A factory 

S d ’ °°' P “™ " I Then 

ness^dunnsfwhfeh «h S ° “P^ed. After the lon 8 months of dumb- 

m from of tbl m^rnnh repeated the s °ulless words of the advertisements 

back thegifof" Seemed to her as th ough she had been given 

and her voice was ^iov,nf , en .°iI’ mOUS eyeS r glowed amons the litlle Interns . 
from Th?vLT c R'° lhe Point of tears. She declaimed a speech 

a storm . S,,eepmS P nn S- When she came to the end she was greeted with 

shouts of the people of Fuem^n ab u V£ the Clapping: ^ were the 
bv her °‘ , 1 Ovejuna, who were being led to victory not 

ran up to th e ?oot o?, h J f ? Ctle ’ dut d - v ‘ h « heroine of Andalusia. T^o 
He h!., I ° °‘ J he and shouted: “Let’s go !” 

answering Jeannette^ eves a< l h made . h ‘ m call out, or why; he was only 
wen, up ^o her “® d ^ ^ 

You see hew *thev^mH 1 fu l ly ’a sa ^* “What a good thing you came. 
People are alive^lt^a n^? J?*? ISQ,t a theatre audience. These 

duve * 11 s a pity Lucien didn’t come. Is he busy?’' 
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“I don’t know. I don’t see hitn now. We’ve separated.” 

For a moment Jeannette felt sad. She remembered her loneliness, the 
little untidy room in the hotel into which she had recently moved, the quiet 
of the radio studio and the banal words of the advertisements. Suddenly a 
chorus rang out. The workers were singing It's the young guard. Thousands 
of arms were raised like the straining branches of a 1 orest or the masts in 
a harbour. Carried away by the sound and by her own tears Jeannette too 
raised her little fist. Then she gave a sigh and without looking at anybody, 

went to the gates. , , _. , « 

All night the lights in the factory buildings showed as Michaud went 

the rounds of the sentries. 


17 

On the night when Jeannette made her appearance at the ‘Seine’ works, 
Lucien lost fourteen thousand francs at baccarat. He had such a run of 
bad luck that people began looking round at him. ‘The Artistic Club’ was 
a low gambling house. Sharpers, money-lenders and prostitutes mixed with 
the players, who were jaded by the excitement and the heat. After changing 
his last thousand franc note, Lucien suddenly felt suffocated. He went over 
to the open window. 

Someone whispered behind him: “Admiring the stars 7 

Lucien didn’t answer. Below him stretched the hot street.with a unnal, 
the turret of which bore the illuminated sign: “The best cheese—The Cow 
that laughs.” Lucien caught a sickly whiff of ether reminding him of an 
operating theatre. He looked round and saw the drivelling face of Berger. 
He knew at once he was going to talk about the promissory note. 

“I shall have to see your father,” Berger said angrily. 

Then Lucien realized he would have to go right away—leave the country. 
Lately he had been feeling all the misery of the disappointed man. Ambition 
consumed him like a hidden disease. He had become acutely conscious of 
death. Sounds were deadened and the contours of objects were blurred; 
the smell of ether was always in his nostrils. At night he would suddenly 
run after an unknown woman in the street, thinking that it was Jeannette. 
He saw her eyes in the dark and stupidly repeated over and over again: 
“It’s not my fault,” as though the ghost of Jeannette were reproaching him 
with something. He was convinced that Jeannette was living with Andre, 
and he hated the dull-witted painter. His decision to go away came to him 
in a flash and seemed like salvation. At one stroke he would rid himself ot 
a dead love, the tiresome people of the Maison de Culture and his creditors. 

However, to go abroad he would need money, a lot of money. He 
decided to try his luck. This time he was not banking on cards, but on the 
condescension of his father. He carefully thought over the best way to 
touch his father’s heart, but when it came to the point, he forgot everything 

and gave free vent to his feelings. „ 

“You know you crouch over your money like a dog with a bone, ne 

s&id* 

Tessa looked at him with his little bird-like eyes and said nothing. 
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v - 

t0 .1° a , W&y ’" !r UClen said - “here's nothing for me to do here. 
fVancsat least UP ^ Amenca * But 1 need mone y for that, fifty thousand 

• Tessa yawned. “Let’s go to Maxim’s,” he said suddenly. 

* hey ,°“ nd th emselves in a regular flower-garden of women: pretty 
faces, cool bodies, elegant evening dresses, expensive perfumes. Tessa took 

’ A S,o££l Sr te 1 wtaS a “ ole ' ,mtBwh “““ cyes - 

ihen, remembering^his sons request, Tessa said: “What do you want to 
revolution°’’ ° W $ **“ V6fy time f ° r y0U ’ 1 believe we ’ re °n the verge of 

'! U u 11 e u d in yet anot her ministerial crisis. For revolution you 
,- d P wh 6 ’ ^ Ut there aren t an y- 1 know now what the French public is 
different ” 611 W6m l ° the Communists, I was counting on something 

Sothat’s it, eh 1 But I thought you were a Communist. Bravo Lucien i” 

than n yOU e °i t0 be 813(1 about 7 1 hate your world even more 
than the Communists do, and 1 don’t want to compromise.” 

.; ssa had been suffering all day from heartburn. He drank a glass of 
soda water and said in a gentle voice: “You’re thirty-two but vou talk like 

forgivable.’’ VaS “ “*"*** WheD 1 WaS eighteen - Anyho ’ w - that wS more 
“So you condemn me for . . 

? onbe 7 lnlng y° u - When I told you about my election you said- 

Denise^IS 

Lucien burst out laughing. “You do,” he said ““rans.geance ? 

Kffl—aaia E55i'S 

“That^an", U ?i, rather . a disa greeable position.” 

the Jar livil w2 e a 8 °Red * 7?? l ° begin with eccentricity. During 

abroad ? Not a tad ,d ea B u, , W h °, v?“ 1 Speak to me ’ Yoa want to go 
up went on the elections I don’t knnl a ? y m ° ne ?'- AU that Desser put 
I’m talking frankly to yoi Bin ! Va nc hen anyt h? n S will turn up now. 

small diplomatic posts Look L cL u dH 88 ^raT eth ‘ n ^ else ’ Writers love 
fix that up in two second^’ 6 ‘’ Glraudoux - Morand. ... I can 

:;To represent Blum and Villard ?” 

anyth,ng^ouhle. And y ouT.f^ "y oursdfi’rom ri m,' Y ? U ’ U be able to wite 

Lucien made a wry face as^h^Jh t! ‘ h hnancml worries ng ht away.” 

I. £ rates' 1 "r 
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He wanted to be with the revolution, but they didn’t understand him. 
Neither did Jeannette. When Lagrange was dying, he had said: “Lucien, 
I’m cold.” How cold it was in the world, how very cold ! It was impossible 
to live without cynicism. Anyway, it was better to become a diplomat than 
to have to debase himself begging his father for money. When he had a 
position in society, they would all treat him with respect, even the block¬ 
head on the staff of L'Humanite. And happiness ? Well, happiness didn’t 
exist. Jeannette was with Andre. ... 

“All right,” said Lucien sulkily. “I agree. ' 

“I thought you would. Alter all, you’re my son. At present 1 feel all 
this very keenly.” 

Tessa wiped his damp face with a ta^e napkin and whispered to Lucien: 
“What about asking that creole over to our table ?” 

All next day Lucien stayed in his room, swallowing headache pills and 
gazing gloomily at the wall-paper. He did not want to live. 

At dinner, Tessa said to his wife: 

“Maman , I congratulate you. Your son has been appointed vice-consul 
at Salamanca. You’ll be able to observe revolution at first hand, eh, Lucien ? 
You can do that far more pleasantly in a foreign country and with a diplo¬ 
matic passport. . . . The women of Spain . . He glanced sideways at 
Denise and shut up. 

“You’ve been quick,” said Lucien wearily. 

“1 rang up Villard. He wants to get on the right side of me now. It’s 
all such a farce.” 

Next day Lucien ran into Andre near the Opera. He wanted to pass 
him by without saying anything, but Andre stopped him. “What a state of 
affairs !” he said. “Literally everyone is on strike. Tell me, what’s going 
to be the end of it all ? You probably know.” 

“I’m going off to Spain in three days’ time.” 

“Really ? Well, they’ve got a bit of trouble there too, according to the 

^ ^Lucien did not tell him about his consular post. Why should he confide 

in this lout. He held out his hand in silence. 

“Is Jeannette going with you ?” Andre asked in an embarrassed voice. 
Lucien could hardly conceal his amazement. So Jeannette wasn t living 
with him ? For a moment he felt glad: that’s good ! Let her be nobody’s . 
But immediately a cloud of melancholy descended over everything. He 
remembered that evening at Jeannette’s, the rag doll, the empty eyes, the 
loneliness. He had let happiness fly like a bird from the hand, like a card 
he had failed to back. And looking distractedly at Andre, he muttered 
between his teeth: “Excuse me, I’m afraid I’ll have to be getting along. 
I’ve got a headache. Jeannette, you said ? 1 don t know. Really, 1 don t 

know.” 


18 

Breteuil stood at the bedside of his five-year-old son. The child was 
hoarse and his face was flushed with heat. Breteuil’s wife was whimpering. 
“Stop it,” said Breteuil. “He’ll get better, with God’s help.” 
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“I said he wasn’t to go under a cold shower. He was running about 
just before. He was in a sweat.” 

“Stop it, I tell you. The boy must be toughened.” 

It was getting dark, and Mme Breteuil could not see her husband’s eyes. 
He stood there, tall and lean, with the tears trickling down his hollow cheeks! 

Breteuil was a native of Lorraine, the son of a poor and pious family. 
The frontier was only twelve miles away from his native town. From his 
earliest years he had heard stories of the siege of Belfort, the ruthless brutality 
of some German officer, and of the lost provinces. He had swotted up the 
dream of revenge like a catechism. He was twice wounded in the war. He 
was in the advance column that entered Metz; where an aunt of his fainted 
when she saw the first French flag. Temperamentally Breteuil was unlike a 
renchman: he couldn t bear a joke, disliked pathos and never drank wine. 
Iidy almost to the verge of mania, dry and pedantic, in the salons of Paris 
ne was taken tor a German. Politics taught him a certain elasticity: he 
was obliged to hobnob with people of Tessa’s cut. In his heart he despised 
nis parliamentary colleagues. His friends were army men, small land-owners 
and learned theologians. After the war he had believed in the ‘renaissance 
o hr ance, which his countryman, Poincare, had talked about. But the 
years went by and nothing was changed. The country was ruled by Free¬ 
masons—Bnand,Herriot, Painleve. Now even those days seemed to him a 
lost paradise. Where would Blum, Cot and Villard lead France? Two 

Tvf 1 S ‘K/f g ° Breteud had that lhe on *y way Out was by a violent change. 

I he March on Rome had saved Italy. Hitler had stamped out Marxism 

with iron. Breteuil set to work to organize secret detachments. Each detach¬ 
ment was composed of fifty men, who were called ‘the faithful.’ The leader 
was known as ‘The Iron-clad.’ 

blo^^^ OP i e mhh° Join !? Breteuil were a mixed bunch : romantics and 
Til c ^ e ^ s ’ ambitious adventurers and exasperated seekers ol revenge. 

he would 1aS r hCir defend f, r * Shopkeepers and artisans believed that 

of S C th l m fro ™ ru,n * Small brokers, clerks and reporters dreamed 
of getting on in the world with his help. 

•Ver1aille^ h °rX,■'“?* a ™ ng the , ‘ faithful ' ? Th * «*** d'hote! of the 
seemeri to him^v Joined Breteuil because he worshipped rank. Life 
Memed to him like a pyramid of customers and lackeys, goblets and wines 

d ey'enUced hifnatf T Venereal dl ;f 1 ' se who hated Jews because he thought 
ofned n P . T aWay and de P rlved him of his livelihood. He had 

Jewish o™„ n! r l C r Promised to clear the Rothschilds and all doctors of 

resZre Fr!n^ ,o h f r r nCe -- The son of the bi 8 miller , Bombard, wanted to 
bargain rw, a her former Prestige and become an ambassador into the 
Irnm Jh- ^ lne n’ an ex ' a 8 en t of the Deuxieme Bureau, who had been dismissed 

SderLlT^?' 6 SerVice f ° r embezzling the funds entrusted to him, 
Pariinm^l h, ™ elf a I Y lctlln of the Freemasons; he yearned to break ud 
went ahnm Herr| ot- Grimaud, the proprietor of a breeding stud 

mechanical Wltd 3 b °rs e " w hip, was crazy about coloured girls, and despised 

•faithful’ Jas Tlim Lf h eoo°d nS f dCred ‘° bcl ° ne to a detacb ment of the 

Svmes HeTTaT 15 wou * d .Set hold of his business and take away his 

exerefses evar^ a b ‘ 8 ma a Wlth red ch eeks and broad shoulders. He did 
exercises every morning and was prepared to do battle in earnest. Aubry 
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an employee of the underground railway, was exceedingly ugly and poor as 
a church mouse. He was said to have been jilted by a girl. He hated the 
people and smiled at the sight of Breteuil, saying: “Now there’s a man who’ll 
restore order . .. !” 

There were a good many policemen among the ‘faithful,’ and the ‘secret 
detachments’ were no secret to the Chief of Police; but the authorities 
turned a blind eye. In order to camouflage his movements, Breteuil formed 
sports clubs and friendly societies for people from the provinces. The 
business required financial backing. Breteuil applied more than once to 
the big capitalists, but was rebuked. He talked about arms instead of 
propaganda, and frightened everybody with his boldness. The events of the 
last few weeks had lent wings to his ambition. The directors of various 
trusts, who had previously thought only of ministerial combinations but 
were now frightened by the strikes, began to look hopefully towards Breteuil’s 
intransigeance. 

Breteuil made the sign of the cross over his child and set out for the 
‘Metz Countrymen’s Union,’ where he was to meet General Picard. The 
shop-windows on the Grand Boulevards were lighted up, showing the 
strikers’ placards decorated with red ribbons. Girls stood on the pavement 
with collecting-boxes: ‘For the children of the strikers.’ Some of the passers- 
by frowned and hurried on. Others tossed a coin into the box. When a girl 
held out a collecting-box to Breteuil, he stopped and asked sternly: 

“Do they teach you to work at the camp?” 

General Picard was already waiting for him. A lean-looking man of sixty- 
five, with the bow legs of the cavalry officer, a row of medal ribbons and a 
contemptuous smile. He despised everybody: Daladier and Gamelin, the 
King of England, his own wife, the theatre, the Press and the elections. The 
only one he trusted was Breteuil, who he thought could save France and the 
army. 

“Well,” said Breteuil, “how goes it ?” 

“They’re fools. And cowards. They’re afraid Blum will begin to clear 
out the Staff.” 

“What’s the feeling among the troops ?” 

“Bad. The Communists are working their hardest. The most we can 
count on is the army’s neutrality. I’m not talking, of course, about the 
colonial units. By the bye, I’ve managed to transfer two Moroccan regiments 
to Vincennes.” 

“The Moors alone won’t be enough. I’m relying only on the ‘faithful.’ 
There are two possibilities: either you provide us with arms, or we’ll take 
what they offer us.” 

“Who ?” 

Breteuil glared at him. 

“It’s not ‘who’ that matters,” he snapped, “but ‘what’. Sixty thousand 
rifles, four hundred machine-guns, and ammunition. From Dusseldorf. 
At the same time we’re not taking on any obligations, apart from those that 
spring from our programme: order and peace.” 

Picard thought this over for a while. 

“Not bad,” he said. “Personally I prefer automatics for an operation ol 
that sort. Anyhow, take them. The one won’t hinder the other. I’ll also 
scrape up some in the arsenals....” 4 
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“We must begin with local actions in order to discredit the Government. 
Villard wants to give a nuance of legality to the seizure of the factories. 
We must mix a little blood with his speeches. . . 

They went on talking for a long time. In the next room, dimly lighted, the 
‘Iron-Clad' Grisnez, who was waiting for Breteuil, yawned and sharpened his 
nails with a hie. Grisnez, who had once started a row at the Maison de 
Culture, had a blind faith in Breteuil. He was an orphan who had been 
brought up in a children’s home. He had toured the provinces as a commer¬ 
cial traveller in orthopaedic instruments. He was a miserable fop, who took 
hours to make up his mind which tie to wear with his thread-bare but care- 
(ully pressed suit, an ugly fellow who dreamed of the love of a beauty, an 
hysterical bawler and an acrimonious failure. He became the ‘Iron-Clad’ of 

the first detachment ol the ‘taithful.’ and Breteuil picked him out for military 
espionage. 


“The day alter to-morrow,’’ said Breteuil, “the ‘faithful’ will go to the 
Seine’ factory in the guise of unemployed. You must get close to the gates 
without attracting attention. You’re to pick a quarrel with the pickets. 
Try to provoke them. If they don’t begin it, shoot. I’ll try to arrange for 
the police to be near by. It’s necessary to bring about a real clash, you 
understand ? All the ‘faithful’ will be given tickets of the ‘Christian Workers’ 
Union.’ They mustn’t know about the nature of the operation. I’ve chosen 
you because you haven’t any children.’’ 

“Everything will be carried out. Leader.” 

Grisnez raised his arm and was about to go away, but Breteuil warmly 
embraced him. “Thank you,” he said. 

Breteuil got home at two o’clock in the morning. His wife met him in 
the hall. “It’s pneumonia,” she said. 

Breteuil sat by the sick boy’s bedside till morning. All next day he worked. 
* n , e< ~ see Uesser, the best way would be if the management of the 
beine factory announced that a new staff of workers was to be taken on. 
But Desser refused to see him; he was afraid of some underhand scheme, 
on the other hand, Breteuil succeeded in persuading the Chief of Police. 
i ney decided that the gendarmes were to stand on the quay near the factory, 
it any disorders broke out, they would intervene. In the evening Breteuil 
hau another talk with Grisnez and went over all the details of the operation. 

♦Vvmu- S u l up again w,th h,s chlld al1 thr ough the night. The doctor had 
told him there was no hope of recovery, but Breteuil believed in God. His 
lips moved, as he repeated the words of a prayer. 

It was a beautiful summer morning. The birds were singing in the gardens, 
l he noise of the city had not yet drowned their voices. From time to time 

lorries rattled past. Baker women went by carrying 
winHi° aVeS r r d , the sme u of freshly-baked bread hung in the air. The upper 

o' n e d X,° hC h ,r e i Sh °, ne ur th 3 warm > rosy light ’ as thou Sh from within. 

called the -^ her i, h ?, fa,t y ul a PProached the Javelle bridge. Grisnez 

croum h mnv H , had fall( '.d t0 turn up. Forty-six men, divided into small 
&r ups, moved towards the factory by various routes. 

thfk m ° rr l 1 I n8, the elevemh morning of the strike, began peacefully in 

mehtfnT' NeW S6nt u eS relieved the old. Michaud had slept during the 
mam lluL" 0 '! washing himself and snorting in a soapy froth. Near the 
main gates Jeannot was singing the songs he had heard at the concert. Pierre 




was up and was munching a roll. For some reason he remembered Verkine‘& 
lines: ‘The pale star of the dawn.’ But the sun was already shining brightly. 
Some of the older workers were thinking gloomily: “Eleven days already! 
When’s it going to end V There was a rumour that the Government were 
going to clear the factory by force, but Michaud only laughed: “Nonsense !” 

“Come on, Jeannot, show us how Mistinguette walks downstairs.” 

Jeannot made a comical lace in imitation oi an old woman trying to look 
young, and holding out his trousers like a skirt with the tips of his hngers, 
started to pirouette down the fire-escape. Suddenly he called out: 

“Who's there ?” 

There was a crowd ol people in front of the gates. 

“Open the gates . . . !” 

“We’re being taken on. Clear out 01 here, you loafers !” 

“Red swindlers !” 

Jeannot was not behindhand. “You dirty swine ! Blacklegs ! Fascists ! 
We'll tar and feather you !” 

Now hundreds of people were shouting. It was difficult to make out what 
they were saying. Grisnez was particularly hot-headed. He kept running 
up to the workers and shouted something very rapidly. His face was twitch¬ 
ing convulsively; he looked like an epileptic. Michaud tried in vain to get 
his comrades to listen to reason but the insolence ot the Fascists stung every¬ 
body to madness. 

Throughout the last few days Michaud had been expecting an attack. 
He had placed liremen with hoses near the gates. The main thing was to 
prevent a clash. He .aughed when he saw Grisnez; “Fifty ugly devils ! Our 
chaps will shout them down !” . . . The other workers also took it calmly. 
In vain the ‘faithful’ stormed and rated. The strikers answered them with 
mild, and even good-natured abuse. Jeannot began teasing Grisnez: 

“Look over there, comrades. There’s a mad turkey full of macaroni....” 

A shot rang out. Jeannot fell to the ground. Michaud knocked the 
revolver out ot Pierre’s hand and shouted above the roar of the crowd: 

“Don’t dare to shoot ! Turn on the hoses !” 

The firemen squirted the water at the ‘faithful.’ They scattered. Only 
Grisnez still remained, bopping about as though he fell nothing. Then the 
police appeared and Grisnez vanished. 

Michaud bent over Jeannot and saw that he was smiling. But there was 
blood on the stones. 

“Jeannot !” he said. 

The death of this cheerful young man seemed so unintelligible that 
Michaud suddenly cried out: “They’ve killed him !” 

He looked round at the others, as though wondering if they would say 
‘No.’ The workers were standing with their caps m their hands, and through 
the mist that dimmed his eyes Michaud caught sight of the pain-racked face 
of Pierre. 

Having lowered himself into the river, Grisnez hid under a bridge. He 
was trembling with cold and indignation. A tramp said to him ; 

“What you up to ? Having a bath ?” 

Grisnez spat at him. He sat in the sun a long while; it wouldn’t do to 
go about looking soaked through. Then he went to a hairdresser’s. They 
shaved him, squirted eau-de-Cologne over him and rubbed his hair with 
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fixing-cream, but still he asked for more. He was doctoring himself with 
semi-oblivion, and the noise of the scissors sounded to him like the chirping 
of cicadas in a sweet-smelling garden. It was eleven o'clock in the morning 
when he reported to Breteuil. He was taken into the study. Breteuil was 
kneeling before a crucifix. His son was dead. On seeing Grisnez, he got up. 

“Are there any killed ?” 

“1 brought down one.” 

“But among the ‘faithful’ ?” 

“None. They used hoses.” 

“Not one ? What the devil have you been up to V Everything’s ruined 
now !” 

Grisnez did not understand. He gaped foolishly at Breteuil in a dull- 
witted way and said: “As an ‘Iron-Clad,’ I’m responsible for the lives of the 
‘faithful.’ ” 

“You’re not an ‘Iron-Clad*. You’re a fool.” 

Breteuil went down on his knees again. Grisnez quietly left the room. 
‘The maid was weeping in the hall. He said to her: 

“Your master is a great man. But 1 expect it will soon be the end of me.' 


19 

All the Paris papers were full of Jeannot’s murder. Those of the Left 
accused Breteuil and demanded strong measures against the Fascist secret 
organizations. The newspapers of the Right made out that Jeannot had 
been killed by the Communists because he wanted the strike to end. Le 
Matin published a maudlin article on ‘this unfortunate lad who adored his 
Old mother and whom the Communists had condemned to death.’ Only 
La Voie Nouvelle attempted to gloss over the whole affair. Joliot wrote: 
‘Whoever the murderer may be, we deprecate violence and appeal to all 
Frenchmen to maintain the peace.’ This was high-sounding and imposed 
no obligation on anyone. 

Two days later, Jeannot's murder was the subject of a debate in the 
Chamber. It was Breteuil himself who raised the question. Everyone 
expected a row, and the public galleries were crowded. Even before the 
session began the noise in the Chamber was indescribable; deputies shouted 
furious abuse at one another. The Speaker, Herriot, rapped on the table 
. with a ruler like a distracted schoolmaster. Then he shook his little bell 
violently and bellowed: “Silence !” 

For a moment quiet was restored, but when Breteuil mounted the rostrum, 
there was a roar from the Left of “Assassin !” 

The deputies banged on their desks and shouted. The stewards stood 
ready, expecting a fight to start at any moment. Herriot kept on trying his 
utmost to restore order. 

At last the hubbub died down, and Breteuil began: “Who’s calling me 
an assassin ?” he said. “The assassins of this innocent worker are the 
Communists, who have shed blood. . . 

A roar of shouting drowned his voice. He went on speaking, but only 
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a word could be caught here and there: “Poor mother” . . . “Reign of 
anarchy” . . . “Blum’s helplessness” . . . “Villard’s connivance”. . . . 

On the Government bench Villard was distractedly drawing little ships. 
Breteuil’s speech did not frighten him: it was a clumsy attack on the parlia¬ 
mentary majority. He was thinking of something else: how could the strike 
be liquidated ? Some of the Radicals were already beginning to grumble. The 
workers were standing fast, but the owners would not even hear of con¬ 
cessions. Desser had thought of something. ... 

Applause and booing broke out. Gathering up his papers, Breteuil left 
the rostrum. 

The Socialists had already arranged for a Radical to speak in defence 
of the Government; this would be more diplomatic. When the Speaker 
called on Tessa, there was a burst of friendly applause from the Left. The 
Right were silent. Tessa began his speech in a low, tense voice. He deplored 
the loss of a young life, condemned those who were aiming to plunge the 
country into civil war, praised the defenders of Verdun and quoted Victor 
Hugo. The deputies glanced at one another in perplexity. Suddenly Tessa 
turned to Villard and said: 

“To my regret I am obliged to admit that in tolerating the seizure of the 
factories the Government are giving their approval to violence. I say this 
as a supporter of social justice, as a deputy of the Popular Front. . . 

This was so unexpected that for a moment nobody spoke. Then Breteuil 
got up and shouted “Bravo !” with all the power of his lungs. A storm of 
cheering and clapping shook the Chamber: the Right and a section of the 
Radicals applauded furiously. In vain Herriot tried to restrain the deputies: 
resentment at defeat, hatred of the Popular Front, the alarm of the last few 
weeks—all this was expressed in the applause. Villard’s face lengthened: 
a good half of the Radicals were applauding ! What would become of the 
Popular Front ? Tessa went on to speak of his confidence in the Government, 
but everybody realized this was merely gilding the pill. • 

Tessa was followed by a Communist deputy from one of the northern 
constituencies, a foundry-worker with purple veins standing out on his face. 

“We demand that the Government puts a stop to the activities of the 
Fascist assassins,” he said. “There must be an investigation of the activities 
of the deputy Breteuil. . . .” 

The Right began to^clamour. Breteuil had left the hall, but his friends 
went on shouting: “/I la bonne heure!" The Socialists sat motionless, as 
though they were not concerned with what was going on. They thought the 
Communist’s language was too harsh. At last Herriot donned the tall hat 
that signified the adjournment. Like a lot of schoolboys let out of class, the 
deputies rushed joyfully into the lobbies and the bar. 

The Radical deputies met for a private conference. Some of them 
approved of Tessa’s speech. Others talked of the ‘country’s disappointed 
hopes’—the first rift in the Popular Front, and the intrigues of the Right. 
Modestly Tessa explained: “I wanted to save the Popular Front and our 
Party.” After a long dispute the Radicals decided to fall into line with the 
Socialists, pointing out the desirability of clearing the factories. The 
Socialists delayed their reply: Villard wanted to negotiate with Desser. 
There was disappointment among the public in the galleries when Herriot 
proposed to postpone the discussion of Breteuil’s question till the evening 



session, and to deal with the bill on the prevention of foot-and-mouth 
disease. Breteuil shouted: “The Radicals have got cold feet, and Villard’s 
waiting for instructions from Moscow.” 

A Socialist rushed at Breteuil swinging his lists. Breteuil gave him a slap 
on the face. A scuffle broke out. A steward got trampled underfoot by the 
deputies, and Herriot went on ringing and ringing his little bell. Then the 
deputies went off to the bar: everybody was tortured with thirst. Only some 
thirty deputies were present at the session, and even they paid little attention 
to the monotonous voice of the speaker and sat reading newspapers or 
writing letters to their electors. 

It was with a heavy heart that Villard went off to see Desser. He had 
hesitated a long time, debating with himself whether the visit would lower 
his dignity. To think that he, a Minister of the Popular Front, was truckling 
to a mysterious financier, who not so very long ago had been supporting 
Breteuil’s gangsters ! But what was to be done ? The strikes were spreading 
like ripples in a pond. All France seemed to be on strike. The movement 
had spread from Paris to the provinces. Buses were stopping. Ships were 
remaining in port. Every day brought new surprises. Actors were taking 
over the theatres; cashiers were closing the wickets of the cash-desks and 
grave-diggers were refusing to dig graves. But the owners stood firm. Some 
of them were saying: “All the better ! Let everything go to the devil !” 
The life of the country was paralysed. At any rate, thought Villard, Desser 
4 was the best type of representative of capitalism. It was essential to try to 
reach some sort of agreement with him and understand his game. 

Desser began by inquiring sympathetically after his health. Villard 
answered that he felt very tired. 

“That’s understandable,” said Desser. “Carrying out a strike like 
this. . . .” 


“We’re suffering from it just the same as you are,” said Villard. “That’s 
what I ve come to talk to you about. Tell me, what do you suggest ?” 

My friend, you’re a Minister, and I’m only a private individual. 1 await 
your decisions.” 

Villard wanted to get up and go away, but again the consciousness of his 
responsibility overcame his resentment. He said mildly: 

“I don’t understand your irony.” 

“It’s not irony, it’s self-defence. Judge for yourself. If 1 start asking for 
stern measures against the strikers, you’ll say that we ‘Two Hundred 
ramifies have prevented you from establishing paradise on earth. I prefer 
to wait. Maybe, you really are magicians. And maybe, you aren’t. Then 
tne workers will see lor themselves that you haven’t changed anything and 
1 ^ act you cou ^ n ’t. So I’m not insisting upon anything.” 

But to-day Tessa demanded that the factories should be cleared.” 

I know. Our friend Tessa is what I call young in mind. But I prefer 

to wait. I m not against police measures, but everything in its own time. 

How do you like my Marquet ? Of course, it isn’t as good as yours, but 
this green tone. ...” 


Desser switched the conversation to the subject of painting. Villard was 
Q ° mood lor pictures, and refused to play up. 

AnnIrL at »i Wa £- he to d ? ? Desser’s game seemed to be a complicated one. 
pp rently his intention was to split the Government majority. To-day 




half the Radicals had supported Tessa. Therefore, the factories would have 
to be cleared ? But in that case the workers would go with the Communists. 
That meant revolution. It was a disgusting game and it meant losing either 
way. Villard thought it over a long time. A voice that seemed to come from his 
feeling of fatigue suggested: ‘Why not wait?’ The waiting game was something 
he had known from childhood, cosy and close to his heart. Had he not 
waited all his life ? He had waited for victory in the elections, for the triumph 
of progress and for universal appeasement. And in his personal life he had 
waited for happiness, recognition and quiet. Desser was right to wait. Of 
course, it was necessary to wait ! They would all come to their senses. The 
main thing was not to make any drastic move. 

Before the evening session Villard received a report from the secret police. 
The agents stated that a split was beginning to show itself among the strikers. 
Many were advocating ending the strike. At the ‘Seine’ works the number 
of those in favour of an agreement was growing. Villard smiled with satis¬ 
faction. Then he thought to himself: ‘the total collapse of the strike must 
be prevented, otherwise the Right Radicals will take advantage of it. More¬ 
over, Desser is in a conciliatory mood. It should be possible to find a com¬ 
promise. Time is working for us. . . 

The Radicals failed to obtain anything. At the session the Government 
in the person of Villard gave a vague reply: it was necessary, on the one hand, 
to defend the interests of the workers, and on the other hand to uphold 
law and order. The Right protested, the Socialists applauded and the 
Radicals kept quiet. From his seat in the Chamber Tessa shouted: “It you 
don’t clear the factories, you’ll be swept away by a flood of public indignation.” 

Again there was a burst of clappmg and cheering. Villard smiled mourn¬ 
fully : he was tired, oh, so tired. 

But Tessa was the hero of the day. They shook him by the hand and 
compared him to Mirabeau, Lafayette and Gambetta. He was still flushed 
with the success of his speech in the Chamber. He felt himself to be a fearless 
champion, a fighter for the truth. He said: “I’m swimming against the tide.” 

When he got home he felt weak but happy. His wife was lying down as 
usual with a hot-water bottle. Lucien was out—enjoying himself before his 
departure. But Tessa wanted to tell somebody about his triumph, so he went 

to Denise. . 

He repeated his speech to her with all the gestures, and put on a different 

voice for asides such as ‘here they applauded like mad.’ 

He was so carried away that he did not look at Denise. She was sitting 
in a kind of coma. For the last few days she had been thinking about her 
father. Back in the winter she had known very little about politics: she 
thought her father was engaged in a boring, but honourable profession. 
Now that she was going to meetings and following the Press, her tather’s 
talk at the dinner-table had become unbearable. He was revealing himself 
to her more and more as a slovenly dabbler in politics, who was ready to 
strike any bargain that suited him. 

The fever of the Paris streets took hold of Denise. She read in the papers 
that Michaud was leading the strikers in the ‘Seine’ works. She believed in 
him and looked on the strike as a battle for justice. When she heard of the 
young workers assassination, she remembered Michaud’s words that the 
only way to unite words and actions was with blood. She asked herself 
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what she ought to do. She was reserved by nature and fought shy of gestures 
and loud words. She wanted to do something to strike out her past at one 
go. She wished she could ask Michaud’s advice, but Michaud was busy with 
something else. And now her father had come to her and was boasting about 
his behaviour and repeating that those damned ‘grabbers’ were to blame for 
everything. Suddenly she interrupted him: 

“That’s quite enough !*’ 

Tessa looked at his daughter in astonishment. What on earth was the 
matter with her ? She stood there, tall and slender. Her beauty had taken on 
a look of austerity; her angry eyes stared at him. 

“What’s the matter with you ?” Tessa said. 

“I can’t listen to that sort of thing ! I don’t want to offend you, but what 
you’re saying seems to me to be unworthy. Perhaps 1 feel as they do. . . . 
Probably, one has got to live differently. 1 don’t know. . . . But what 
agony this is ! . . .” She ran out of the room. 

Tessa felt annoyed and went up to his wife’s room. “Your daughter 
takes after you,’’ he said. “She’s got some sort of religious fanaticism. 
Heaven. Hell. The deuce knows what !’’ 

“Paul, why must you make fun of me ?” 

“I’m not making fun of you. You’re all off your heads. But I’m a free- 
thinking man and I prefer purgatory.” 

He went off to Paulette’s where he sa r gloomily drinking brandy. In vain 
Paulette tried to distract him. When she said: “Kiss me, little chicken !” 
he didn’t budge and only muttered wearily: “Everything’s going to the 
devil, absolutely everything.” 


20 

Jeannot s mother, Clemence Duval, was a rather querulous but good- 
woman with rheumatic hands, grey hair turning yellowish and the 
still sparkling eyes of a former beauty. She went out to work, did young 
bachelors rooms, washed floors, ironed and darned, and managed to scrape 
up a living At one time things had been more difficult—her husband was 
killed just before the Armistice and she was left with two small children on 
tier hands. Many bitter complaints were heard in the poky little room on 

floor with its stone floor, smoky stove and enormous bedsteads 
which Clemence had inherited from her grandmother. At times there was 
not enough money for a bucket of coal and the children froze: or else 
a « nn ,? t s J[ ous ® rs were worn out or an exercise book had to be bought for 

, ul ? he mana ged to set the children on their feet. Annette married 
man? e !?. er in a ? en 8ineering works and went away to Lyons. Jeannot 

waff 8 ThIf a 8t ^, ken on at the ‘Seine’ works. What a piece of luck that 
Thk wlf d . y C16mence even bought a bottle of wine with a label on iu 

abou.T, r°:, S f rpr : S1 T., S ° ma "y lads of age were wandering 

in the honf 3u feetS of J he Par,s suburbs and going from factory to factory 

‘No hands w/nffn ® ? ken 0n ’ But the same notice was on al1 the gates: 
neiuhbof^ ' vanted - *r v en apprentices were not being taken. Her women 
gh ours were complaining then- grown-up sons were 'a 4 burden to us all, 
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and Clemence could scarcely believe her eyes when Jeannot brought home 
his first pay-envelope. 

She was proud of her lively young son, but was always afraid something 
might happen to him; he was very given to pulling people’s legs and was 
always the first to pick a quarrel. How many times had she told him he 
might easily come to grief. She still regarded him as a boy, whom she could 
justly clout for any silly prank. When he started to go to meetings, she grew 
alarmed. Her heart warned her there was danger. She told him to give it 
up and tried to frighten him, but he passed it off with a joke. On May Day 
that vear she had seen him march past carrying a red flag. Clemence was 
not a church-goer. She held that if God existed, there was no way of 
getting at Him. Nevertheless, when she saw Jeannot with that flag she 
crossed herself. She was afraid he was on the road to ruin. 

Then the strike broke out. And what a strike ! In the past the workers 
had gone on strike quietly. They sat at home and waited. Now they had 
invented the stay-in strike. They might be arrested for that. Clemence tried 
to put Jeannot to shame and urged him to return home but he refused to 
listen. Each evening she took him eggs, cheese, and sausage. She did not 
complain of being short of money. She wasn’t afraid on her own account. 

Then came the terrible news. From that moment she seemed to be 
struck dumb. Neither her neighbours nor her relations nor Jeannot’s. 
comrades heard her spe^k a single word. At the funeral she walked at the 
head of the mourners, weeping silently. Behind her walked Jeannot’s aunt 
with her children, some of the neighbours, and a delegation of workers from 

the ‘Seine’ factory with Michaud at their head. 

It had been decided that the workers would not leave the factory till 
victory was achieved, and for this reason the funeral was on a small scale. 
They buried Jeannot in the suburban cemetery among the closest graves with 
their iron crosses and bead-woven wreaths. It was a sultry summer morning. 
There was a smell of mignonette and the birds were warbling. No speeches 
were made. Jeannot’s comrades silently shook Clemence by the hand, one 
after the other; only the red ribbons on the wreath held by Michaud told 

of the terrible tragedy. , f . r 4 „ . 

As the delegates were on their way back to the factory, a turner named 

Sylvain suddenly cried out angrily: “They make speeches and kill other 

Pe °The police had not deceived Villard. The situation at the ‘Seine’ works 
was difficult. Two weeks of the strike had broken many of the men’s will to 
hold out Wives were now coming to the gates with complaints instead of 
provisions; their money was all spent and the shopkeepers refused to give 
credit For a few hours Jeannot’s murder had roused everybody, they wanted 
to get their own back on the murderers, and Michaud had difficulty in restrain¬ 
ing his comrades. But by the evening they were once again in the grip of 
pessimism; their families were starving, the strike had gone on so long, 
and it was all for nothing ! People who were in touch with the management 
spread all kinds of rumours—the works would be closed until January tor 
want of orders; the police had presented an ultimatum to evacuate the 

factory, otherwise they would use gas. , . . 

The discontented elements among the strikers grouped themselves around 
Sylvain, a of violent impulses and no balance. At the beginning of the 
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strike he proposed starting up the factory and replacing the management 
with an elected committee. When they laughed at him. he lost his temper. 
“Then it’s all up with us,’ he shouted. “Desser can easily wait, but we 
can’t.” When his wife told him she hadn’t even a franc left for milk, he 
flared up again : “It’s time we wound up this idiotic strike !” He spoke 
hysterically, with tears in his voice. Each day the men listened to him more 
willingly. He proposed they should arrange a secret ballot: he was convinced 
that ten thousand of the eighteen thousand workers would vote for calling off 
the strike. Michaud objected that it was a question of honour and the 
voting should be held openly. He was far from being sure that the comrades 
would hold out. The day of defeat seemed close at hand. 

Desser, of course, was well informed of everything that was going on at 

the factory, and he decided to try and break the strike. He again sent for 
Pierre. 


“How do you do, my dear enthusiast ! Incarceration has done you good. 
You’re looking fine. I want to transmit my views to the strike committee. 
I ve been told you’re a member of it. I accept the points regarding wages and 
T'k r ^*u^t^ 10Urs * ^ categorically reject collective bargaining and paid holidays, 
that belongs to the realm of miracles. Do you still believe in Villard ? 

Maybe, he U work a miracle. As far as I’m concerned, if the strike isn’t 
called off. I’ll shut down the factory.” 

“I don’t think your proposition will be accepted.” 

Usually impulsive and enthusiastic, Pierre was now curt. Desser at 
once sensed his hostility. 

“Why get angry ?” he said. “I’m a capitalist. That tells you everything, 
l he workers are right in their way. But you, you’re neither fish, fowl, nor 
good red-herring, yet you want to be a beef-steak, and a bloody one at that ! 
Dreams ! What’s collective bargaining to you ? You’re breaking your 
neck, but people remain people just the same.” 

“I believe in them,” Pierre said. 

v ‘, No ; y ° u do ^ t - Maybe you like them. But you don’t believe in them. 

you re leading the people to the most blood-thirsty despotism. How sad 
it cill is ! 

1 aw , ay \ Desser looked out of the window at the clear blue 

an y H ’ red fla ?» 5^?. loun g* n g lad on guard outside the management offices 
and Desser envied Pierre: he was stupid, but happy. He believed in some- 

matt ? 1r in , what ? D esser experienced a wave of loneliness. 

™ ► e 11 wa ?.j° wake U P m the morning and to start the busy day that 
was empty as a wilderness. 

Mic , hau ,^ ° f Desser ' s proposition. Immediately Michaud 

SfcJS. iK, SJP mor “‘ s - To ™ row "«•" *» *» -» 

evervon? „ t , h ° U ^ t £ was "pessary to act cautiously and explain to 

know 11 wa ? all about. Above all, Sylvain must not be allowed to 

Sadln^ M- s °u ffer - The y discussed the matter for a long time 

’esture embraced Pierre, and Pierre realized how much this 

a word. U H was so worked up himself that he was unable to utter 

inner 1 he a ev«n a i 1 MH n h'- ly regar .ded Pierre with some distrust. In moments of 
ang e even called him a milk-sop because of his softness: he couldn’t 
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forgive him for admiring the Socialists, especially Villard. Since the strike, 
however, Michaud had got to know and like Pierre. The fact that he. one 
of the best engineers of the ‘Seine' works, had thrown in his lot with the 
workers was evidence of his courage and disinterestedness. Pierre had the 
gift of attracting people in everyday life. He was fantastically romantic, 
always thinking out some impossible plan, but whenever Michaud told him 
it wouldn’t work he never argued or took offence, but promptly started to 
think out something else. He was a gay southerner and could always make 
people laugh even when things were at their worst: he would tell Marseilles 
stories, hop about and play the fool. Although Pierre was two years older 
than himself Michaud thought of him kindly as ‘a child.’ 

Sometimes they had vigorous arguments. As the result either of his 
education or his kindly, carefree disposition, Pierre steadfastly maintained 
the ideas of the last century. He would have cultivated people like dowers 
—with a watering-can in his hand. He believed it was possible to win people 
over by persuasion, and Villard’s professorial tones sounded to him like 
wisdom. When Michaud chaffed him, Pierre would smile sadly, like a child 
being deprived of his favourite toy. 

Now Michaud said to him: “You must explain your conversation with 
Desser at the meeting. You can do that quite well. 1 felt at once that all was 
not well with Desser.” 

“All right,” Pierre said. “But do you know what’s the funniest thing ot 
all ? Desser’s in a bad way all round. His millions are millions all right, but 
his life isn’t worth two sous to him. He went for a walk with me once and 
told me so. Apparently he’s just drifting along.” 

“You talk like an intellectual,” Michaud said. “But 1 know that if they 
do beat us you won’t fail. You’ll go to the same wall. And I’ll answer for 
you if we win. But you’ve got one pound of faith to ten pounds of pity. 
There’s a girl I know, a student. Sometimes it seems to me that weakness 
is greater than strength to her. I’m damned if I know ! . . . But she herself 

is strong. I’ll say she is. And how !” 

He smiled dreamily and bashfully. Pierre beamed with pleasure; so 
Michaud too could understand that! But Michaud was already on his way 
round the factory, talking and persuading. 

Sylvain got to know about Desser’s offer: the management’s spies made 
sure of that. And Sylvain himself lost no time. The word ‘agreement 
passed round the yard and the workshops, exciting the men who were weary 
of their long spell of idleness and separation from their families, and alarmed 
at their plight. The agreement had only to be signed and this dog’s life would 
end right away ! Sylvain whispered to them: “They’re keeping it secret. 
What for ? Politics ! But our people can die of hunger.” 

Towards evening the situation became threatening. Pierre tried to warn 
them of Desser’s cunning, but Sylvain’s followers spurned him: “Engineer ! 
How much have you got in the savings bank ?” It was said that Sylvain had 
organized a meeting for ten o’clock that evening and the voting would be in 
favour of agreement. Pierre was in low spirits and thought that all was lost. 
And not 6nly Pierre; Michaud tried to keep calm and even joked, but it 
cost him a great effort. In his heart he felt that only a miracle could save 
them. He would have to make up his mind to do something: the fate of 
his comrades and, maybe, of the whole Paris strike now depended on him. 
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When it was getting dark, he said to Pierre: “Listen. I'm going out lor 
an hour. Don’t tell anyone. They’ll say I’ve run away.” 

“Where are you going to ? The committee ?” 

Michaud didn’t answer. 

Clemence was sitting at the dusty window, motionless as a dead shr ub 
Michaud came into the room and gently took hold of her flabby red hand 
He wanted to speak, but couldn’t. He had come to this woman lor help, but 
her grief enveloped him like a warm mist. He forgot everything he had meant 
to say. He forgot about the strike, Sylvain, and the question of agreement. 
His only thought was for the mother of his comrade. He began to talk about 
Jeannot, about the way he had joked a few minutes before his death and 
about his cheer!ulness and courage. He talked passionately in broken 
snatches. Never belore had he spoken with so much anguish. 

It grew dark. Clemence did not turn on the light. In the dark room 
Jeannot seemed to come to Life again. It was here that he had grown up, 
played with his bricks on the floor, told his mother about his comrades, the 
demonstrations and the clashes with the police. Clemence felt that his short 
but crowded life filled everything; and out there in the factory his life was 
going on. So strong was her perception ot the ties and kinship between her 
dead Jeannot and this man, a stranger to her, that she thought with fear in 
her heart: ‘And they'll kill him too ! They’re all madmen !’ 

Suddenly Michaud stopped talking: he remembered the factory, Legrais 
and Pierre. He stood up. / 

“We need your help,’’ he said. 

Then without a thought Clemence followed him out. 

The workers had all collected in the factory yard as on the first day of the 
strike Sylvain was taking advantage of Michaud’s absence. He declared 
that the management had accepted the workers’ demands but the strike 
committee was concealing the fact. When Michaud came up to the crowd 
the vote was being taken. On all sides men were shouting that the majority 
were in favour ol agreement. It was difficult to tell whether this was true 
or not as hands kept being raised and lowered. Many had no idea what 

ey were voting lor. People were shouting and swearing at one another. 
All was excitement and contusion. 

Michaud mounted a lorry and called out: “Comrades, wait a 


him short : “That’s enough ! They’ve already voted ! 

th^’! C ^ aUd . rc C us ®^ to m: “All may have their say and vote. But 
h S u/ n ?u Wh ° ls . sllent: Jeannot. Have you forgotten about him ? Jeannot’s 
ner ®: With tjs. Jeannot s mother will speak for him.’’ 

th _ , s “ en . c ® ^ame over the crowd. Jeannot’s loss wa still fresh, and 

tJfrTtoi ' Q a S enef h ,°y er f d over everybody. The old woman with her red, 
she tK ° CkS ° f ? rt:y halr climbed U P on the lorry. In silence 

rades what Jeannot dld when he went with his com- 

° the me f t . 18 ' Clemence wanted to say something. Her lips moved 

all thefr Unab 6 10 U , tter a word - But her fisl shook above the crowd, and 
of ™mtr. e , r L ra,Sed reS r, nse - When M ‘chaucl said: “Those m favour 
vo.K K^ not a single hand went down. Even Sylvain 
^ trlke; Ctemence’s eyes were nxed on him. 
en Clemence said: ‘Now I’m going to stay here. Instead of Jeannot.” 




She glanced tenderly at Michaud. “Don’t you go to the gates. They’ll kill 
you.” 

It was the fifteenth day of the strike. That night Pierre danced around 
Michaud rejoicing like a child, and kept shouting: “We’ve won ! We’ve 
won !” 

Three days later Desser telephoned to Villard: “I’ve decided to accept 
their terms. We’ve got some very urgent orders on hand. And besides, the 
winner is he who knows how to retreat. However, I’ve no need to tell you 
that. You, my friend, know how to retreat—like Napoleon.” 

Desser wanted to distract himself a little with this rather tactless joke. 
Capitulation filled him with resentment and wounded his self-esteem. Now 
Pierre was probably grinning. But how could one go on losing half a million 
a day ? Politics were a game like the Stock Exchange. To-day the workers 
were going to the seaside. To-morrow they might be going to the concen¬ 
tration camp. The famous pendulum was beginning to play tricks. It was 
swinging too abruptly. So was Desser* s heart: he was not feeling well; his 
doctor had forbidden alcohol, tobacco and coffee. But he was not obeying 
his doctor: his heart needed a stimulant, if not love, then some substitute. 

At seven o’clock in the evening of the nineteenth day of the strike the 
agreement was signed. The original demands of the workers were only 
slightly modified. Everybody rea'ized that it was a victory. 

The ‘Seine’ works had opened the battle and had been followed by the 
others. Their victory meant a victory for all. In the course of the day, news 
of the capitulation of other owners began to pour in. Joliot wrote in a 
lyrical strain: ‘The armistice has been signed. Now, Frenchmen, back to 

work ! The wounds must be healed !’ 

At eight o’clock in the evening the workers of the ‘Seine’ factory lined 
up in columns and, after their three weeks’ voluntary incarceration, left the 
building with bands playing and flags flying. At their head walked Clemence 
and Michaud. Thousands of people joyfully greeted the victors. Amongst 
them were the families of the strikers, the residents of the factory district 
and the delegates of the various unions. The summer twilight was falling 
and the first stars were coming out in the still bright sky. Their blue sparkling 
seemed mysterious above the gold of the sunset. The festive crowd filled 
the streets and the terraces of the cafes. The people welcomed the workers, 
handing them flowers and treating them to beer. 

Michaud Was supporting Clemence. The events of the past few days 
had so exhausted her that she could hardly stand on her feet. She had got 
used to Michaud and kept her eye on him like a mother. Now they would 
soon have to part. He would go about his business, hurry olf to the meetings 
like Jeannot and shout till he got killed. And she would, go back to her 
empty room with its stone floor and the big bedstead. . , 

Suddenly Clemence said: “Why don’t you get married? Anyway, its 
better than being single. Otherwise you’ll be all alone. ^You’ll get killed 
and there’ll be nobody to weep for you. That’s not nice !” 

Michaud smiled bashfully. The trees were etched black against the sky. 
A light blue haze hovered over the Seine. Everywhere Michaud seemed to 
catch the gleaming of a familiar face : it was Denise coming to meet him, 
smiling and stealthily squeezing his hand. 
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Having persuaded himself that the studio was unbearably stuffy, Andre 
turned the easel to the wall and went out. Of late he had been unable to 
settle down to work. He had not been giving himself airs when he told his 
old school-friends that he did not understand politics. That was three 
months ago. Since then there had been great changes. Politics had forced 
their way into his studio without asking. He now picked up the paper the 
first thing in the morning, and listened to the conversations in the streets. 
Everybody was talking about the strikes, the battle of the political parties 
and war. The movement which had taken hold of the city roused a new set 
of feelings in Andre. He was too closely connected with the people and too 
integrated a character not to feel the strength of solidarity and the fever 01 
their hopes. Yes, that’s how it all was ! But how could he get on with still- 
life? 

At some time or other Andre had read an article about the scientific 
treatment of the cultivation of wheat in the Soviet Union. He was fond of 
everything connected with the life of the soil, and as a man of peasant 
origin the article interested him particularly. When he was roaming about 
the streets he began to think about what he had read, and decided that 
painting was in a bad way. There were trees that only began to blossom 
in the eighth or ninth decade of growth. The gardener planted the seed, 
knowing that it was his son, perhaps his grandson, who would see the fruit. 
But over there a few days in the life of a one-year-old plant had changed the 
face of a whole region. Obviously, it was all a question of the age. The 
painter needed quiet; he lived by immobility. He portrayed a mature 
world, with a wealth of established forms and fixed colours. In periods of 
decline or upheaval there was nothing for him to do. Lucien had said at 
the Maison de Culture that a revolutionary without good taste was un¬ 
thinkable. Nonsense. There were times when ‘good taste’ became a painful 
vice like that ‘blue blood’ for which they cut off people’s heads in 1793. 
The rehabilitation of history referred rather to epochs than to individuals. 
One epoch produced Robespierre, another—Delacroix; yet Robespierre 
was not responsible for David’s painting, any more than Delacroix was 
responsible for the parsimony of Louis-Philippe. Lucien wanted to introduce 
a correction, a rectification, into historical events as into a theatrical mise 
en scdne. But he was not a stage-manager; he was a dumb performer. 
Anyway, that still-life had got to be finished while there was still time, a 
studio and paints ! Andre forced himself back to work, but it was no use; 
an hour later he again threw his brushes aside. 

Soon it would be the evening hour, which he had been waiting for so 
eagerly, when he would sit by the radio. Jeannette was still working at the 
Poste Parisien studio, and the contrast of her deep, nervous voice with the 
banal words of the advertisements seemed to Andre as painful as his own 

thoughts. He recalled Laforgue’s poetry and Pascin’s water-colours: what 
childish and morbid irony ! 

He often asked himself: ‘What is Jeannette to me ?’ The word ‘love’ 
never entered his head. He thought how little he knew her, perhaps they had 
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nothing in common and it was all just a caprice. Andr6 was made for great 
and enduring sentiments; affection was slow to develop in him, striking 
deep roots and requiring patience and careful attention. Since his last 
meeting with Lucien he had been feeling rather like somebody who had fallen 
into the water: he felt guilty of having made a tactless admission. Lucien 
had been right to imply: “What’s it got to do with you?” Andre told 
himself that he ought to give up this caprice, but when evening came he 
again rushed over to the radio set. 

How could he work ? The red flags of the stone-masons on strike fluttered 
on the scaffolding in the neighbouring streets. On the radio Jeannette’s 
voice alternately recommended love and patent medicines. It was July and 
the weather was sultry. The thunder-storms at night failed to clear the air. 
Andre was beginning to feel exhausted. 

At the beginning of July the well-to-do quarters of Paris were deserted. 
In previous years many people put off their departure for the seaside or the 
spas until the end of the month, fearing the roads and trains would be 
crowded. But the events of the past few weeks had caused the Parisian 
bourgeoisie to disperse earlier than usual. They were going further afield, 
to the south, declaring that the centre of France would be overrun by the 
workers who were now having holidays with pay. Respectable business 
men were horrified at the prospect of finding stokers and stone-masons 
sitting next to them on the beach. The gossip columnists whined that the 
watering-places were ‘befouled.’ The lucky ones went off to Switzerland 
or Italy. Nobody who was ‘anybody’ wanted to stay in Paris: they were 
frightened at the thought of the big demonstration which was to take place 
on the Fourteenth of July. Once upon a time everybody celebrated that day; 
but now the national holiday represented the triumph of the Popular Front, 
and Breteuil’s friends who remained in the capital made haste to remove the 
flags from their houses in order not to participate in the general celebrations. 

In the working-class quarters a joyful atmosphere prevailed. The holidays 
with pay, which had given Desser so much to think about, immediately 
became part of life and led to long conversations as to where the most 
picturesque places were to be found and which river had the most fish. When 
gossiping in the working-class cafes, Desser would say: “What a marvellous 
country ! They expected a revolution and what they’re going to have is a 
gigantic angling competition !” After the stormy June days, July seemed 
a month of bucolic calm. True, the Communists talked of a counter- 
offensive by the employers and of Breteuil’s conspiracy, but their talk was 
soon forgotten over maps and railway-guides, new bicycles, new bathing- 
dresses. Most of the paid holidays were to take place in August, and the 
Paris workers got ready to celebrate the Fourteenth of July at home. To 
some people this meant a military parade, to others a political demonstra¬ 
tion, and to many more it meant dancing in the streets. . r .. 

On the evening of the thirteenth of July, dancing was already m tun 
swing. There seemed to be hardly a single unemployed musician left m 
Paris. On all sides people were shouting, trumpeting, whistling and generally 
letting themselves go. Stands were set up in ail the squares for the orchestras; 
trumpeters with faces coppery and the veins bursting out on their foreheads 
thirstily gulped beer. Processions bearing multi-coloured Chinese lanterns 
swung through the streets. The cafes set out all the tables they could find: 
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dining-tables, kitchen tables, card-tables. The weather was hot, ana every¬ 
body took off their coats as though they were in the country. Men danced 
away in their shirt-sleeves, the metal plates on their braces flashing in the 
light. Little children squealed or slumbered in their mothers’ arms. Con* 
jurers swallowed fire, and produced chickens from battered top-hats. 
Hawkers went about selling crystallized fruits, flowers and paper fans. There 
were booths everywhere with fortune-tellers, roulette-wheels and shooting 
galleries. Boys shot down the ping-pong balls tossed up by a jet of water, 
shattered the whirling clay pipes. And over all roared the roundabouts with 
their traditional dappled horses or more up-to-date aeroplanes. 

Nothing showed more clearly the provincial character of Paris, made up 
of hundreds ol little towns, each of which has its own main street, its own 
cinemas, its own heroes and its own local gossip. The central districts that 
in the daytime teemed with unknown passers-by were empty. But there were 
no passers-by in the squares of the working-class quarters: here everyone 
knew everyone else and the dancing was a family affair. 

All the evening Andre strolled about the streets. He loved the people’s 
holidays for their picturesqueness and boisterous, unaffected gaiety. He 
loved the stalls with gingerbread pigs on whose backs you could have your 
sweetheart’s name written in sugar icing. He loved the accordions and 
barrel-organs and the traditional sadness of that blaring music. But now 
he telt lonely, especially when he found himsell in the Place de la Bastille. 
There, on that sultry evening the people were dancing light-heartedly on 
their ancient battle-ground. From the distance, the sound of the thousands 
ol couples whirling round and round, was like the surge ol the sea. Andre 
turned back towards the Seine and then walked up to his favourite square, 
the Contre-escarpes. Here all the poor people ol the neighbourhood were 
making merry amid the fantastic signs and dark green chestnut trees, it was 
after midnight. Andre was sitting drinking warm beer when he suddenly 
caught sight ol Jeannette. She had arrived with the actors. He was so delighted 
that he cried out. Then, after fidgeting in his chair and cursing himself for 
a tool, he went up to her. 

“Will you dance?’’ 

She looked at him with her astonished eyes and they started to dance in 
snence. Both were so surprised at this wonderful meetmg that they frowned 
ana looked stiff. It was a chaste passion, and somehow Andre was unaware 
that his hand was touching Jeannette’s body and that he could feel her 
reatning. The square was crowded and they were constantly bumping into 

rir!T r , COL I p,es > bu } to them it seemed as though they had escaped to some 
remote plain or desert. 

Then Andie suggested they go for a stroll. Jeannette said: 

,, m w,th some P e °Ple. . . . Oh, never mind. I’ll tell them to wait for 


liW>^M Wen ^ d 9‘ wr \ a . nar i row » dim-lit street, holding each other’s hands 
works* lldreD m the dark * Jeannette fcdked about the evening at the ‘Seine’ 

“1 don’t understand much about it,’’ she said. “You see 1 hardlv ever 
read the papers. But that was the real thing. How they listened ! ^Thev 

whaf for* 6 f>° h UCh ^ at aft * rwards 1 w ent home and howled. 1 don’t know 
what for. Perhaps because it was so good.’’ 




“All these weeks,” said Andre, “I’ve been going about, listening and look¬ 
ing. I don’t know what’s going to come out of it all, but it’s extraordinary 1 
Everything with them is simple and deep. I feel they have roots. But you 
and I are used to something different, to other people altogether. Maybe, 
they have a lot of taste, but they’re light. It’s easy to blow them away. 
There are plants like that in the fields. They’re torn up and they sail away 
heaven knows where. And it’s all arbitrary, accidental. . . .” 

Jeannette stopped and said sadly: “Andre, that’s us.” 

They came out into the brightly lit Place d’ltalie, where there was 

music, fireworks, laughter. 

“You know,” said Jeannette, “the frailty amazes me. . . .” 

“Frailty of what ?” 

“Of everything. One ought to be able to get used to the idea. It isn’t 

as if 1 were a young girl. But no. . . .” 

Andre was deeply moved: she was expressing his own thoughts. 
“Why is it we think exactly alike ?” he said. 

“I daresay in a sense it’s the result of art. When I was at the factory, I 
had this feeling. I thought: ‘They may consider us to be on their side, they 
may like us and spoil us, but there’ll come a moment when we’ll find ourselves 
left out.’ 1 can’t explain it. Have you noticed how people pronounce the 
word ‘art’ ? Sometimes like the beginning of a prayer, but more often like 
the name of a disease, plague or cholera. No doubt, they’ll soon invent 
some kind of inoculation. Andre, do you like riding on merry-go- 


rounds ?” 

Grotesque animals, green and orange, dragons, unicorns and centaurs 
rushed round, rising and falling. The enormous organ roared: ‘You’ll 
never know how much I loved you . . .’ Andre and Jeannette climbed up 
on a shiny blue elephant. A sudden fresh breeze drove away the stifling 

atmosphere. . 

They came down with their arms round each other. They were silent. 

At moments like this you were afraid to say a word, afraid even to look 

round or move your hand—in case happiness might slip away. 

Jeannette was the first to recover her senses. She began to be afraid 

there might be trouble in store for her if she didn’t go away at once ! This 

was no passing fit of passion, it was something strong and devouring. 

They couldn’t live together. They were infected with the same disquiet; 

they were of the same breed. . . . What was it he said ? Yes, a plant that 

drifted from field to field. With him ? No, it would be like incest! 

“Andre, I must go,” she said, “they’re waiting for me.” 

At the dark corner of the square, under a chestnut tree where a stray 

lantern gleamed among the leaves, she kissed him tenderly—with a kind of 

renunciation, as if he were not a man so much as a gift. He put his arms 

round her timidly. She moved away: “You needn’t. ...” 

He did not ask why. They walked back in silence to the Place Contre- 

escarpes and parted without a word. 

The other actors began chaffing Jeannette about her ‘secret admirer. 

She did not answer. She felt terribly thirsty and drank sour wine like water. 

The wine made her feel even hotter; her temples began to throb. And the 

barrel-organ went on roaring out its complaint about unsuccessful love, and 

Jeannette thought vaguely: ‘That’s probably how an elephant declares its 
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love/ The blue elephant, . . . What had she done l She wanted to talk 
a lot, loud and fast. 

“How funny it all is !” she said. “They kept her underground all her life. 

In the Metro. No, deeper than that—in a mine. Deeper still—in hell. Then 

they brought her out and said to her: ‘Run, laugh, breathe !’ But she said: 

‘No/ Why ? Because she couldn’t run, couldn’t laugh, couldn’t breathe. 
No, no !” 

“What on earth you talking about ? Who said that ?” 

“The goddess in the text-book. Somebody 1 know asked her. You 
needn t be afraid, Marechal. It wasn’t you; it wasn’t any actor, ft was 
a brewer. Or myself. Does it matter who ?” 

‘‘You’re tight, that’s what you are !” 

“I don’t know. I feel I want to talk, but I can’t. Tell me, Marechal, have 
you ever thought about happiness ?” 

“Course not. Nobody thinks about happiness.” 

“Now you know that isn’t true. I’m always thinking about it. I look at 

people and I think: you see how they take care of their happiness—under 

a glass case, like cheese under a baize cloth. And they dance and dance. 

To-day they can still dance. You remember the lines: ‘Lisbon has perished, 

but in Paris they dance/ There was an earthquake then. Well, there 

may be another one here. Or a new volcano may erupt. Or the plague 

will break out. Or bombs will begin to drop from the sky. I don’t 

know. ... But this happiness, how frail it is ! Be careful, Marechal 
don t breathe !” 

The tears ran down her face as she talked. The dawn was breaking 

The people were going back to their homes. Somebodv next to her keot 
saying: K 

Never mind, darling, to-morrow we’ll be dancing again.” 

The faces of the people looked ghostly in the daylight. The deserted 

square was littered with trampled flowers, orange-peel, cigarette-ends, corks 
and crackers." 


When Andre got back to his studio, the huge rosy sun was rising over the 
sea ot roofs. Everything shone and quivered. Andre sat at the window 
madness was slowly spreading in his heart. He remembered everythin® • far 

the darkness of the crack-brained night the Chinese lanterns still 
glowed amongst the artificial leaves—like the sun over there. The roundabout 
was spinning round too fast. Yes, everything was spinning like that—it 

ro differenTSeXs ° f l ° 866 St ° rms and trees live according 


. nn ^recalled the words of Cezanne which he had often reflected over; 

obse ™ e Nature a long time. Then what is seen is liberated from 

tu6 nr np.nrp nf th#> Imhr or»/^ __? j _ - « « ^ 


Desire ? Hope ? Understand ? ' 1 

andlr e t h SUn WaS high in the sk y- Ths city was sleeping dead-t.red 

A ‘Jfi the go ^ geous **ght; and the light was devouring all the colours 
Andre gazed like a blind man at the world he failed to understand He 
dozed off as he sat, bathed in the golden July sun. 6 

Oeneral Picard cut a splendid Hgure on his light bay charger. 



At the 



head of the Moroccan tirailleurs he looked like some old military painting 
come to life. 

Every year there was a military parade on the fourteenth of July. Usually 
it attracted the middle-class section of the population, also modistes who 
adored uniforms, and swarms of little boys. But this year the parade drew 
other spectators. The habitues of the Champs-Elysees were far away at the 
seaside or the spas, and the fashionable quarter was invaded by the inhabi¬ 
tants of the suburbs. Workmen's caps were seen everywhere. Only at the 
corners of the streets stood elegantly dressed, arrogant young men in berets 
—the followers of Breteuil. They shouted: “Long live the Army !” The 
workers answered with: “Long live the Army of the Republic !” and 
although the Republic was already in its seventh decade, this cry had a 
challenging ring and frequently led to scuffles. 

Lately the Press had been writing a lot about the danger of war, and the 
ominous activity beyond the Rhine and the Alps. The people looked hope¬ 
fully at the soldiers’ helmets, the gunners and the cheerful-looking airmen. 
Military marches—‘Lorraine’ and ‘Sambre*—resounded continuously. 
People marched in step along the pavements, holding themselves erect, with 
a spirited look in their faces. There was something about the Army that 
captured the hearts of the crowd: the soldiers were all different heights, 
giants stalking beside little undersized fellows. They swung along easily, as 
though on the march, and the spectators recognized them as thetr own 

people. # . . 

The young men in berets greeted Picard with enthusiasm and theif shouts 

were taken up by the crowd. Picard was a General with a great past. He 

was twice wounded in the war and had the bearing of a brave man. But 

to-day Picard wore a smile of contempt, and on this occasion the mask 

corresponded exactly to his state of mind. The unusual public that attended 

the parade filled him with indignation. What pleasure it would give him 

to turn his Moroccans loose on such rabble ! He looked straight in front oi 

him in order to avoid the objectionable scene: and the spectacle of the 

Arc de Triomphe, that monument of past glory, seemed to him incompatible 

with a city that was in the hands of the riff-raff, where red flags were hanging 

out on all sides and where he, a fighting General, had to carry out the orders 

of upstarts and Masons. . 

A crowd of workers were standing near the Arc de Triomphe. When 

Picard came level with them, Michaud’s voice rang out: “Long live the-— 
Immediately Breteuil’s young men rushed at the workers. Police whistles 
shrilled. Picard’s horse pricked up its ears; but the General did not even 
glance at the pavement. Only his sneer became still more pronounced and 
again the word ‘Rabble !’ passed through his mind. 

$ For the last two years the Champs-Elysees had been the sacred preserve 
of the Fascists. Every day they beat up the sellers of Left newspapers, 
workers suspected of being in sympathy with the Popular Front, and Jews. 
The chic public on the cafe terraces was quite accustomed to these goings-on 

of Gilded Youth. . J ’ 

To-day, however, the Champs-Elysees were occupied by new-comers 

from other quarters and a regular battle broke out near the Arc de Triomphe. 

The Fascists were armed with rubber clubs, fife-preservers and knives. One 

of the workers fell to the ground with blood all over his face. Michaud 
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tried to tight his way out ol a ring. Suddenly he felt a sharp pain, as though 
he had been slashed across the back with a cane. He gripped a door-key in 
his fist and began to punch away at his attackers. The gendarmes energeti¬ 
cally shielded the Fascists. They weren't thinking about Blum or Villard: 
through sheer torce ot habit they batoned anyone who was not well dressed 
and protected the habitues ol the Champs-Elysees. Michaud’s comrades 
hurried to his rescue. A Fascist tried to knock him down, but Michaud 
laid him out. 


The soldiers glanced at the tussle as they marched past. 

Michaud sighed as he examined his coat which had been slashed with 

a knife. He did not teel any pain, although there was a bright red mark 

on his back like a burn. His comrades took him to a chemist’s. He made 

them all laugh, repeating over and over again: “Oh, the bastards ! My best 
suit, too !” 

After the parade Picard took a hasty lunch. An hour latei he left in 
civilian clothes lor the country, in every village his car was held up by 
young people dancing in the streets. The general gaiety drove him nearly 
frantic. He closed his eyes; he would have given anything to silence those 
accordions and saxophones ! 

Breteuil was waiting tor him in a small house near Ferte. It was an 
exquisite neighbourhood and suggested a love idyll rather than a meeting- 
place lor conspirators. The house stood on the steep bank of the Marne. 
From the veranda you could see the river, the islands overgrown with rushes, 
and the meadows with the dappled cows that seemed to drowse with their 
muzzles dipping into the bright green grass. Wistaria twined itself over the 
veranda, tilling the air with a sweet langour. 

Stern and gloomy as ever, Breteuil related in a metallic voice the events 
of the past tew days. 

“Tessa has collected a considerable group,” he said, “but I don’t think 
the matter will be decided in Parliament. The Spaniards are going to make 

a move very soon, if they succeed in liquidating the Popular Front, we’re 
going to move too—this autumn.” 


Picard remembered the crowd in the Champs-Elysees. 

“The poison has penetrated deep,” he said. “It will be necessary to 
destroy hundreds ot thousands. And it’s difficult to tell how the Army’s 
going to behave. What are officers without soldiers ? Romanticism. 1 don’t 
xnow. What are you reckoning on ?” 

. earl Y to about that,” Breteuil said. '‘The arms from Dusseldorf 

nave been supplied. Of course, they’re only a snack. But compared with 

wnat your Colonel gave us it’s quite a lot. Now there’s something else 

Can y°, u Set the plan of mobilization? You see, one must expect 

• ln S with these blockheads. 1 don’t want to see us caught unawares 
in the event of war. ...” 

lo °ked away. Though intensely devoted to Breteuil, for the first 
urne be was seized with doubt: ought he to carry out this request ? Picard 

miiiu f ry , To him everything connected with the Army was 

whfti?’ J • WaS “ p w,th remembrances of battles, the traditions of his 

Marn^nlfv 411 ? aU ^ * esoundm S names from Jena and Austerlitz to the 

5i aac ! . Verdun * Cool-headed though he was, he suddenly began to talk 
-xciteoiy, like a young lad: 



“I thought that in the event of war we’d forget all our dissensions.” 

BreteuiJ paced the veranda. Then he came and stood very close to 
Picard. 

“I thought so, too,” he said. “I hope you’re not going to doubt my 
patriotism. We were both of us at the Front and we left our best friends 
there. But believe me, it’s no longer a nation, it’s a gang that has seized 
power. I’ll go against it even with the Germans. I pray God it may not 
happen ! It’s hard to say this and it’s even harder to do it. It requires 
strength of character, an almost superhuman will-power. But nevertheless 
that’s how it stands. Their victory won’t be a victory for France; it will be 
a victory for revolution.” 

“But the Army ?” said Picard. “What will happen to the Army ?” 

“The Army can regenerate France. And if not ? Well, then her song is 
over. For a hundred years. . . 

Picard stood silent. He stared at the distant fields. He seemed to be 
contemplating something; but he saw nothing except the intolerably bright 
light. His mind was in a state of bewilderment. He even wanted to shout, 
to smash the glass jug of water and go away. But the wistaria spread its 
sweet smell everywhere and the bumble-bees dronqd in the air. Then Picard 
remembered the crowd in the Champs-Elysees. That rabble ! No, that 
wasn’t France ! BreteuiJ was right then. Even Hitler was better. At last 
Picard spoke. He hardly recognized his own voice; it seemed stifled and 
dead: 

“If you are right,” he said, “you’ve taken upon yourself a terrihJe cross. 
But if you’re mistaken. . . . No, I don’t want to think about it! I’m 
accustomed to obey orders. I am now giving up everything: not only life 
but honour. ...” 

BreteuiJ offered to accompany him back to town, but Picard refused. 
He wanted to be alone. In the car he again closed his eyes and sank back 
into an anxious daze. The steam-organs of the roundabouts were roaring 
as irritatingly as ever. In the suburbs of Paris the car was held up by demon¬ 
strators returning from the Place de la Bastille. Seeing some soldiers on the 
terrace of a cafe, the workers shouted merrily: “Long live the Republican 
Army !” Picard put his hand over his eyes, scowled and said to the chauffeur: 
“Try another way, any way you like, but drive as quickly as you can. I’ve 
no time. . . 


22 

The demonstration went on all day. Over a million Parisians took part 
in it. The procession seemed endless. They marched and marched: through 
the Place de la Bastille, de la Republique, de la Nation, along the winding 
narrow streets and wide boulevards. Just when the spectators thought it 
was all over, a fresh column came in sight. 

The general amiability of the victors gave the demonstration a somewhat 
unexpected character. That same day a year ago columns had marched 
along those same streets ready to give battle. To-day the procession reminded 
one of a carnival. Few were thinking about the struggle that lay ahead. 
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Ail were lulled by a sense of power: “Eight hundred thousand have gone 
by ! A million ! A million and a half 

Half the city was left without police. They had been withdrawn in order 
to avoid clashes. The workers were maintaining order by themselves; there 
were no fights, no quarrels, no shouts of abuse: holiday Pans sang songs 
and joked without malice. 

Delegates had come from all over France. The miners of Picardy marched 
by in their coal-begrimed working clothes, swinging their safety-lamps. The 
vineyard workers of the south carried clusters of paper grapes swinging on 
long poles. The women of Alsace in their traditional dresses sang their 
national songs. Bretons blew their enigmatic bagpipes; the mountaineers 
or bavoy danced along the streets. 

Ex-servicemen were also in the procession. The legless ones were drawn 
along in little carts, and the blind were led by guides. A hundred thousand 
men who had been mutilated by it, repeated hopefully: “Down with war !" 

, i P£ ocession was headed by some twenty or thirty bent old men—a 
nandtul of veterans who had taken part in the Commune. Once upon a time 
as young lads, they had helped to build the last barricades in the hump¬ 
backed streets of Montmartre and Belleville. Now they were looking on at 

the triumph of their grandsons, and their shrivelled, faded lips were 
smiling. 


The Young Communists were very proud of their new silk banners 
streaming into battle on the light breeze. They carried several portraits of 
Maxim Gorky who had died a short time before; that typically Russian 
lace swayed over the heads of the procession. ,i 

° ne u fter another lhe columns went by. After the metal-workers came 
the leather-dressers. Then came the writers, then the students. Then 
ioiiowed the employees of the gas company wearing their regulation caps, 

then the actors, firemen, hospital nurses, then more metal-workers and 
leather-dressers. 

Paris was like a vast raft, on to which the shipwrecked people of various 
countries had clambered. The refugees who had settled in the capital 
marched side by side with the Frenchmen. Foreign voices were heard at 
irequent intervals, and foreign words stood out on the flags and banners. 
There were builders from Naples and Sicily, heroes of the Asturias, Austrian 
tai ors and confectioners, Jews from the Polish and Rumanian ghettoes— 

ArJhcKi cobbler ?’ sign-painters, students from Shanghai, Annamese, 
Arabs, Negroes. And all of them were singing the ‘Internationale.' 

f he hatten > carried an enormous cap, the classic head-wear of the French 
•workman, underneath which was written: ‘Thy Crown, Proletarian !’ 

tk tCe ’ WOrk u r 5 , carr ^ d bunches of flowers, pinks and pansies. But 

aii t i 1Cm ™ archcd laughing young flower-girls with a huge silver hammer. 

rh. „ alth ? route from the Place de la Bastille to the Porte de Vincennes 

red Hnth^h^ Were de< r ol ;ated with red. Red curtains, red carpets 

ed cloths hung from every window. Women in red blouses stood on the 

!«’ aD , d U S S em f d “ ‘bough that day all the red flowed of France 
P PPies, pinks, and tulips, were gathered together in the streets of Paris 

soarrow^Th. merry ^ d f little boys perched in the trees like 

thftrahnr n £ enty A amus ement. They burnt a straw effigy of 

e traitor Doriot. A bloated Mussolini dangled from a gallows alongside 




a rag dummy of Hitler; a man on stilts represented an elongated caricature 
of Flandin. 

The ‘Seine’ workers were greeted with special enthusiasm. They carried 
a model of the Bastille prison, over which was written: ‘Remember the 
Bastille that was taken ! Remember the Bastille that has yet to be taken !’ 
At the head of their column marched Michaud, Legrais and Pierre. 

On the platform were Ministers and Trade Union delegates, writers and 
workers. Communists and Radicals. Blum wore a mournful smile. Daladier, 
stocky and with obstinate creases round his mouth, kept his fist in the air. 
Villard quietly repeated: “The Last Fight Let Us Face. . . .” 

As the ‘Seine’ column was passing the platform, someone called out to 
Pierre: “Dubois, Villard wants to meet you.’’ 

Villard had been told about the talented young engineer, who was a 
member of the Socialist Party and had taken an active part in the recent strike, 
and Villard even in the midst of affairs of State remembered his Party 
obligations. He shook hands with Pierre in a friendly way. 

“Bravo !” he said. “The Communists say we’ve lost the revolutionary 
spirit. You’re the best answer to that.’’ 

Pierre was so embarrassed that he could only answer: “Thanks.” 

‘I think 1 knew your father,” Villard said. “You’re from Perpignan, 

aren’t you ?” . 

Villard might not recognize a deputy to whom he had been talking the 

day before, but he remembered everything connected with his youth—his 

school-fellows, the towns where he had lectured, the delegates of long-past 

congresses. . _ . . 

“He and I organized a demonstration against the execution ol a Spaniard, 

Ferrero. That name won’t convey anything to you, but in those days the 

whole country was in a turmoil. Our people are amazing ! The feeling of 

international solidarity 1 The responsiveness ! . . . Well, I wish you every 


success !** 

Villard was moved by these reminiscences. He felt young and un¬ 
compromising, like this engineer. Now he looked with different eyes at the 
demonstrators; he felt as though he was marching with them, advancing 
with them to meet the foe. He waved his hat gaily to the Scouts. 

It was the Radical deputy Piroux who brought him back to reality. 
Nobody could make out why Piroux had come to the demonstration: it 
was well known that he hated the Popular Front. Possibly, he wanted to 
check up on the popularity of this or that Minister. He stood on the plat¬ 
form like a graven image, neither joining in the singing nor replying to the 
greetings. Finding himself next to Villard, he decided to talk business: he 
had only just arrived in Paris from his constituency in the Pyrenees Orientales. 

Piroux said: “The Prefect told me that in some places they’ve actually 
gone so far as to seize the land. They’re imitating the Spaniards. And every¬ 
where the ringleaders come from among these foreign elements. We have 
a lot of Catalonian workers down our way. They used to be taught that 
foreigners had no right to interfere in the political life of the county. But 
it’s different now the Communists are organizing this mob. The situation 

is ^ jjj^ro* t h at piroux was a friend of Tessa's and he treated him with 


exceptional deference. 
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“I’m having a talk with Dormoy to-day,” he said, “it goes without 
saying that foreigners must be forbidden to take part in political demonstra¬ 
tions. I assure you. my dear colleague, that we will not depart from tradition. 
A little confidence and everything will be all right. . . 

Piroux thanked him and stepped aside. Villard whispered to one of the 
Communists: “If we don’t check Tessa’s gang, they'll destroy us.” 

Villard thought that this was real statesmanship and that this sort of 
manoeuvre would set him well on the way to victory. 

A delegation from the small town of Laos marched past the platform. 
The delegates consisted of one old man in a velvet jacket with a cigarette-end 
clinging to his lower lip, and four young workers in their Sunday suits. They 
carried a banner on which was written: ‘Lans will not permit the victory of 
the Fascists.’ Villard thought: ‘There are probably three hundred workers 
in Lans, not more. . . And he half-murmured, half-sighed: ‘Children !’ 

Excited and happy, Pierre caught up with his column. He said nothing 
about his conversation with Villard: he was afraid Michaud’s irony would 
break the charm. ' 

Michaud had long forgotten about the morning scuffle and his ruined 
coat. His back ached, but he was cheerful. The demonstration had been 
a roaring success. It was only when he arrived at the gates of the suburb 
that he became silent. It was getting dark and the lights were beginning to 
glow, signals, petrol columns, shop-signs, green, yellow and red—like an 
immense suburban flower-garden. 

“What’s up, Michaud, feeling low ?” 

“No. It’s hot !” 

He wiped his forehead with his sleeve. Suddenly he said: “I’ve just been 
reading a life of Blanqui. You know it made me feel kind of envious. It 
was a fine life and, which is the main thing, a simple one. The barricades 
for a few days and prison all the rest of the time. He even wrote about the 
stars. In those days the only thing you had to do was to die. Now you’ve 
got to live—whatever happens. That’s a much tougher job, but it’s got to 
be tackled.” 

Pierre listened to him with amazement. He suddenly realized that despite 
Michaud’s complicated way of thinking his precise formulas hid—like an 
animal’s lur or the grass on the earth’s surface—a passionate nature, and 
deep, tortuous suffering that was -vital and responsive like an animal’s fur 
or wind-swept grass. 

“You’ve grown up, Michaud,” Pierre said. “I used to think of you as 
just a comrade. But now . . . well, you’re able to lead.” 

Michaud made a childish grimace and whistled like a linch. He was a 
marvellous whistler. 

And the demonstrators marched and marched, and there was no end to 
‘The last Fight let us face/^ 

23 

The next morning Pierre went away for a month’s holiday. A holiday 
always appeared to him as something blue and gold, like tuo posters in the 
travel agendies. 
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Agnes had left a week earlier. She had taken a fisherman’s cottage on 
the cliffs near Concamcau. The house was like a little white box. Down 
below women mended the blue nets, and the red sails flapped in the wind. 
The place lay open to the sea. There was a perpetual breeze; the tides ran 
strongly and day and mghi the Atlantic moaned ceaselessly. 

Pierre inspected the clean white-washed room with its oleograph pictures. 
Everything smelt of fish: the bed-linen, curtains and even the walls. 

He arrived full of the events in Paris. He proudly told Agnes about his 
conversation with Villard, gave her a detailed description of the demonstra¬ 
tion and talked about the intrigues of the Fascists. Agnes said nothing. 
This annoyed Pierre; he wondered it' he would ever be able to convince 
her of the importance and righteousness of his cause ? 

“But it’s the only thing that makes life worth living.’’ he said. “Can’t 
you understand ?” 

“No. And I don’t want to. It’s a game, and a bad game at that. 1 can 
feel the falsehood of it all. Nobody wants to give up anything. Villard? 
. . . He’ll betray, like all the rest. Don’t you see that the people are always 
just the same? ...” 

“We’ll re-educate them.’’ 

“No you won’t. You’re doing something quite different: you’re painting 
them over. That’s easier, but Lord how dull it is ! And besides, it’s dis¬ 
honest !” 

So they argued on the first day of Pierre s arrival. Then he gave himself 
up to his holiday. For three days he did nothing, thought about nothing, 
bathed, lay on the sand, climbed up the cliffs and watched for hours on end 
the ever-increasing waves of the incoming tide. He had often been to the 
Mediterranean and was familiar with its gentle, lazy charm. But the Atlantic 
amazed him. At first everything seemed to him almost unbearably disturbing, 
as though Nature herself lived in expectation of an imminent catastrophe. 
But he soon began to realize that the ever-present thundering roar corres¬ 
ponded to his own state of mind. He took pleasure in the strength of the 
wind which made it impossible to open the door, tried to blow a man off his 
feet and bent and twisted the low, sturdy trees. 

Three days passed like this. Pierre’s face got sunburnt and his whole 
being was thoroughly ventilated. Hundreds of things that had seemed 
important in Paris now only provoked a careless smile. On the other hand, 
new worlds revealed themselves: the strange life of the sardines with their 
own strictly defined sea-routes, the smell of seaweed and at night the clustered 


stars. 

The papers arrived so late that the news was already stale. One day 
Pierre turned on the little portable wireless set which he had brought with 
him, and listened to the news: Stock Exchange prices, a Chinese-Japanese 
incident, a speech by Tessa at a commercial banquet—Pierre waved his band 

and went to catch crabs. . 

Agnes brightened up. Her happiness was now complete. In Paris she 

had felt uneasy about Pierre and been jealous of his interest in events. Her 
origins and her hard life so closely bound up with the life of Belleville might 
have inclined her to take an interest in what was happening, but she was 
repelled by the general, abstract talk, the political squabbles, and language 
of newspapers and meetings. She indignantly dismissed it all as ‘politics. / 
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The only thing that troubled her was the fate of individual people. For this 
reason she was quite indifferent about the strikes, although when Pierre 
told her about Clemence, she turned away so that he shouldn t notice her 
tears. Pierre’s enthusiasm for the Popular Front seemed to her like whirling 
round on one spot, a kind of verbal cyclone. She said to herself: ‘People 
don’t die for that sort of thing !' Mixed up with this was a strain ol un¬ 
conscious egotism. For the first time in her life she was experiencing security 
and quiet and she was afraid it might suddenly all come to an end. Her 
pregnancy—the fact that she now had two lives to delend—gave substance 
and tenacity to this feeling: and the fact that Pierre did not listen to the 
radio seemed to her an omen of salvation . 

On the evening of the fourthTday a storm broke out. It came on very 
suddenly. Pierre was sitting on the beach with Agnes. Suddenly the wind 
whirled a column of sand into the air. Agnes screwed up her eyes. A few 
minutes later everything around was in an uproar. The sea tossed the boats 
on to the shore. The wind shrieked past the houses. It was all Pierre and 
Agnes could do to get back. 

Agnes sat down by the window with her sewing. It was getting dark 
but they did not light the lamp. The seething, dark-violet ocean was wonder¬ 
fully beautiful. Amid the raging elements they were hidden away as if in 
a shell. They were keenly aware Of the warmth of love and all its vital 
tenacity. 

Pierre idly turned the switch of the wireless set. The little green eye lit 
up, and another, familiar noise mingled with the roar of the sea: shrill 
howlings and the crackling of Morse. 

An English announcer’s voice. “The general tendency on the Stock 
Exchange is upward. ‘Royal Dutch’ were to-day quoted at two points 
higher. . . .” 

Jazz. 

A German song: “You were the sweetest blonde. . . .” 

“This is Paris calling. Radio-station ‘He de France.* Maurice Chevalier 
will sing: ‘Paris remains Paris. . . .’ ’* 

“Buy the Luxe vacuum-cleaners. The ‘Luxe’ Company has pleasure in 
presenting to the attention of listeners a sketch entitled: ‘The invisible speck 
of dust.’ ” 

Italy. The speech of the secretary of the Fascist Party: “We are educating 
the young legionaries in the spirit of bravery. . . .’* More dance music. 

Bicycle races: “On the Pau-Carcassone stretch the Belgian Grenet has 
covered a distance of-’’ 

“Listen to the exact time l At the fourth stroke it will be nineteen o’clock 
Greenwich time. Events of the day. . . 

“Two thousand killed. ...” 

Agn&s laid down her sewing. Pierre clutched the wireless as though he 
wanted to strangle it. 

But the announcer continued calmly: “In Barcelona the hotel Columbus 
was bombarded with cannon-fire. In Madrid the troops loyal to the Govern¬ 
ment, together with the workers, have driven the rebels from the La Montana 
barracks. In Seville fighting is going on for the possession of the Triana 
quarter inhabited by the poorer classes. General Ar anda has captured 
Oviedo. At Burgos mass executions have begun. . . 
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Pierre ran out of the house. The storm had everything in its grip. The 
lighthouse beam flickered over the huge waves that stormed against the cliffs 
like columns of soldiers. Down below, the red lights flickered. The roar 
of the ocean was like a mighty siren. Pierre turned back to the cottage; 
his face was wet with spray. Agnes was standing in the doorway. She said 
quietly: 

“I’ve looked up the trains. There’s one at six o’clock in the morning, 
that gets to Pans in the evening.” 

She kissed him in the darkness, and thev sat together in silence until the 
dawn. The storm raged on all through the night and showed no signs ot 
abating. 

Tens of thousands of people were unable to get into the hail. The shots 
on the other side ot the Pyrenees had roused all Paris. Excited people stood 
in the gangways, clung to the galleries and climbed on to the platform. When 
Cachin spoke of the shootings at Badajoz, his voice shook. And from outside 
in the street came the singing oi the ‘Internationale,’ now solemn as a vow, 
now quick and spirited. 

An old man mounted the platform. His dry, clean-shaven face had those 
deep furrows that give such a tragic cast to Spanish faces. This was Munez, 
a teacher, one of the leaders of the Madrid Unions. A hush came over the 
audience: a man who had come from there was about to speak! But 
Munez stood silent; has mouth was half-open with pam. Someone on the 

platform said loudly: 

“They’ve killed his son. . . . 

Then the Spaniard cried out: 

44 Arms ! 

And the entire hall shouted: “Arms !” And from the street came the 
reply: “Arms! Arms!” 

Then a professor spoke. He was counted as a Radical, an old crank, 
who in the course of his life had warmly defended the wine-growers ol Aude 
in their struggle for the right to name their wine ‘champagne,’ Dreylus, the 
English suffragettes and the Negus. The Professor spoke about the ‘knight 
without fear and reproach’ and offered the Spaniards ‘moral support.’ 

Michaud spoke last. He said: “One of the Italian bombers which 
Mussolini is sending to Franco has come down on French territory. We’ve 
got the details: the Fifty-seventh and the Fifty-eighth Italian squadrons 
Hitler has sent his ‘Junkers’ to the rebels. But our comrades only have 

shot-guns. We must demand the Popular Front Government: planes for 

Spa Again the hall roared: “Planes for Spam !” And the words: ‘Planes tor 
Spain !’ were taken up outside on the boulevard Wagram, in the Place de 
I’Etoile and in the twelve boulevards radiating from it. And when the great 
human*sea was silent for a moment, somebody’s thin, hoarse voice began 
again “Planes. . . And once again these words from the heart of Pans 
swelled above the noise of the city, invaded the houses and the tunnels ot the 
Metro, and issuing from thence, aroused the sleepy outskirts. 

When the meeting was over, Michaud took Pierre on one side: 

“Munez has come specially about planes. As a specialist you ought to 

be able to help them.” , 4 _ 

Munez had been sent to Paris to buy twenty bombers. He spent three 
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days going round the Government otiices where he was given a friendly 
handshake and told: “The matter will have to be considered.” He called 
on Meuger the big industrialist. Meuger listened to what he had to say, 
offered him a cigarette, then smiled politely and said: “The sooner Franco 
wins the better.” 

“Trv to have a talk with Desser,” said Michaud. “You see, it’s a business 
proposi.ion. Maybe, he’ll bite.” 

Munez went out with Pierre. He told him what was happening in Spain. 

“They’re fighting with revolvers, shot-guns and clasp-knives. It’s ludi¬ 
crous and it’s terrible ! The peasants have only got antediluvian blunder- 
busses. But everything may be all over in a couple of weeks: the others are 
advancing rapidly. They’ve got ‘Savoias’ and ‘Junkers.* All we’ve got is 
ten commercial planes. They had to make holes >n them to drop the bombs. 
Old galoshes ! They can bring them down with a pot-shot. I told them here: 
‘If we go down it will be the end of you as well.’ But they don’t 
understand.” 

All around them the shouting was still going on: “Planes for Spain !” 

Munez smiled. “These people would give them all right,” he said, “but the 
planes are not in their hands.” 

Next morning Pierre went to see Desser. Desser received him at once. 
Pierre decided to talk plainly. 

“When the strike was on,” he said, “we were on different sides of the 
barricade. But this isn’t a matter that concerns your factories. It’s not the 
Communists who are in power in Spain, but your fellow-thinkers, Giral, 
Azana. They need bombers. They ask you to sell them twenty ‘A 68’s’ for 
cash down.” 

Desser smiled. “I particularly like 'for cash down* ! You seem to think 
that Desser can be seduced with money. By the way, Meuger told me 
yesterday that the Spaniards had been to him. He told me proudly: ‘I 
showed them out. I don’t betray my class.’ You can’t object: the man 
reasons as you do—in the Marxist way.” 

“I didn’t come to see Meuger. Meuger’s a Fascist. But you . . 

“I’m a Frenchman first of all. Peace is more important to me than 
Spain.” 

“Who can forbid you to sell aircraft to the Government of a neighbouring 
country ?” 

“Don’t pretend to be naive l If I let them have twenty k A 68*s,’ the 
Italians will send another forty ‘Savoias* within a week. And so it goes on. 
... Of course I prefer Azana to General Franco. I’ll give you a hundred 
thousand francs for the Spaniards; only please don’t say you got them from 
me. But I won’t sell you any planes. I don’t want to risk the peace ol 
France. One’s own skin is dearer than another man’s shirt, as they say.” 

‘'Then we’ve got to look on while they go down ? That’s the depth of 
meanness ! 1 can understand Meuger, but you ! ... You remember thai 
talk we had one night ? How am I going to tell Munez that you’ve refused ?” 

Pierre paced up and down the room, shouting and banging his fist. 
Desser looked at him with his tired, mocking eyes; in his heart he liked 
Pierre. Pierre was on the point of going but Desser stopped him. 

‘Look here,” he said, “eleven ‘A 68’s* are on order for the Argentine. 
A certain Manu is to receive them. Offer to buy them from him and he’ll 
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let you have them. As you see, I shan’t make any money out of it. If you 
think it can save them, well and good. I guarantee that Manu will take 
it on. And with a combination like that there won’t be any complications 
with regard to delivery. You see, I’m convinced that Blum won’t let a single 
plane through.” 

‘‘Impossible ! In that case I’D go and see Villard.” 

“I shouldn’t like to be in Villard’s shoes just now ! Ah, you romanticists ! 
Here are the licences for Manu. Now are you satisfied ?” 

Pierre took his leave distractedly and hurried off to see Manu. 

According to his passport, Manu was a citizen of Honduras of Rumanian 
origin. He had settled in Paris a long time ago and considered himself a 
Frenchman. He was engaged in various shady transactions and was now 
auite bursting with hope. Spanish affairs were a positive source of inspiration 
to all go-betweens, agents and speculators. Every day delegations were 
arriving from Madrid and Barcelona with cash and instructions to procure 
war material. They included representatives of various Ministries and 
Trade Unions, military men and journalists—Republicans, Communists and 
Anarchists. The delegates were often unknown to one another and found 
themselves approaching the same business men at different times: they got 
taken in and fleeced all round. The Burgos agents were also busy; they too 
were looking for arms. Every day the speculators put up their prices. 

When Manu heard about the ‘A 68’s,’ Me- asked for treble. “I’m afraid 
it may lead to unpleasantness in Buenos Aires,” he said. “Besides, you 
can rest absolutely assured in dealing with me; the goods will be released. 
You see. I’ve got the licences.” 

“Oh, no,” said Pierre. “I’ve got the licences myself.” 

Manu reflected that he was not talking to a Spaniard whom he could 
humbug, but to an expert, an engineer of the ‘Seine’ works and a man who 
was a friend of Desser’s into the bargain. A man like that could get planes 
even without coming to him. Yes, but all the same he had come to him. 
So Manu said he would let Pierre have a definite price to-morrow. 

When Munez heard about ‘to-morrow’ he gave a mournful sigh. Nearly 
a week had gone by already ! ... To him it seemed that the fate of Madrid 
and the Republic depended on those planes. He kept buying the same news¬ 
papers several times a day and was always listening to the news. He talked 
excitedly when he met Pierre: 

“Alto de Leon. . . . Two armoured cars. . . . They’ve beaten them 
off at Irun. . . . Estremadura is the chief danger; they’re approaching 
Medina. But Medina . . . Medina. ...” 

He couldn’t understand how the people around him could joke and dine, 
stroll about and go to the theatres. Paris stirred him to anger with its in¬ 
difference, and but for Pierre he would have hated the French. But Pierre 
lived as he did—from one edition of the evening papers to the next. 

On the third day Manu yielded and gave up the planes with an increase 
of twenty per cent on the original price. The bombers were at an aerodrome 
near Toulouse. Munez reported the purchase to Madrid in code. He had 
arranged to leave for Toulouse with Pierre that evening, but at the last 
moment a telegram arrived through the Embassy: the bombers were not 
enough. A further twenty must be obtained, and also thirty fighters ot the 
‘Dewoitine’type. Itwas impossible to obtain such a large quantity of aeroplanes 
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without the help of the French Government: the aircraft factories belonged 
either to Desser or to Fascists. Pierre wanted to stay on in Paris to have 
a talk with Villard, but Munez was on tenterhooks; he was alraid of losing 
the eleven ‘A 68’s.’ Eventually they decided that Pierre should go to Toulouse 
and Muhez should go alone to see Villard. 

“I know him,” Munez said. “We used to meet at the international 

congresses.” 

At the station Pierre sent a postcard to Agnes: ‘Am going away for a 
week.’ He took his seat in the stifling, crowded train. The sultry August 
weather was driving the belated Parisians to the seaside or the mountains. 
The conversations were all about bathing, holiday excursions, yachts, and 
Pierre felt like a foreigner. He opened the paper and without reading it kept 
repeating to himself: ‘Medina. Medina,’ as Munez had done. If only he 
could get to Toulouse quickly. He wanted to jump out and give the train 
a push from behind; the stops were special torture to him. Suddenly Pierre 
remembered the kind, honest face of Villard and what he had said about 
solidarity; and nodding with drowsiness amid the smoke and stuffiness and 
conversations about bathing and excursions to the peaks of the Pyrenees, he 
vaguely thought: ‘Villard will give everything. He won't forsake the 
Spaniards.’ Then he fell asleep. 
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When Munez saw Villard, the dikant past rose up before him. He 
remembered the Basle Congress, old Bebel’s speech in the cathedral, the car 
with girls, the allegories, oaths and tears. Then, just after the war, he had 
met Villard in Berne. They tried to stick together the Second International 
as if it were a porcelain cup. There were debates on the responsibility for the 
war, on reparations and colonies. Sixteen years had gone by. . . . In those 
days Villard had dark hair and a ringing voice. Now he had grown old. 
Like Munez. . . . 

Villard also had his memories. The two old comrades called up from 
semi-oblivion the shades of their youth: Plekhanov, Jaures, Iglesias. Villard 
said: ‘‘When you get to a certain age, all paths lead to the cemetery. No 


matter where you look, there are graves.” 

The word ‘graves’ roused him and he remembered why Munez had come 
to see him. He had been preparing for this meeting since the morning. He 
could not receive Munez as the official delegate of the Government or Party. 
Munez was an old comrade; it was impossible to ignore that. And how 
was it possible to forget that he had now been overtaken by misfortune ? 

“They told me about your sorrow,” Villard said. 

Munez turned away. He hid his suffering from everybody. In his sleep¬ 
less nights he saw his beloved laughing son, Pepe. It was in the middle of 
the day. White walls, white dust. People were staggering with heat and 
fatigue.^ They found him in an attic, took him out and shot him. 

Munez felt as though Villard had torn the skin from his body and looked 
inside; and this gave a sharper edge to his suffering. He was silent. Again 
it was Villard who spoke: 
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“My friend, 1 understand how you feel. Three years ago i lost my wile. 
It’s terrible to survive those you love ! Very terrible ! Sometimes you ask 
yourself: what’s the good of going on ? . . 

Munez still failed to understand what exactly it was in Villard’s words 
that filled him with indignation; but he got up, walked the length of the 
room and suddenly began to speak out loud as at a meeting: 

“I’ve come about aeroplanes. You know our situation. If you don’t 
help us they’ll crush us. The Popular Front is Socialism’s final throw. Is 
it possible you’ll betray us body and soul ? I’m talking now as one Socialisi 
to another. You see, there’s still something left from those days ! Yes, 
they’ve killed my son. I don’t want to talk about that. But they’re killing 
every day. To-day I was informed of the shootings at Cordova. They’re 
Jesuits, fanatics ! They’ve brought over the Moors, the most uncivilized 
barbarians with Dervishes. They’re burning and violating. Comrade 
Villard !...’’ 

“But of course we’re with you with all our hearts,” said Villard. “Person¬ 
ally I haven’t had a single night’s rest since the rebellion broke out. I feel 
your suffering as though it were my own. But you must understand: we’re 
responsible for the life of the country. France desires peace. It’s such a 
tragedy ! After all what has the average Frenchman got to do with the 
political regime of another country?’’ 

“We don’t need people,” said Munez. “We need planes. You can sell us 
war material in accordance with former agreements. ...” 

“If it was a war with a third Power, I shouldn’t have any doubt about it,” 
said Villard. “But this is a civil war.” 

“Then you haven’t the right to support a legitimate Government against 

rebels ?” 

“Not quite that. You see everything is complicated by the international 
situation. Hitler and Mussolini are behind Franco. If we give you aero¬ 
planes, this affair may end in a world war.” 

“And you prefer to betray us ?” 

“Why put it like that ? You yourself realize that we want the Republic 
to win. But we’re bound hand and foot. We can't sell you aeroplanes. Why 
don’t you apply direct to the industrialists? You know I’ll take any risk. 
All’s that necessary is to maintain discreetness. We’ll declare that we won’t 
give anything. You’ll buy and take the goods. We ll close our eyes and 
pretend we don’t see.” 

“Either you don’t know how matters stand or you don’t want to know. 
I’ve been here a week already. The results ? Eleven ‘A 68’s.’ And with 
what difficulty ! It was a good thing they put us in touch with Dubois. 

Our comrade. ...” f . 

“The engineer ? So you see ! And yet you attack us. I know him, an 

excellent comrade ! The ‘A 68’s’ are excellent bombers. What prevents you 
getting any more?” 

“They won’t sell us any. Not at any price. 

“But what can we do ? After all, it’s their right.” 

“You can give us the Army planes.” 

. “And weaken our own Air Force ? No, my dear comrade, that’s im¬ 
possible I What will the Radicals say ? The Cabinet may fall on account 
of a dozen aeroplanes or so. And then it will be worse for you as well. 
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1 repeat: we ll turn a blind eye to all tbe deliveries. We can organize help 
for the refugees, ambulance corps and so on, and send bread and condensed 
milk for the children. But risk war ? No !” 

After shouting ‘No’ several times, Villard calmed down; tie wiped his 
forehead with his handkerchief and rang the bell. 

“What can I offer you ? Tea ? Lemonade ?” 

Munez got up. 

“You realize they’ve occupied Medina?” he said. “They’ve now united 
with Mola’s army. I’m not a diplomat. Besides, I’m sixty-four. . . . Com¬ 
rade Villard, I’d better go: I’m afraid I might tell you everything, but they 
haven’t empowered me to do that. . . . They sent me for planes.” 

Munez went. Villard’s lower lip trembled with resentment. The con¬ 
versation had been even more difficult than he had expected. The Spaniards’ 
cause was lost; even a child could understand that. Twenty aeroplanes 
would make no difference. The Popular Front had to be saved in France. 
One incautious move and everything would crash. Then Franco would find 
followers in France. And who would come to the rescue ? The three hundred 
workers from Lans ? Madness! They were pushing us into the abyss. Not 
the Communists, but our own party people ! Of course, it was easy to 
understand Munez: it was no joke to lose a son. But so had others. 

‘Aeroplanes !’ He, Villard, would be cursed. And yet how was he to 
blame ? It was impossible to govern the country and keep all your principles. 
With a load like that you’d soon stick in the mud. But why had he taken all 
this on ? It was all right to be the ordinary citizen—he just voted, walked 
in processions and then, ‘sit in the bower and listen; the birds are singing.’ 
Yes, but somebody must govern. There was more than one loathsome 
profession: sewage men, slaughter-house butchers, prison warders. Villard 
began to pity himself. He was sitting hunch-backed and oppressed with 
this pity, when his secretary came in: 

‘Tessa is on the telephone. He asks to speak to you on urgent business.” 

Tessa insisted on him seeing him at once. Villard had to agree. The 
abominable day dragged oh. 

Tessa embraced Villard with his usual familiarity and immediately began 
to wail: 

“Beware ! Spain is a hornets’ nest. It was there that Napoleon came a 
cropper. And in the seventies ? . . . ‘The Spanish succession’ ! ” 

“1 don’t see the connection. . . .” 

You don’t see it? You’re wrong ! Lf you give planes to the Reds war 
is inevitable. Hitler won’t climb down, let alone Mussolini.” 

“In the first place, why do you call Azaha and Giral ‘Reds’? In what 
respect are they more ‘Red’ than yourself ?” 

It isn t a question of Azaha,” said Tessa. “Who has got the guns ? 
the workers. And what does it matter what I call them ? To the whole of 
tur °£ e the y’ re * repeat: it smacks of war.” 

The conclusion to be drawn is that we’re unable to maintain trade 
relations with a legitimate Government ?” Villard said. Without realizing 
it he was repeating Munez’ conclusions. 

That’s casuistry !” said Tessa. “You’d drive the people into slaughter 
on account ol your political sympathies. Fine rulers ! We’ve got to separate 
Kome from Berlin, but you want to weld them together.” 
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“How is it possible to separate them, when they’re working hand in hand 
in Spain ?’’ 

“We-must pretend we don’t see anything. We must go out to meet 
Mussolini. Then Italy will remember her Latin nature. At a time like this 
France needs diplomats, not Party fanatics. We must be doubly cautious 
over the Spanish question. The Duke of Alba has been at work in London. 
The British are in favour of restoration. Alphonso or Franco—that’s a 
detail. In any case the City prefers the General to the anarchists of Barcelona. 
In the long run France will find herself alone. You know that I’m defending 
the Popular Front. . . 

“I haven’t noticed it !’’ said Villard. “Your speech in connection with the 
strikes. ...” 

“I saved the Cabinet ! Of course 1 criticized your policy, otherwise 1 
shouldn’t have been able to do anything : they were all up in arms. But 
I moved a vote of confidence in the Government. And you know what 
happened then in the Radical faction ? Malvy, Marchandot, Meyer, all 
shouted together: ‘Resign !’ The strike question is a matter of the past. 
But now the situation is far more dangerous. Malvy raves and shouts; you 
see, he’s a friend of all these Spanish grandees. Listen, Auguste, I too, 
prefer Azana to General Franco. In general I’m a devoted Republican and 
a democrat. But nobody’s asking me. And, in fact, they’re not asking you 
either. All they ask of us is to sit still and not to interfere.” 

“But the others are interfering.” 

“In that case my reply is: what is permissible to a bull is not permissible 
to Jupiter. The Italians are on the rampage and so are the Germans. There’s 
only one thing for us to do if we don’t want war, and that is to keep quiet. 
No matter if you do give Madrid a hundred aeroplanes; they’ll send 
Franco five hundred. It’s folly to play with fire !” 

“We can’t forbid individual business-men to sell aeroplanes to Spain.” 

“More casuistry ? Auguste, this is not a matter of parliamentary com¬ 
binations. Take care, it smells of blood ! I speak with absolute assurance, you 
understand ? With absolute assurance. They’ll stop at nothing. It’s no good 
trying to be crafty. If you let through even one aircraft, war will break out. 

I know you sincerely detest war, and it’s for that very reason that I came to 
see you. It’s a cry from my heart. It’s the cry of ah French mothers. It’s 
the cry of France !” 

“Of course I’ll do everything to preserve peace,” said Villard. 

“I know that, but your enemies are at work. There’s an uproar going 
on amongst the Radicals. Malvy is crying out that you don’t wish to abide 
by the national interests. And they’d listen to him. I’m not even mentioning 
the Right. Of course Breteuil is a fool and a madman. We’re not Spaniards. 
We’re a highly civilized people. A regime like that is impossible with us. 
But Breteuil has enormous influence. Yesterday he declared he was 
going to put you in the dock as one of the warmongers. I’m convinced 
you’ll frustrate their game. And for that reason I answer: ‘Villard is the 
guarantee of non-intervention.’ You must set me at ease; I want to hear 
a decisive ‘yes’ from you.” 

Tessa waved his hands, paced to a distant corner of the room and repeated 
his tirades from there like adjurations. Then he went close up to Villard 
and spluttered over him. Villard retained his calm and even smiled. Finn- 
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ness unexpectedly revived in him. The spirit of Munez seemed to be present 
in the room. An hour ago Munez, overwhelmed by fate but proud, had stood 
on that very spot where Tessa was now playing the buffoon. And Villard, 
who had spoken to his old comrade like a soulless diplomat, now tried to 
maintain his dignity in the face of Tessa’s threats. He even forgot about 
strategy. When Tessa demanded a clear answer, he said: “Til carry out my 
duty.” And Tessa got nothing further out of him. 

When Tessa left, Villard lay down exhausted on the sofa and began to 
think anxiously: ‘What’s to be done ?' His thoughts were hampered by a 
strong headache and a feeling of nausea. How abominable Tessa was with 
his shrieking and spluttering. How was it possible for women to love him ? 

. . . Yes, but somebody had sent Tessa. The Right Radicals. Breteuil, 
perhaps. Maybe, the Italians from the Embassy. A complicated game ! . . . 
It was true they were on the rampage. Did it mean war ? But what would 
the people say ? For forty years he had been denouncing war and now he 
would send millions of people to their death. In Spain they were already 
killing. . . . 

Closing his eyes, he saw the fly-infested corpses, the mangled bodies, 
the shattered houses. What was to be done ? Tessa had said: “Not a single 
aeroplane !” Yes, the Radicals might leave the Cabinet. And forgetting 
about the miseries of war, Villard became absorbed in his usual political 
arithmetic—calculating how many votes the Government would collect on 
the question of Spain. A minority of course ! Then the Radicals would 
come to an agreement with the Right—a bloc stretching from Tessa to Breteuil. 
That would be the beginning of the end: a Cabinet of that sort would be a 
short step for Breteuil who was dreaming of a dictatorship. It was far more 
dangerous than the sixth of February. The shopkeepers and farmers were 
frightened by the strikes and would follow Breteuil. The Socialist Party 
would be dissolved. The Supreme Court. They’d put Villard on trial: ‘he 
tried to provoke war.’ It was only necessary to shoot down one aeroplane 
to find out everything. The Public Prosecutor would say: “ ‘A 68’s’ with 
the co-operation of Villard. . . .” No, such things were not to be played 
with ! 

Until ten o’clock in the evening Villard racked his brains, not knowing 
what to decide. At last, frowning with headache and weariness, he sent for 
the chief of the secret police: 

“I’m told that an engineer named Pierre Dubois is trying to transfer 
eleven ‘A 68’ bombers to Barcelona. This may give rise to international 
complications. The aeroplanes must be held back. Do you think it can be 
done ?” 

“Quite simple. They must be either at one of the ‘Seine' aerodromes 
here or at Toulouse. I’ll see to it at once.” 

When the chief of the police had gone, Villard lay down on the sofa 
again. He took two headache powders. The medicine induced a state ot 
coma in him. He could hardly move his arms; he felt an ache in the pit 
of his stomach, and his feet were cold. He tried not to think about anything. 
He had done all he could for the time being, and now he must wait. Never¬ 
theless, the word ‘betrayal’ kept on coming into his head and refused to be 
dismissed. ‘Nonsense !’ he said to himself, ‘I’m not betraying anyone ! 
The Spaniards’ cause is lost, in any case. Eleven aeroplanes against two 
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hundred ! . . . Children ! Like the workers of Lans. This way i shall save 
the Popular Front. And our Party. And peace. I’ve done my duty. That’s 
all.’ He reassured himself as a mother reassures a frightened child. But 
again from out of the surrounding gloom—he had put out the light—the 
same harsh word came floating back like a black slippery fish. 

Suddenly he remembered the little frontier town of Cerbere where he 
had often been in days gone by—on one occasion with Pierre’s father. He 
remembered the pink houses in the foothills of the Pyrenees, the fishermen’s 
boats, the vineyards, the big noisy railway station. And the sweet wine like 
muscatel. Now they would bless him at Cerbere. They were next door to 
war; you had only to climb up the little hill or go through the short tunnel. 
Across the frontier there were shattered houses and wailing women in tears. 
But at Cerbere the mothers would say: ‘Villard has saved peace. Villard 
has saved our children. Villard . . He fell asleep repeating his own name, 


25 

“It’s impossible !” Pierre exclaimed. “I’ll ring up Villard.” 

They were standing beside a lamp in the pouring rain. An unceasing 
deluge seemed to be determined to drown everything. The boards underfoot 
were floating. Streams of water poured off the police superintendent’s 
cape. 

“Orders from Paris. No doubt they’re acting in agreement with the 
Minister. . . .” 

And in Madrid they were waiting ! To-day the wireless had said the 
Fascists were advancing. Pierre tried to get into touch with Paris. He waited 
for a long time at the telephone. A well-fed cat was sleeping on the desk. 
The rain rattled down. At last Pierre got through to Villard’s secretary. 
The secretary was polite and cold : “I’ll give your message to monsieur le 
Ministre . . . Monsieur le Ministre is engaged . . < I don’t think monsieur 
le Ministre would wish to interfere in police matters. . . Pierre realized 
the conversation was useless and put down the receiver. He vaguely thought: 
‘The secretary’s a Socialist too !’ Out loud he said: “I’ll leave for Paris by 
the first train.” 

The Superintendent did not answer. Pierre went into a little cafe near 
the station. People shook their clothes as they came in; inside there was 
the snugness peculiar to any shelter in bad weather. 

Pierre was so busy with his own thoughts that when the proprietress 
asked him what he was going to have he failed at first to understand. At that 
moment all his thoughts were centred on Madrid. He saw a circle on the 
map with four arrows directed towards it. Munez had reported that the 
eleven ‘A 68’s’ would arrive in Barcelona to-morrow. The people there had 
taken heart and were waiting. Aqd now everything had miscarried ! Could 
it possibly be Villard ? The very suspicion horrified Pierre ; he was indignant 
at his own baseness. Suspect Villard ! He drank a glass of cognac, smoked 
cigarette after cigarette and tried to listen to the talk at the next table— 
about a certain Marie who had poisoned the neighbour’s rabbits. He 
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10raln and remembered the eyes of Agn6s. and the dim lamp 

m Vill^d H U f Water> But ' f was no use: his thoughts kept returning 
Vl ‘‘ a r ^' “! s suspicions were painful and heavy, like the first symptoms 

0 a serious illness. He remembered Michaud’s caustic words and Munez’ 

PerhanfL 0W M he Soc,allsts ha u d received him. No, it was all a concoction. 
Perhaps he really was going to be ill ? He was feeling chilly despite the warm 

He'tried" toTe. There were stil! two hours to go before the train left. 
He tried to doze, read the advertisements in the local paper about the sale 

r ™ U eS and calve s. recalled disjointed scraps of poetry. And again Viliard’s 

Bm wh»f a h e H h° hlm ~ h , e sm| hng on the platform under the red flag. 
But what had happened ? It must be simply that the secretarv was a noii- 

VilllrH a f ettv , lack ' m ' offlce -. But the police were obstructing.' Whv hadn’t 
■ *! ard clean ed up the police ? They were Fascists, as if they had been 
peked for that very reason. The Superintendent had called the Spanish 

BreteuilTelna f disdainfu "y- He must be a member ol 

s gan |, No doubt, they d remove him. Only it was a pity that a 

Whaf a weapf thought^ }** “ SpaiD they Were Waiting and waiting - • • • 

All was now quiet in foe cafe. Some of the people had left others were 
dozing while waiting for the night train. The plump podgy’ prooriemest 

-- - dozing Wlth her ba H of green wool pressed to her belly^ A workman 

“s r r p s £,™s ne ■«° f “* » * ssr 

hv h H d to ' eslrain himself; he wanted to go up and shake the man 

S&SSVS mere,y 

thsPm a u Vlng ln Pans ’ Plerre went at once to the Ministry He was told 

Pierre sat on a bench in the boulevard till thrrv 1 »f<» .,, an » . , 

wort 1 He‘1^t^ matLr h wiih M 
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Pierre began to tell about the Superintendent’s arbitrary action. The 
secretary interrupted him. 

“Monsieur le Ministre is fully acquainted with the matter,” he said. 
“We are Socialists and can talk frankly. . . . The situation is very grave. 
We must make a choice. If we go to the aid of the Spaniards, we may lose 
everything. There will be war, and at home the triumph of Fascism.” 

“But Franco is in Madrid. It’s Breteuil here !” 

“I don’t think that’s quite the correct point of view. Spain is a backward, 
semi-feudal country, the borderland of Europe. Which is more important ? 
To defend the Spanish Republic, which has been artificially created and has 
no roots, or to save the cause of Socialism in an advanced country which 
happens, moreover, to be our own country ? Monsieur le Ministre has 
decided to adopt a policy of strict non-intervention.” f 

Then Pierre lost his head. The anguish of the last few weeks—from the / 
storm in the Breton village to the bench on the boulevard and people’s/; 
indifferent laughter, the sleepless night with his poignant trust in Villard’s 
honesty, the anxiety over Madrid—all this poured itself out in a single cry: 

“Monsieur le Ministre ? Judas, you mean 1” 

It was so unexpected that the secretary said: 

“Excuse me, I don’t think I quite understand.” 

But Pierre was already running down the purple-carpeted stairway, under 
the mocking—looks of the flunkeysj. “So you didn’t get your cushy 

job!”' . . .. 

In vain Pierre rushed along the streets in the hope ot recovering nis 
senses. The anguish was too keen; nothing could assuage it. He no longer 
tried to make out how his idol could have fallen so low. He only felt the 
horror of loss, the emptiness that prevented him from breathing. So Agnes 
was right, and all he had lived for was an illusion, crafty nets spread for the 
simple-minded, a mutual benefit society of deception ? He had been had for 
a mug. An hour ago he still believed in the goodness of people, in the senti¬ 
ment of comradeship and in the cause that was the breath ol his life. How 
would he appear in the eyes of Munez ? Talavera. ... 

The recollection of Spain brought him to his senses. No, there was still 
a great deal in the world that hadn’t changed in that wretched hour ! The 
men of Madrid were still fighting. They had no ‘A68’s,’ only shot-guns. 
Pierre would go there, and die there. The thought of death appeared to him 


as the way out. . , , , ... . 

He jumped on a bus i he would go at once to Michaud . Michaud 

would tell him how to get to Madrid. 

Michaud understood everything at once. 

“They’ve held them up, eh ?” * . . 

“Yes. All of them. You know who ? Villard. You understand / l 

think I shall go mad. Look here. I want to go to Madrid: you must help 

me. But I don’t even want to talk about him. What’s the good ot 

talking 

Michaud realized how deeply Pierre was suffering; he shook his band 
in silence. They were standing by the window. Outside, the children were 

Pla3 After^a**long Offence, Michaud said: “Munez has got an offer of three 
Potez’ planes. He doesn’t understand anything about it You re the only 
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expert we’ve got. I realize how you feel. We re recruiting volunteers. 

Maybe, I’ll go myself. But you mustn’t. Everything will miscarry without 
you here. . . .” 

Pierre did not object. All right. To-morrow he would go to the aero¬ 
drome. All right, he would stay. The last loophole of escape was now 
closed. 

Out in the street again, Pierre looked around him in perplexity. Where 
was he to go ? Afterwards, he himself could never understand why he 
dragged himself right across Paris to Andre, or what he thought to find in 
the uncomfortable, untidy studio in the rue Cherche-midi. 

Six months had passed since their last meeting; to Pierre it seemed like 
decades. He was still a greenhorn then. . . . 

“How are you getting on, Andre ?” 

What could Andre say ? Was he to tell Pierre how he had been stirred 
by the events of the terrible summer, how he had found and lost Jeannette ? 
I ve started on a still life, but I can’t get on with it.’’ 

Pierre looked at him in amazement: 

♦ r ? stil U u ^. lhe same > Andre. Remember how I dragged you alone 

to the Maison de Culture ?” y 8 

Andre whistled. “Did you know that Lucien was in Spain ?” he 

S&1Q, 

It was in the papers. He’s got a diplomatic job.” 

Really ? But I thought he was fighting. . . .” 

P.erre smded He’s a child, he thought, like the Pierre that used to be ' 

aithnnth teU ^ dre ab T VlUard - As always, he lived aloud. He felt 
^„ th °^ h he wanted even the canvases on the walls to expose the traitor. 

Can ?ou und W eTsta S nd n k ?” P 6ly ^ aSked : “ What do you lh '^ ? 
'1 suppose it’s possible.’’ 

u/ith u f n ^f rst f nd such decei * 7 They used to tell me how he once worked 

u fa her t °, savc a c< - rtaln Spaniard. And now he’s handing them all 
e !>„ Is 11 Possible to understand that, to understand betrayal ?’’ 
Remember Goya s portraits. ...” 

Quite beside himself Pierre cried out: 

. Tru, you 80 widl your art * But are y° u really human beings 9 You 
ind delight in everything: blood, misery, tainted meat. Like dung beetles »” 

?no^ r °time n ” t0 6 and ‘ nfi a ” d Sh ° Uted from there: “ 1>m sor O I’ll come 

ODly K aft " he had 80ne that Andre felt offended. He went 
fidlJ V' h- h Sta,rS l but Plerre was nowhere to be seen. Andre puffed mourn- 
nnlLi ^ pl ? e ’ Wby had Pierr « insulted him ? He had only said k wL 
v n “> undentond. Of course it was. He could see righ° through am™ 

hev^ ard - h B u * LuC 'l n ? A wa8tail ! Better to “ve with doSTNo d^b” 

d y it ^ a P p ? d among themselves and tore one another’s fur out! but they did 
Pierr,»k OUt ne Phases, and that was something to be thankful for 1 But 

pf e rLT 0n H 8 m° ? ffend him: he didn>t treachery 
® r ^ e *j ad a difficult time. He hated working at the factory what was 

or Bre^u?n Pl ^ thre^ r *Pm Ft > im i° “ When lheSe englnes wouJd 8° to Franco, 
a mnntJ . P^nes were successfully transferred to Spain 

A month later a couple of fighters were delivered; but all th^ was offiy a 
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drop in the ocean. Madrid kept sending telegrams in despair. The French 
police never took their eyes off the planes. And Villard’s dignified features 
was seen everywhere on the newspaper kiosks. He spoke of non-intervention* 
as though it were a noble exploit: ‘We have saved peace !’ He donated five 
thousand francs to buy milk for the Spanish children, stipulating that it 
should be ‘for all children.’ 

That day Pierre said to Agn£s: “However much I love children, I feel 
that if Villard had a child. I’d strangle it. . . 

Day after day German bombs were shattering the houses of Madrid. 
The walls of Paris were covered with placards showing the photographs of 
bombed and mutilated children. Agnes said it was torture to look at them. 
Pierre said nothing; he had been tortured for so long. Franco had taken 
Toledo and was advancing on Madrid. Some of the papers glorified the 
Fascists who had defended the Alcazar. Others reported that the Moors 
had slaughtered hundreds of wounded in Toledo. Joliot wrote: ‘Our ancient 
French wisdom preserves us from such misfortunes.’ Breteuil’s women 
friends made preparations for parties to celebrate the fall of Madrid. But 
the Spanish people did not yield. 

Pierre felt Villard's betrayal as an all round betrayal: his own, that ol 
Agnes and that of France. And the betrayal became like a persistent stench, 
a bad taste in the mouth which it was impossible to overcome. Pierre hated 
Paris because it went on living without giving up a single one of its customary 
ways: there were the same cafes crowded with people at the aperitif hour 
the same political discussions and card-playing—bridge or poker—the same 
music halls with naked actresses. There were no sirens, no bombs, not 


even a stingy tear, noth mg. 

The schools opened. Children shouted as they scampered along with 
their new satchels and pencil-cases. Pierre knew how their carefree laughter 
was being paid for: they were fighting in the suburbs of Madrid. The late 
gold of the chestnut trees glowed on the boulevards of Paris. It was the 
shooting season. Tessa had been invited to Marquise de Chambrun’s house- 
party; after shooting a pheasant he had disappeared with a young house¬ 
maid. This story was going round the lobbies of the Chamber. But Villard 
disliked blood sports; he couldn’t bear the sight of blood; he was a Pacifist. 
And Pierre said angrily: “Why isn’t he a vegetarian ? . . .” 

Only Michaud did not lose heart. He was soon going to Spain with the 
first detachment ol volunteers. Pierre looked at Michaud with admiration 
and envy. There was a man for you ! What was it he said ? . . . ‘It’s harder 
to conquer. . . .’ And Pierre too, seemed to be on the way to understanding 
iu Once upon a time they used to represent victory as winged. But her 
feet were heavy and blistered, covered with blood and dust. 6 ' a 

r ■ 

26 


Lucien disliked his life as a diplomat. The office work did not take up 
much of bis time, but he didn’t know what to do with his leisure hours. He 
looked with indifference at the sumptuous Renaissance facades, the students 
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and mules. He couldn’t live without the Paris cafes with their aimless 
discussions, without the gossip and dramas that were as familiar to him as 
his own bed or cigarette-holder. So Lucien was on the point of giving up 
a decent salary, when the events in Spain suddenly caught him in their 
grip. Once again this man, who was like those roadside signs which 
light up in the glare of the head-lamps, decided that he had found the 
truth. 

The rebellion aroused Lucien's enthusiasm above all by its outward 
effects. At times he thought he was assisting at the staging of some old 
mystery play. People with elongated ascetic faces killed and burnt the un¬ 
believers. Some, brandishing crosses, took death for their bride. Cripples, 
whose number in Spain is legion, hunchbacks, the blind, and monsters 
crept out of their hovels everywhere. Women in mantillas embraced the 
machine-gunners, and lace fans fluttered over the hand grenades. All this 
was something out of the ordinary for Lucien and it fascinated him by its 
theatrical variety, lack of taste and violently accentuated tone. 

He got to know one of the Falangist leaders, a dry, dismal major named 
Jose Guarnez, a cold fanatic who shot people by day and preached at night. 
Lucien was amazed to find that this Spanish officer repeated his own secret 
thoughts. Jose talked of the sacredness of social rank, the splendour of 
inequality, the subjection of the mob to reason, talent and will. And Lucien 
recalled his humiliation in Pans, that blockhead on L'Humanite, the medio¬ 
crity of Pierre and oi all Pierres, the arithmetic of elections, and his own 
superiority which nobody appreciated. The Falangists had obtained recogni¬ 
tion with fire. Jose wrote pamphlets without bothering about the opinions 
of tailors or coal-miners. Lucien had always said that the old world could 
only be overthrown by the daring of the few, by a conspiracy. The Com¬ 
munists had laughed at him tor this; they talked about educating the people 
and rousing the masses to action. They were living in the past: Marx, the 
Commune democracy, progress—it was all rubbish ! How could they fail 
to see that Marxism was linked up with the ‘Declaration of Rights,’ the 
Encyclopaedists, belief in science and with the horrible idea of the positive 
principle oi man? Society was not a square building like this house, but 
a pyramid! Fascism would bring new standards: instead of books— 
enthusiasm for physical strength and athletic records; instead of parlia¬ 
mentary reports and debates—the armed seizure of Government buildings; 
instead oi elections—tommy-guns. 

There was something else in this Spaniard’s conversation that inspired 

Lucien—the cult of death. Since Henri’s death, Lucien had long realized 

the significance of non-existence, its power over all the reactions of the 

young and fierv heart. He had written a novel on the subject. His enthusiasm 

lor Communism was a slip of the pen. He had been momentarily infected 

with other people’s gaiety, the childish hubbub, the fawning attitude towards 

youth. To Jose, as well as to Lucien, death was not only a subject for reflec- 

uon, but an absolute value, a corrective to accidental and therefore precarious 
rife. 

Lucien gave himseli up to his new enthusiasm; and when the major 
suggested he should go to Paris and put the Falangists in touch with Breteuil, 
he agreed at once. 

He,did^not even ask Paris or the Embassy. He-didn’t want to think about 
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his job; it humiliated him. He made the journey via Jaca. The car rushed 
along the winding roads among the red-brown, sun-scorched hills. Not a 
villager, not a soul ! The landscape matched Lucien’s feelings; death 
appeared to him as a sister—red-brown and burning. mmm ‘ 

Afterlhe'magic atmosphere of Spain, how trivial seemed the fields of 
France, her peaceful occupations and the talk about paid holidays and 
taxes ! Everything was flourishing, and on the very first day he heard that 
cursed epilogue : ‘Everything is settling down.’ 

His father greeted him with open arms. Lucien was no longer the prodigal 
son, but a diplomat (Lucien wisely refrained from telling his father why he 
had come). Tessa didn’t ask his son about the situation in Spain. He 
considered that Franco’s victory was a foregone conclusion; the rest didn’t 
interest him. On the other hand, he told Lucien about his own plans. He 
had been appointed chairman of the Foreign Affairs Commission. He was also 
studying the secret reports of the Foreign Office: at the necessary moment 
he would make a thundering speech and bring down the Cabinet. Lucien 
* yawned: parliamentary cookery again ! 

Breteuil knew how to deal with a variety of people: he was rough with 
the ‘Faithful’ of the Grisnez type, and could charm and even flatter the 
deputies. He treated Lucien as an equal, and Lucien opened out—at last he 
was appreciated. At first they talked about propaganda: Franco’s rebellion 
must be held up as an example. Breteuil was collecting money for a gold 
sword, which he wanted to present to the defender of the Alcazar, Colonel 
Moscardo. Then Breteuil began to discuss active measures—the shipment of 
arms, the despatch of pilots to Burgos, and about liaison work for instance 
—the material of the Intelligence Service in Barcelona was going through 
Paris. 

“When are you leaving ?” Breteuil said. 

“I don’t know.” 

Breteuil laid his dry, parchment-like hand on Lucien’s arm. 

“I’m older than you, but l ife is not to be -ineasured by the^vears o f the 
calendar-. You know what real hatred is. Why go back to SpainT^Every- 
Ihing is going to be decided here.” 

“A conspiracy ?” 

“Yes.” 

Breteuil told Lucien about the brigades of the ‘Faithful.' 

“You’re going to play an important role in this,” he said. “Your 

father-” 

“I’ve got nothing in common with my father !” 

“I understand. But your father is now chairman of the Parliamentary 
Commission. They’re hiding a good deal from me. Thanks to you, we’ll 
be in a position to carry on the game, while having had a look at our oppon¬ 
ent’s hand. Of course, it’s not quite so romantic as the battle for Madrid. 

But everything has its time. . - .” 

Lucien nodded. As he was leaving he said to Breteuil: 

“Do you know why I’m willing to do everything—even this ? Each 
generation has its destiny. You can call it historical fatalism if you like. 

|We accept death not as thejLecay_fifjthe cells, nor as the aimless rotation-oj 
|mattef7 nor asapassing'^bverto the other worldTbut as a higher individual 

jterea’ ~~~ 


no 





Breteuil glanced at the handsome young man with the chestnut hair. 
“Perhaps you’re right,” he said, mournfully “but I can’t give up my faith 
in personal immortality. My son died. ...” 

Lucien very nearly had a serious quarrel with his father. When Tessa 
learnt that his son had neglected his diplomatic career, he stamped his foot 
and wailed. Lucien was unable to explain his reasons to him; and moreover 
he was obliged to ask his father for several thousand francs. 

Gradually the Spanish impressions began to fade from Lucien’s mind. 
Ihe conspiracy seemed to him to be little more than a game: there was no 
plan no definite date. Breteuil kept on saying: “We must wait.” But Jose’s 
mends were already approaching Madrid. Lucien carefully acquainted 
tiimsell with the contents of the various documents on his father’s desk and 
gave reports to Breteuil. But this took up comparatively little of his time, 
and boredom lay in wait for him in the corridor of his father’s house, in 
Breteuil s waiting-room and in the evening streets. 

In his efforts to kill time, Lucien accepted every invitation, danced, told 
antastic stone 8 and flirted with young society girls. The daughter of a big 
industrials named Montigny fell in love with him. Josephine was a plump, 
gggling girl; she was fascinated by Lucien’s romantic face, his stories of 

li/ruUri f ^ at, e ism and . l , he fact tha t in the middle of polite conversation he 
would suddenly turn silent, gaze fixedly at one spot and smile vaguely. 

When Tessa was told about his son’s flirtation, he beamed with pleasure* 

job C forTrich bride^^ & ^ ^ * f he WaS exchan S iri g a vice-consul’s 

Josephine was expecting a proposal and made dates with Lucien in empty 
tea-rooms or m the Bois de Boulogne. But Lucien did not seem to notire 
her feelings. One day she could bear it no longer and took hold of Lucien's 

a^nue n W fh P a r"! ! they Were waIkin S a <°ng a red and copper 

3 whin 1 th ? , , n dlstance a woman on horseback was cracking 

released hi-Thancf 6 b UShed ^ over and turned awa y- Lucien cautiously 

, be frank,” he said “I like you. Besides, you re rich. And yester- 

a finL h d V P ? wn my wa i« h - • • • All the same, I couldn’t touch you with 

Hke mv fr,y°H U T re ^fP^-'hree. You’re always laughing. And me? Vm 
like my friend Jose, I ve taken death for my bride.” 
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fit n'fl’h'’ 3essa heard that Lucien had stopped seeing Josephine, he had a 
anorhl?'e dumps: nothmg good would ever come out of that loafer ! But 
in Rnm b ° K awaited hlm - H ? was dozing over a report from the Ambassador 

he had mSe Ca T lnto , his study ' He was flighted; all this time 

h?m rha, n y SCen any ‘ hl ?8 of his beloved daughter. Amalie had told 
n?ni b !? was not feeling weU, out of sorts. Tessa had realized that 

his^I an ! ry , Wlth hlm ever since the evening wheh he told her about 
ms success in Parltament. Oh. these politics ! They had ruined the whole 
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summer for him. Amalie didn’t go to take the waters, declaring that she 
didn’t want to share her beloved Vittel ‘with the rabble.’ Lucien had returned 
unexpectedly from Spain. And Denise—well perhaps she really was ill: 
she looked very pale and there were rings under Jier eyes. He wanted to 
ask her about her health, but he wasn’t given an opportunity. 

“I’m leaving,’’ Denise said. “I’m going to live by myself.” 

Tessa even wailed with displeasure: 

“Well, I’ll be damned. With some young man ?” 

“No, alone.” 


Tessa looked at his daughter in amazement. No doubt about it she was 
ill. He tried to restrain himself; he became polite, concealing his feelings 
with irony: 

“Perhaps you’ll be so kind as to explain your reasons to me ?” 

“I thought you’d understand yourself—after that conversation. There’s 
nothing else ( can do. I don’t want to live at your expense.” 

Tessa was beside himself. “You prefer to go and be kept by some pa rasite 
like your infernal brother ?” 

“I knew it was impossible to explain to you. Perhaps, that's your justi¬ 
fication. Lucien is to blame all round, because he could live differently if 
he wanted to. But you do everything naturally, as a matter of course: you 
take money, you shield blackguards, you harass the Spaniards. And now 
it’s just as natural for you to insult me. We’d better not talk.” 

“Wait ! Where are you going ?” 

“I’ve got a place of my own. I’ve taken a room.” 

“With your mother’s money, I suppose, which means to say with mine ? 

“No. I’m working in an office.” 

“And how much do they pay you for your learned labours ?” 

“Eight hundred francs a month.” 


Tessa smiled artificially: 

“Very luxurious ! It was worth while having you educated ! Wait! 
He took her distractedly by the hand, like a child. Pity took the place 
of anger. Poor little thing ! This was nothing but nerves. Time the girl 

was married. He told Amalie so long ago. ... 

“Denise, don’t be silly. You need a rest and medical treatment. Its 
just common or garden neurasthenia. I had attacks like that when I was 

young. Wait !” . . 

But Denise went out. Tessa overtook her in the hall and began to thrust 


money into her hand: . . 

“Take it, you crazy girl ! . . . Please, take it! For my sake .... 

Denise went off* without the money. Tessa went back to his study, lay 
down on the sofa and suddenly began to cry. He was .surprised at his own 
tears and wondered if he had ever cried before ! The silly girl! She would 
ruin herself. How was it possible to live on eight hundred francs ! She 
wouldn’t be able to stand a month of it; she’d probably go with somebody 
for a pair of stockings and then be done for. And all on account of those 
damned politics ! Why did he ever take up the cursed business ? 

As soon as she was outside the odious house Denise experienced a teeiin 0 
of relief. Although she was reputed to be unsociable, a ‘marmot,’ she never 
stopped smiling. The respectable poverty, with which she was now obliged 
to become acquainted, failed to diminish her cheerfulness. The grumbling 



book-keeper mockingly called her ‘our little bird.’ In the dark, otiice, where 
the lights had to be turned on all day, she smiled over the correspondence 
about tons of English anthracite. She also smiled at home: she had taken 
an attic room in a small hotel. The dark, spiral staircase smelt of damp and 
cheap powder. There was hardly space for the bed in the tiny room with 
its dirty wall-paper. But even this little hole seemed beautiful to Denise, 
and for the first time the dim mirror hanging on the wall reflected a cheerful 
face. 


Her decision had taken a long time to mature. It was on one of the 

early spring evenings after she had first met Michaud, that she vaguely felt 

the beginning of her emancipation. And now the autumn rain pattered all 

through the night on the little attic window. It had needed all the events of 

the summer, the conversations with Michaud and long solitary reflections 

to help Denise to find herself at last. But her forehead with its frown of 

amusement and her smile indicated that her decision was irrevocable. So 

it was that when she met Michaud one evening after a long interval she said 
simply: 

And now about action. ... 1 want to do something for Spain. My 
evenings are free.” 

They were walking along the Boulevard Sebastopol. There was a thick 
tog in the streets, the first fog of autumn in Paris. The street-lamps seemed 
to float in the billowing yellow clouds. It was impossible to make out 
anything, and the passers-by kept on bumping into one another. Mingled 
with the rolling moisture were the smells of roasted chestnuts, perfumes and 
smoke. And the red letters of the shop-signs ‘Fregate,’ ‘Lippe,’ ‘Flowers’ 
alternately appeared and disappeared through the wreaths of fo°. 

”1 wanted to ring you up,” Michaud said. 

“I’m not on the telephone now. I’ve left home.” 

He understood everything and squeezed her hand. She began to laugh* 
her merry eyes gleamed through the fog like the letters of the shop-signs. 

.. ^ ornm ' ttee ‘ r °onis. One word was on everybody’s 

lips: Madrid. It was being repeated on all sides: by young lads who 

yearned to fight, women with children at their breasts who brought their 
scanty savings for the mothers ol Madrid, workers, artists, waiters, students, 
foreigners. All the harassed but live conscience of Paris concentrated in 
those two crowded rooms that were decorated with a plan of Madrid and 

l ^ e S P anish Republic. There was anxiety in their voices as 

They re advancing on Madrid.” They consoled themselves with 

services^theiHU wes!‘ hem ba< * ! They offered their their 

Denise arranged^:o COme there e\/en/ at/an -- *_I _ . 


arranged^to come there every evening. Michaud smiled as he 
talked^like'that* all K* 8 eVeryb ° dy ‘Comrade’-as though she had 
Michaud saw her home through the fog. On the way he bought some 
abmjt C her l new life 3611186 Warmed her frozen tin S ers with them and told him 

The book-keeper is an awful growser. He’s always saving • ‘There 1 
, ? a r.rT de me ma ft, e another blot!’ And the manager ^ Fascist ^d 

o fr gftr he “; Jilh h*- ys M H d £ ,d has aJread y been taken. He asked me 
to go to the cinema with him and hinted that it was in his power to raise my 
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salary or give me the sack. I told him I had a jealous lover, who was a dead 
shot and he laid off at once.” 

They laughed. They were both feeling gay. In this fog where no one 
S knew where they were going, they found their happiness. 

Later on Michaud said: “I’m leaving the day after to-morrow.” 

“You’re going to Spain ?” 

He nodded. 

“Michaud, you’ll come back ?” 

He was silent. 

“I know you’ll come back.” 

Michaud did not answer; he suddenly felt sad. Why had it all turned 
out so awkwardly ? They had met and were talking, but there was something 
they hadn’t mentioned. Now he was going away. ... 

“Michaud, I want you to come back.” 

‘ Michaud cheered up again. 

“Of course I’ll come back,” he said. “We’ll win, and I’ll come back. 
And then . . .” 

They had reached the hotel. Its dim light was scarcely visible; they 
nearly walked past it. They said good-bye in a simple way, as always. But 
Denise suddenly looked back, rushed to Michaud and kissed him awkwardly 
on the cheek. When he had recovered from his surprise, she had vanished. . 
For a long time he stood alone smiling to himself. Luminous wreaths of 
fog went floating past. i 
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# 

On the evening when the workers of the ‘Seine’ factory were gathered 
together to celebrate the departure of their comrades for Spain, the news¬ 
papers reported the statement made by the Soviet representative to the 
London Non-Intervention Committee. The few lines of the brief telegram 
stirred the workers of Paris. In the streets, in the Metro and in the cafes, 
people were saying: “Now the Spaniards are not alone !” 

Michaud felt as though he was celebrating his birthday. Another joy 
had been added to that of departure—the triumph of the idea to which he 
had devoted his life. He was excited when he began his speech: 

“For how long was this only a dream ! What was the dream of Babeuf, 
who inspired the sans-culottes of Saint-Antoine ? Before his execution he 
said to his judges: ‘Our revolution is only the forerunner of another, greater 
and more beautiful !’ In 1848 the blue-bloused workers died under the 
fusillades of the Guards: Work or death ! Communism was to them a vague 
dream, magic bread, workshops as in a fairy-tale; and as the fathers died, 
they said to their children: The social revolution era will come !’ Out ot 
superstition they did not call it by its name. But their children raised the 
flag of the Commune. The forts of Paris defended thenlselves, as Madrid 
is now doing. The Versailles rulers shot tens of thousands of the best; and 
waiting for the bullet, the prisoners in the orange-houses of Versailles shouted: 
‘It will come !’ It was a dream. The strikers of Fourmies died for it. Jaures 
died for it. The soldiers in the casemates of Verdun and in the trenches ot 
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Champagne dreamed about it. That dream has become living reality, a 
country, an enormous State. And nothing can hide it away or wipe it out. 
We are going to fight not for what may be, but for what already exists.” 

By order of Blum and Villard the frontier was closed. Nevertheless 
hundreds of volunteers crossed the Pyrenees every day. Some went by train 
with papers proving them to be commercial travellers or journalists; others 
went on foot by mountain paths. 

Michaud was accompanied by eight other workers, for whom the appro¬ 
priate papers had been obtained. Michaud went as the special correspondent 
of La Voie Nouvelle ; Pierre had got the necessary papers for him. The 
batch of ninety-four volunteers was leaving for Perpignan; from there they 
were to be sent on to Catalonia. 

The train was to leave at eight o’clock in the evening. A large crowd 
gathered in the Quai d’Orsay station to see the volunteers off. Several people 
stood near the first and second class carriages; young married couples were 
laughing; an old man bought a magazine with a naked woman on the cover; 
a lady at a window was nervously fussing with a bunch of flowers. Porters 
were hoisting up suit-cases plastered with hotel labels of various colours. 
Among the passengers were business-men, ladies of Paris seeking refuge in 
the south from the autumn fogs, and officials going to Algiers. One or two 
mentioned the events in Spain: “Madrid will be taken either to-day or to¬ 
morrow. And then everything will quieten down. ...” 

But it was a different crowd which collected round the third class carriages. 
Red roses and carnations were conspicuous, looking like tiny flags amid the 
smoke and bustle. The friends, comrades, mothers and wives of the volun¬ 
teers had come to see them off. Their whispered words of love and loyalty 
were mingled with a joyful buzz—“Now they won’t get Madrid !”, shouts 
and songs. Denise was lost in the crowd and it was only when the guard 
shouted “Take your seats” that she pushed forward and caught Michaud 
by the coat-sleeve, saying quietly: “I shall wait.” 

pie whistle blew. Fists were raised on the platform, and fists appeared 
at the windows of the four third class carriages. A woman standing by one 
of the first class carriages exclaimed: “What a disgrace !” Denise waved 
her handkerchief. Through the fog she saw Michaud lean out of the window; 
he shouted: “And how !” The old mother of one of the volunteers was 
weeping and sobbing; t he r ed-lights gleamed in the darkness of the tunnel, 
. e song of the new war floated back through the fog. 

Michaud was so tired after all the excitement of the last few days that he 
lell asleep at once. In his sleep he heard the rumbling of the wheels, the 
arguments and the names of the stations. He woke up at dawn somewhere 
near Narbonne. The train was passing by the side of grey lakes with deserted, 
reedy shores. Birds flitted low over the still water. Further on, the water 
became flushed with the rosy light of the sun. In these moments Michaud’s 
thoughts were of Denise, the warmth of her hand and her last words. He did 
not leel sadness, but a great tranquillity. 

. J hen £ ame the sea. How peaceful it all was. Everything about it seemed 

iiLhtnft for h ^PP iness —the vineyards, the southern sun, the 

F^!^wi 0f * the u hshe ™ en ‘ But war was close by » over those mountains. 
Everybody in the carnage woke up. They looked eagerly at the mountains, 

now purple, now brick-red: beyond them was destiny 
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The Spanish frontier guards who met the train, which was now almost 
empty except for the volunteers, raised their clenched fists. Near the first 
ruins children were whistling the ‘Riego March* with its sad careless notes. 


Six months later Lieutenant Michaud of the ‘Paris Commune’ Battalion, 
with a hundred Frenchmen, was defending a small half-demolished village 
near Madrid. They arrived there an hour before the dawn. All around was 
the Castillian sierra, like a petrified sea. How little these people resembled 
the surrounding landscape. Everything about them was different—their 
cheerful lively faces, their jokes and their fluid speech. They were unable to 
blend with this cruel and beautiful land or with its inhabitants so full of 
dignity, sternness and hidden passion. The children of mocking and playful 
Paris, felt they were strangers in the land; only their faith in the common 
cause and the cordiality of the Spaniards eased their nostalgia. 

The Fascists began to advance about seven o’clock in the morning after 
a short artillery preparation. Four machine-gunners were killed by a shell. 
Michaud and his comrades lay in some hastily dug trenches on the top of 
a hill. They saw the Fascists creeping forward by the rocky escarpments. 
Machine-gun fire held up the enemy, but a second wave followed the first. 
Michaud gave the order: “Use the grenades !” 

It lasted only a few minutes, but it seemed to him like a whole day. They 
beat off the attack. Michaud’s comrade, the locksmith Genteuff, died at 
noon; he was tortured with anxious thoughts and kept on saying: “Tell—■ , 

but Michaud failed to make out the words. . 

In the evening a Spanish battalion relieved the French. Out of their 
original hundred only forty-two remained alive; seventeen were sent to 


The French lit a fire, warmed their swollen feet and made soup. Some¬ 
body heaved a sigh: there was nothing to put in the soup ! Usually when 
they were resting they joked and sang. To-day, in spite of their military 
success they were all sad; they bad left so many friends among the rocks 
and prickly shrubs on the hill. And the evening was cold with an icy wind 
blowing. The men were poorly clad and hunched their backs in the cold. 
One of them swore all the time; it was obvious his curses helped to relieve 
him. He swore al everything: the soup, the wind, the Fascists, the war. 

The village was empty: the inhabitants had fled. Only two or three little 
houses showed faint gleams of light. An old woman came up like a ghost 
out of the darkness and approached the fire. She was an ordinary peasant 
woman in a black dress with a black kerchief on her head. She sa,d U S0 !?®J 
thing to Michaud which he did not understand—with great difficulty he_ had 
iftamt a few words ot Spanish. The old woman went away and came back 
wto a ham and began pointing at it with her fingers: “Eat! ” Michaud 
remembered Jeannot’s mother; this woman was like Clemence. He neara 
hM sigh No doubt, she was saying: ‘They’ll kill you, too !’ How small 
was the world and how quickly everything could be understood ! 

Michaud sat cl to the comrade sitting next to him: They say to us. 

•you’re fighting tor us.’ No, we’re fighting for Pans, for France. Genteuil 

diea for Pans to-day. I went to his place once. He_used to five at Mont- 

rnnee A little square, and down below a cafe. ... 

rouge. ._^ ro j. h«can to sine: “Ah. Pans, my village ! 
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Paris went on with its usual life: theatrical lirst nights, the autumn 
session of the Chamber, new fashions, the inevitable bank crash, the sensa¬ 
tional kidnapping of a rich American woman, a few romances, a few suicides. 
Tessa still hoped to overthrow Blum; but in the lobbies they were saying 
that the Government had grown stronger: the policy of non-intervention 
had pacified the Radicals. Both the red and the tricolour flags had dis¬ 
appeared. Desser was triumphant: he had rightly banked on the good 
sense of the people. In other countries people were killing one another, 
tightening their belts and piling up armaments, building fortresses and 
prisons, and hailing their leaders and Generals; but Paris went on applauding 

Maurice Chevalier, who sang without a blush for the thousandth time: 
“Paris is still Paris. . . .” 


Nevertheless, under the surface ot this peaceful life a struggle was going 
on > Rifled passions were seething like whirlpools. Families had broken up 
and Tessa was not the only one to lose his domestic calm these days. The 
arguments in the cafes sometimes ended in shooting, more often in a silent 
rupture. Everything was determined by foreign geographical terms and by 
the struggle in a neighbouring but infinitely far-otf country. Paris was split 
into two camps. All who had been infuriated by the strikes in the summer, 
and fearing for their property had closed their shutters when the demon¬ 
strators passed their houses, now hopefully stuck little red and yellow flags 
into the map. And in the workers’ quarters the people looked at the same 
map and said: ‘Madrid is holding out !* 

By the middle of November even Breteuil’s newspapers had to admit that 
General Franco s troops had been held at the very gates of Madrid. The 
working-class suburbs ot Paris repeated the miraculous words that had 
come from the banks of the Manzanarez: ‘They shall not pass !* 

Legends were circulating about the heroism of the workers of Madrid. 

people related the deeds of the international brigades as though they were 

tne explo»ts^of Roland; and more than once the metal-workers or textile- 

workers added with pride: ‘Our men are there too ! Duval . . . Jacques 
. . . Henri. ... ^ 


/>llt A ^ er readin 8 the morning papers, Villard smiled. Madrid was holding 
t . * ^our grapes . Since the day when he became a Minister, he no longer 

1 c b ° u l - °f ideo, °gies. the class struggle or the life of the 

£ 0r blm P°lit|cs had now become a matter of concessions to one 
® tbe . otber > a daily and at times an hourly calculation, of the Govern¬ 
ment s majority, appointments, rewards and transfers. The world became 

UIQC narrow as a room crowded with precious and fragile bric-a-brac: there 

Madrid r ? U v n 0r J I ? 0ve a hand - And now ’ te,lin 8 himself that 

and holdin S out, Villard broke out of this crowded room for a moment 

^o..r g n^ a i 8aSp °[ JOy: were fine Allows after all ! He even thought: 

Tr?h?c P 6 afe the £ e t00 J J bere are Socialist workmen among them.’ 

SaiC V Have you seen the news ? Breteuil celebrated 

S a?the°l^s, fh,^* S ^ DO ‘ * S ‘ FaithfU ’’’ Wh ° mD aWay ' lke 
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Shortly afterwards, Villard devoted himself to the tedious tasks of the 
day. The reception began. He was obliged to give evasive replies, refuse 
with a pleasant smile, promise the impossible. One of his callers was Piroux, 
the deputy who had pestered him during the July demonstration. Piroux, 
of course, was full of complaints: 

“Every day dozens of people are secretly crossing the frontier. We’re 
turning Franco against us. And to-morrow he’ll be master of the whole of 
Spain. My constituents are particularly interested in the maintenance of 
good relations with Spain, quite independently of who goverps it.” 

Villard answered with a gentle smile: “My dear colleague, it’s still 
unknown who’s going to win. You’ve probably read the latest telegrams? 
However, I have no objection. ... We promised not to let any volunteers 
go to Spain, arid we’ll carry out our promise.” 

When Piroux had left, Villard said to his secretary: “It will be necessary 
to instruct the Prefect of Pyrenees-Orientales to increase the frontier guard.” 

Fortunately there were no official invitations; after the gorgeous lunches 
which had so overburdened Villard’s stomach, he was glad to eat a soft- 
boiled egg and spinach. He had a delightful afternoon in front of him— 
pure aesthetic emotions instead of a parliamentary session. He had long 
been meaning to look at the work of the young artist Andre Corneau, who 
had exhibited a wonderful landscape at the last Salon —a spreading chestnut 
tree, with a roundabout on the left and a tiny figure against the wall on the 
right. No doubt his other pictures would be interesting. Corneau was being 
much talked about. . . . Villard would buy that landscape. He was not 
stingy, but neither was he fond of flinging money about. He thought with 
satisfaction: ‘They asked three thousand for it at the Salon. That means 
they’ll let it go for two.’ 

Andre, hearing of Villard’s intended visit, remembered what Pierre had 
told him and frowned. The devil take him ! What about putting the studio 
in order ? No, it wasn’t worth it. 

Villard gazed lingeringly at each canvas and made remarks: “What 
delicate tones! You can feel the air under that chair. The asters are a little 
harsh. This landscape is reminiscent of Utrillo at his best period.” Andre 
wasn’t listening. At first he had looked attentively at Villard and thought: 
‘It wouldn’t be interesting to paint his portrait. His face is a mass of flabbi¬ 
ness, all blurred.’ Then he lit up his pipe and obediently presented the 
canvases for Villard’s inspection and shook the dust off his clothes. No 
doubt he wanted to buy, but this prospect had little effect on Andre, one 
way or the other. He was indifferent to money; when it came in he spent it; 
when there was none he ate bread and sausage instead of dining. At one 
time he used to take a fervent interest in the fate of his pictures and wondered 
whose hands they would fall into. But it was nearly always the dealers who 
took them, and Andre got used to the idea that when his canvases left the 
studio they disappeared. 

Villard said: “I liked that landscape you exhibited at the salon very much. 
You know, the one with the tree. ...” 

In silence, Andre put another canvas on the easel. This one was nis 
favourite. After the night he met Jeannette, he had gone to the Place d’ltalie 
and painted it. It was a gloomy day. A girl at the corner was wait mg tor 
someone, and the horses of the roundabout were resting. 
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“I should like to have this landscape,” Villard said. 

Andre’s face darkened. He knocked out his pipe against the table-lee. 
Then he took up the canvas and turned its face to the wall. 

Villard looked surprised. “Is it sold ?” he asked. 

Andre answered with the rudeness of a child, neither reflecting nor 
choosing his words: “I don’t want it to hang in your house. Can’t you 
understand ? There’s a limit to everything. I’m not going to have you 
looking at it!” 

Whenever Villard took offence, his whole face trembled—the pince-nez, 
the ends of his moustache, his lower lip and his chin. He said politely: “As 
you please,” thanked Andre for the pleasure of seeing his pictures and 
ceremoniously left the studio. Andre watched him go and exclaimed: “The 
humbug !” And yet Pierre believed in a dummy like that. Was there any 
limit to what people would do ? And good people too, like Pierre. Andre 
waved his hand and settled down to the work that Villard had interrupted. 
He couldn t get on with it, but he refused to leave the canvas: he was afraid 
of his own angry and weary thoughts. 

When it got dark, he lay down on the sofa without turning on the light 
and waited again for the hour when Jeannette’s voice would echo in the 

studio. It was like a drug for which he had developed a craving. 
Wherever he might be at that hour, he always looked around for a wireless 
set* to-day the chestnut tree and the roundabout reawakened memories 
of her with a new sharpness. The hours passed slowly by. At last it was 
time. He turned the switch and the little green eye lit up; someone sang 
a song, the violins did a bit of scraping and then Jeannette’s voice came 
through. She began with a talk about the bed of the ocean, about sea-shells 
and their everlasting murmur: this was an advertisement for artificial pearls. 
Then she recited a poem—Andre didn’t catch who it was by: 


‘Deceived, T go to meet my death, 

And like the sand, the brass of midnight battle. . . 

.. ^J e v i°lins scraped and people sang. Andre automatically turned 

the knob. A woman’s light voice said something in French: ‘This is Madrid 

T°‘? ay our . unils ’ composed of La Mancha fighters, together with 
men ot the International Brigade, repelled attacks in University City. By 

w ? dr 5 ve ^e Fascists from the building of the Medical 
f * ., Ger £2 an au *craft carried out two attacks on the northern quarters 
a ?* y ; , e population suffered casualties in killed and injured. . . 

Sn out cf the window. The old rue Cherche-midi was asleep. 

an iI9?i e “e ea e , r ?* tbe merr y cobbler and the flower-shop woman, 
allv Smoking Dog’ were asleep, so were the cats. Occasion¬ 
al fine Pedestrians walked past. A lorry rattled along. Then 

a orIt? re ’ gned once more - The grey houses seemed to be deserted. And 
fh.f ^? eSS Ca, ? e over , Andr e* He thought of Madrid. He had never 
dark nnicv ty he , wa , s al ^ays trying to picture what it was like—white. 

MadridH e / ,dn u ^ OW ‘ But now al ht aJ1 the sky over 
that evp^iiit P, xK d . d ° Wn below a woman was crying out. And it was like 
ito mad Thal worse than death. It was enough to make you 

go mad. Not because of the bombs or the solitary cry. But what could you 
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do? . . . And here they had closed the shutters, pulled the eiderdowns 
over themselves and were sleeping. They felt warm and cosy, because it 
was damp and cold outside and the houses were burning in far-away Madrid. 
Cosy ! And then perhaps this very sky of Paris would be filled with a drone; 
the night, black and hostile, would come alive. The eyes of the search¬ 
lights would peer helplessly into the sky: no, can’t find it! Then—crash. 
One, two, three. . . . Someone would announce on the radio: “Many were 
killed and injured.” And at night a woman would cry out. Maybe, Jeannette. 
Why did they deceive her with this quiet, why didn’t they wake her up and 
say: ‘Hurry away into the country, to the sea, does it matter where ?’ They 
were deceiving all of them—the cobbler and the cats, everyone. Jeannette bad 
said: “Deceived, I go to meet my death.” It was simple and terrible. 


PART TWO 


\ 

' 

* 

i 

THE MONTIGNYS RECEIVED ON TUESDAYS. IN THE SPACIOUS LIBRARY BRETEUIL’S 

friends discussed current political questions amid the smoke of their cigars 
over a cup of coffee and white rum from Martinique. Meanwhile in the 
drawing-room the ladies drank tea and gossiped. Montigny’s daughter 
Josephine waited impatiently for the men to come into the drawing-room: 
she still retained her affection for Lucien who came to the Montignys every 
Tuesday. 

Nearly two years had passed since the victory of the Popular Front. 
As Desser said, everything had shaken down. Villard boasted: “I’ve learnt 
how to govern—they don’t notice me now.’’ Business was good. The factories 
were overwhelmed with orders. The shops were scarcely able to cope with 
the demand for goods. The notices ‘To let,’ disappeared; there were no* 
longer any empty premises. Economists wrote about the end of the crisis 
and prophesied a long period of prosperity. 

However, the mantle of appeasement cloaked a general discontent. The 
bourgeoisie remembered the June strikes; they could not forgive the Popular 
Front for their fright. The forty-hour week and holidays with pay were the 
cause of all the trouble. This was not only the attitude of the Montignys’ 
visitors but also of people of small means who read the newspaper articles. 
The shopkeeper who told his customers that soap had gone up another 
four sous shrugged his shoulders and said: “There’s nothing to be done ! 
You see, the gentlemen workers are going to the watering-places.’’ The 
farmer filling up his income-tax form grumbled: “ParasitesJ’’ .Byjjparasites’ 
kc Ihe school-teacher, the two post-office employees and the^workers in 
the neighbouring town. ‘"The workers were also discontented. The cost of 
living went up every day, and the wage-increase which they had obtained a 
couple of years ago was of no benefit. Strikes kept breaking out. The 
owners refused to yield. Villard appealed for moderation. The Fascists 
were openly forming military detachments, and the workers were asking: 
Who s going to protect us? Not the police; they’re only waiting for the 
hour to get even with us.’ Fighting was still going on in Spain, but the 
Fascists had cut off Catalonia from Madrid, and the workers murmured 
angrily: ‘They’ve been betrayed.’ The betrayal, like rust, corroded the 
spirit of the people. The Press was writing about the danger of war. German 
divisions marched through the streets of Vienna. Everybody tried to guess 
Hitler s next move. They g ot hot u nder tbs coilax. argued in the caf&s and 
men went peacefully toTTeepi Tfie unusually cold spring of 1938 found 
Paris peaceful and distracted, well-fed and discontented. 

Meanwhile Breteuil had been up to a number of things. The friends he 
met at the Montignys’ were unaware of his many-sided activities. Holding 
the view that the root ol the evil lay in what he called the ‘appeasement* of 
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the working classes, Breteuil had devoted a whole year to the organization 
of terrorist acts. The most responsible affairs he delegated to Grisnez. It 
was Grisnez who set fire to six military aeroplanes and planted a time-bomb 
in a railway tunnel. Wishing to frighten the capitalists, Breteuil entrusted 
Grisnez with the task of blowing up the house belonging to the Employers* 
Confederation. The bomb damaged the front of the house and killed the 
watchman. 

The newspapers of the Right accused the Communists of having per¬ 
petrated these outrages. Evasively Villard told the Press: “The nature of 
these outrages has not yet been elucidated.” The partisans of the Popular 
Front demanded vigorous measures. In order to pacify them Villard ‘dis¬ 
covered a plot.’ Of course, he did not seriously touch either Breteuil or the 
arms dumps of the ‘Faithful’; but the police extracted a few machine-guns 
from various cellars and arrested about fifty of the ‘Faithful.* Villard made 
out the plot was a piece of childishness: at his suggestion the papers nick¬ 
named the conspirators the ‘Cagoulards,’ stating that they wore medieval 
hoods and masks. In the Chamber Breteuil indignantly declared that the 
Government was persecuting ‘true patriots,’ and the arrested men were soon 


released 

, Breteuil now decided to change his tactics. He passed from bombs to 
parliamentary intrigues in the hope that international complications would 
help him to split the Government majority. All the walls were covered with 
appeals: ‘The Popular Front is dragging France into war ! Breteuil s 
friends went about the country persuading the peasants ‘to save the cause 
of peace.’ The usual Cabinet crisis was in the offing. The Radicals were 
tired of the Socialists. The levy on capital—ah, that was where cautious 
Blum was likely to come a cropper ! In that case Tessa might come to the 
fore. So Breteuil made up to the old lawyer, praised his speeches, ana 
entertained him with duck * la Rouen and pheasant ragout. Tessa appre¬ 
ciated the food, but was on his guard; he even sttessed his good relations 
with Villard and said that the Socialists had turned out to be good French¬ 
men. Perhaps he realized his triumph was imminent, and wished to make 
sure of the votes of the Socialists; perhaps he was trying to pacify the Left 
Radicals, in particular the vehement deputy Fouget, who frankly called 

^co^irw" a tougher proposition to overthrow the Cabinet than to 
blow up a house. Breteuil was obliged to enlist the aid of new forces. Gnsnez 
and the other ‘Iron-sides’ were now sitting around kicking their neeis. 
Breteuil became friends with Ducane and Grandel, a couple of prominent 
deputies who frequented the Montignys. They were a pair of contrasting 
types. Ducane was the son of a vet. in the provinces. He had known poverty 
inhis youth, but kept aloof from the Socialist movement. His ideal was a 
chivalrous, Esthetic France; he fed his fancy on the exploits of Joan of 
Arc the work of the unkn own builders of the cathedrals of Chartres and 
Rheims, and on the nation considered as a whole. He served as an airman 
during the war and was severely wounded; he was decorated twice. Then 
he took up politics and preached what he called integral nationalism. He 
was elected to Parliament by one of the Alpine constituencies. In the 
Chamber he took his seat on the extreme Right, but he often upset his 
neighbours by his unexpected statements. For instance, in one speech he 
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said: “If we’re faced with the horrors of a new Commune, I prefer the post 
of a defender of Paris to the double-faced role of a Thiers.” He was a 
reserved, ugly man of about fifty with a stutter. When he got excited he 
spoke so indistinctly that even his relations failed to understand him. 
Although he seldom made a speech in the Chamber, he exercised great 
influence; he was respected for his personal decency and his knowledge— 
he was the finest*aircraft specialist in France and directed the work of the 
Air Force Commission. He joined up with Breteuil because he considered 
that the Popular Front was leading France to ruin. Breteuil tried to keep 
on good terms with him and never uttered a word in his presence regarding 
co-operJtion with Germany. 

If Ducane was well known in parliamentary and military circles, Grandel 
was known throughout the whole country. Grandel was young and very 
attractive: he had a fine face, a Roman nose and dreamy blue eyes; he 
looked like the portraits of Saint-Just. He was an excellent speaker, and 
even his opponents listened to him enchanted as if by a nightingale. He had 
been something of an infant prodigy and had played the violin marvellously. 
His father had made a fortune in Stock Exchange speculations after the 
Armistice but soon went bankrupt, and Grandel himself had to go out into 
the world; he wrote essays on ‘the mysticism of poverty,’ ‘cosmic storms,’ 
and sociological dramas with allegorical personages. A few years back he 
joined the Socialists and addressed meetings with great success. He was 
elected to the Chamber. There he suddenly announced that he was disgusted 
with the internationalism of Blum and Villard and that he, Grandel, was a 
Frenchman and the representative of the French workers who cared for 
PrOudhon, not for Marx, and refused to live at other people’s bidding 
Grande) became the hero of the day. He was courted by the Radicals, the 
Republican Socialists and the Democrats. He called himself an ‘Independent 
Socialist, but in the divisions in the Chamber he supported the Right opposi¬ 
tion and became friends with Breteuil. Grandel had a good many enemies * 
any gossip likely to damage his reputation as a rising young deputy found 
willing listeners m the parliamentary lobbies. It was said that he was meeting 
one of the attaches at the German Embassy a little too often; it was even 
declared that the Radical, Fouget, had got hold of documents which severely 
compromised Grandel. In the face of these insinuations, Grandel himself 
merely raised his thin eyebrows. “An old trick,” he would say, “blacken 
your opponent and at the same time jumble up the cards ! When the time 
comes, 111 prove Fouget is an agent of Moscow.” 

Some three years ago Grandel had married a very pretty creole girl. Her 
name was Mari^ but everybody called her Mouche. Grandel went about 
Z'l* he *sveryWlere; they were spoken of as ‘The Inseparables.’ Mouche 
went with him to the Montignys. She did not take part in the general con- 

l nd l ? S1 / lo ? kin 8 at old albums. Josephine felt in her heart 
¥ ouche was a nv al; she would often.glance at the door of the library 
and the expression on her face changed when she caught sight of Lucien. 

Montigny, who was subsidizing Breteuil’s political campaign had a 

Sd1n rn th m T ner r d u Ulld ° e , face - 11 was not surprising that Josephine 
ShI? th e day when she would leave her father’s house at last; Montigny 

would plague her for hours on account of a book by Paul Morand or because 

he thought she put on too much lip-stick. He was an obstinat dull-witted 
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man. He believed that Breteuil would keep the workers in their place. The 
past year’s dividends gave him no cause for complaint but he considered 
himself to be humiliated: ‘A forty-hour week indeed ! The rabble ! Do 
I count how many hours I work ? And yet I take risks, I may have to suffer 
losses. All they have to do is to draw their wages. Parasites !’ To Montigny 
the workers were not opponents, as Desser regarded them, but dreadful 
insects ready to devour everything. He could go on talking for ever about 

their laziness and greed. . 

This particular evening he never gave anyone else a chance to open their 

mouths, but went on jawing for the hundredth time about the truculence ol 
the workers, who were demanding separate wash-basins./ * 

“They’ll be demanding baths next. You see if they don’t. Just think of 
it—while the Germans are working twenty-four hours a day, our workers 


are going away to the seaside.” 

He broke into a fit of ancry coughing. Breteuil, who wanted to talk about 
the impending battle in Parliament, not about wash-basins, took advantage 
of this interruption. In order to make sure of Ducane’s support, Breteuil 
based his arguments on the Nazi peril, as Montigny had done. 

“I think that in May the Germans will begin to put pressure on Czecho¬ 
slovakia,” he said. “Before then we must create a genuine national Govern¬ 
ment. Personally I’ve no objection to Tessa, provided, of course, that he 

declines the votes of the Communists.” D •» Klicv 

Lucien frowned. He had long suspected that Breteud w^ bi^y with 
parliamentary intrigues, not with a conspiracy. Anyway he drillit^expect 
that his father would be put up as the saviour of the country. It was a tat 
lot of good putting a fence round the orchard ! And stifling a yawn, Lucien 
thought • ‘If only they’d dry up quickly !’ He wanted to talk to Mouche. 

Graiidel supported Breteuil. “Tessa is the lesser evil. Only he must be 
got away from P the Fouget gang. I was told yesterday that Fouget had 
passed that forged document on to Tessa. Of course I went to see Tessa 
at once and said: ‘Will you kindly tell me what it is they accuse rne of? 
He was extremely pleasant, but declined to give any explanations. But its 
auite cl^ what their plan is. They want to make a row in the Foreign 
Affairs Commission. It’s a classic way of diverting attention. In order to 

save Blum they trot out the latest sensation. 

Ducane was indignant. "I didn’t think Fouget was capable ot such 
baseness He gave me the impression of being a decent fellow. He fought 
at Verdun. And now he blackguards a political opponent . But you mus 
thprn Grandel With your talent as a speaker. ... 

P “I’mS sorry I have to wait. The trouble is I can’t evgn prepare myselt 

properly. I don’t know the contents ot the forgery. 

SpS? friedTto^have an explanation with Tessa,” sa ‘ J Breteuil, but he 

»fr“ St ScSTui w- or ■*» 

^Lucfen^ed vaguely. Then he said abruptly: ’My father's an honest 
man, but he’s a mufi. 
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The deputies started reckoning up the, votes. About seventy Radicals 
would vote against Blum. The Governmerft^ majority was melting, but it 
was melting too slowly. And there was no time to wait; in a month's time 
Germany would move. '"X-, 

“The senators will come t.o the rescue. Caillaurt-fKis sworn to day Blum 
alive.” 

Ducane muttered: “Caillaux is a fox and a defeatist." / 

They discussed the programme of the future Government. The first 
condition: Tessa must break with the Communists. A firm policy over the 
Sudeten question, but there must not be too much of the big stick, and 
everything must be done to find a compromise acceptable to both sides. 
The immediate recognition of General Franco. Laval to be sent to Rome; 
f t was vital to come to an agreement with Mussolini before it was too late. 
Control of the Press. Credits for the aircraft industry—Ducane insisted on 
this. A seventy-hour working week. 

Breteuil added: “Armed force to be used in the case of factories being 
seized.” 


For the benefit of Montigny. 

But on this point Montigny begged to differ. 

‘No,” he said. “Use gas ! Gas and nothing else ! Smoke'them out like 
rats . And you must add—accelerated shipbuilding. The death penalty for acts 
of terrorism. We’ll get that villain yet who threw the bomb into the ‘Con¬ 
federation.’ The guillotine’s too good for him !” 

Breteuil looked at Montigny’s heavy face: anything could be expected 

from a tool like that ! Breteuil said he had urgent business to attend to 
and went. 

The rest went into the drawing-room. Josephine looked at Lucien, but 

he did not even glance at her. He sat down next to Mouche and started 

a drawing-room conversation about Giraudoux’s new play: ‘The Troian War 
will not take place.’ 

It s a very good title,” he said, “people go to have their fears set at 

rest. 


Mouche whispered: “On Thursday. He won’t be there. I’ll let you in 
my sell. 

Ducane was heatedly proving to Grande! that it was time to adopt an 

active policy. Whether with or against Italy it’s all the same. It’s not 

he „“‘ letens 1 m worried about, but the Czech Maginot line. . . 

,f° U u Se ’ y ? u mustn,t forget that the Sudetens are Germans. 
And Hitler has declared that he has no further claims in the west. . . 

__ -ui Cane be< ? ame excited. He shouted out something, but it was im¬ 
possible to make out the words; he seemed to be chewing rubber. 

Grandel smiled. “You’re absolutely right,” he said. 

rapidlyr’ me overto °^ Lucien in the hail. Without looking at him, she said 

to do U tS?hii for 1 yo n u.” haPPenS l ° y ° U ’ d ° n,t '° r8et ~ l ’ m always ready 

bere LU You'n a c S a t tc 0 h C a h cold b ’’ t r6Strained ““ “ Thaak you ’ lt>s chUJy out 
Tears came into Josephine’s eyes. “Oh, how I hate you 1” 

Outside a cold east wind was blowing. Lucien turned up the collar of 
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his coat. Everything disgusted him—Breteuil, Josephine’s stupid tenderness 
and Mouche. 

In one of his ‘local associations’ Breteuil sought out Aubry, a ticket- 
inspector on the Metro, a repulsive-looking individual bursting with malice 
and with no family ties. 

“Listen, Aubry. There is a traitor who must be got rid of.” 

Aubry brightened up with pleasure. He had long been waiting for an 
opportunity to show his courage. Only once had he been given a job to do, 
and a very nasty one at that. He had beaten up a girl who was selling 
L'Humanite in the Avenue Wagram. 

“I’m at your orders, Leader.” 

“You must do away with ‘Iron-side’ Grisnez. And without anything 
being found out. Then you’ll plant this near him. . . .” 

Breteuil opened his pocket-book and took out a Communist party-card. 

“It shall be done, Leader,” lisped Aubry. 

When he got home Breteuil didn’t open his letters or answer his wife’s 
questions. Scarcely moving his thin lips, he said his prayers. He was sorry 
for Grisnez. But what else could be done ? A new chapter had to be written 
on a clean page. A man like Grisnez was likely to blurt out everything 
after a couple of drinks. ... Of course, he was an honest fellow, but a fool. 
‘I’m an “Iron-side” ’—Paradise was ready for people like that. But what 
was in store for him—Breteuil ? He had taken a great deal on himself. 
He would have a lot to answer for. And after reciting the requiem prayer 

once again, he said to his wife: 

“I never knew anyone called Grisnez, understand ?” 

Mme Breteuil wiped her hands on her apron—she had been making 
Breteuil’s favourite macaroons—looked at her husband and exclaimed# 

“Monster !” 

Breteuil said nothing. 




p[n 


Grisnez plodded along the muddy path from the station of Verneui 
towards the old hunting-lodge. It was the first warm day after a long spel 
of bad weather, and Grisnez thought: ‘It will soon be Easter. Coming out 
into an open glade, he felt hot and unbuttoned his overcoat. Under the 
trees the pointed leaves of the lilies of the valley glowed with a greenish 
light • in a month’s time the Parisians would be coming here for Picnics. 
Peaceful scenes of everyday life usually irritated Grisnez. Although he did 
not realize it, he envied other people’s carefree attitude. But now the sun- 
sfcnelnd the stir of spring in the forest inclined him.to a gender mood 
and he 'houeht of the couples who would come to this glade to pick the 

Ulle WherewouldBreteuil send him to now—the Spanish frontier ? Brittany? 
From his earlv vouth Grisnez had been used to wandering about France. 
He was used to the stuffiness of smoky railway carriages, thechilly dr^i^s 
railway junctions, to taking his meals at the common table in third rate 
hotels^Xe coZercial travellers told each other threadbare anecdotes, to 
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spending the night in unheated rooms with greasy eiderdowns and oleo¬ 
graphs on the tarnished walls. He had no liking for moving about, but he 
could hardly imagine himself in a settled life. His former profession helped 
him to carry out the risky tasks with which Breteuil entrusted him. When 
he disappeared from his hotel for a week, his landlady showed no surprise. 
Grisnez knew France from end to end. Everywhere he had his favourite 
places ot call, his boozing companions, and connections with the local 
police. For the last lour months he had been idle. The letter from Aubry 
neither overjoyed nor saddened him. Carelessly he slung a few things into 
a suitcase, put a flask of brandy on top and slipped a revolver into his hip 
pocket. He told his landlady: “fm going to Annecy with the instruments.” 
Then he thought to himself: ‘Instruments or bombs—what does it matter ” 
What had seemed to him two years ago to be an exciting romantic gamble 
had now become merely routine work; he carried it out efficiently, but 
without any enthusiasm. 

The April noon, the gleaming sunlight, the riotous twittering of the birds 
mellowed his feelings. He was not thinking about the ‘Faithful.’ but about 
curly-haired Lulu, the daughter of the hotel proprietor at Annecy. It was 
no accident that he had told his landlady he was going to Annecy: he was 
day-dreaming and had made a slip ol the tongue. How nice it would be to 
chuck it all up, marry Lulu and take a cafe or a little hotel. Dreams ! 
Grisnez was incapable of saving; all the money he got from Breteuil went 
on new suits and presents for Lulu. 


Aubry was already waiting for him. The hunting-lodge was a half-ruined 
building among alder trees. Lovers had scratched their names and dates on 
its white walls. Aubry sat down on the little stone seat, turning first one 
side of himself and then the other to the sun. He too felt the softening 
influence of spring. Alter the long months spent in the study Metro with 
its stale smells ol soap and acid it was like being in paradise to sit beside 
a tiny stream, under the trees that were covered with a pale green down He 
had forgotten why he was waiting. When he caught sight of Grisnez, smartly 
dressed and treshly shaved, he sighed; the fairy tale was over. 

They shook hands. “Sit down,” Aubry said, “ironside Delmasse is 
coming. He has all the instructions.” 

Grisnez spread out a newspaper: he didn’t want to dirty his new trousers. 

It s not damp,” Aubry said. “The sun s shining. Still it’s as well to 
be caretul. It isn t worth while catching cold.” 

They gazed in silence at the silver ripples of the tiny stream, and little 
oy little^a pleasant drowsiness came over them. 

“Isn t the Leader coming ?” Grisnez said. 

He s not very well. He’s getting on, you know.” 

How old would you say he is 1” 

‘‘Over sixty.” 

ber ifnMi? 8ed fi lo Vt‘ nce his sons death - That was two y ear s ago. I remera- 

i Jr weU - There was a stnke oa - Hls wile was crying. And whe< 

1 arrived he was praying. ...” s 

“No*’ Are you Sh ° W ‘ ' ' What aboUt you ? Are you marned ■’ 


he M.?d 4 moment Aubry s u &lv face lit up with a bashful smile, “Not yei, 


I 
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Then you re thinking ol it ? It’s better that way. I'm getting married 
soon. I’ve found a nice girl at Annecy. A regular peach. Her father’s a 
lawyer. .They’ve got an estate there. I want to go and live there myself. 
I shall buy an hotel. The English will come. They bring in the money. I've 
already saved up the cash. And she’s a stunning girl. Sings beautifully, a 
proper coloratura. . . .” 

Lulu had never sung a note in her life, but having begun to tell lies 
Grisnez couldn t stop. Perhaps he was not merely lying, but expressing his 
dreams. All round them in the forest the birds were warbling passionately. 

Aubry glanced at his companion's fashionable light-brown shoes and 
thought with a touch of sadness: ‘It’s easy for a fellow like that to get 
married. But who'll have me? Some old trollop, perhaps. . . .’ 

“1 say," Grisnez said. “Where is this chap what’s his name, Delmasse? 
He must have got lost.’’ 

“Oh, he’ll come,’’ Aubry said. 

Aubry wasn't waiting for anybody. He had thought it all out beforehand, 
but now for some reason he was going slow. Grisnez took out his tlask. 
Then Aubry produced some bread and sausage which he had brought with 
him, foreseeing a strenuous day. The sausage was supple as rubber. Grisnez 
ate it with relish: the walk had given him quite an appetite. Aubry took a 
drink from Grisnez’s tiask. “Here’s to you.’’ he said. 

Grisnez grew even mellower under the effect of the brandy. He felt 
sleepy and yawned. As he gazed at the water he said dreamily: 

“1 like hshing. At Annecy the trout are as big as this—look 

Then he tell asleep. His hat slipped on one side. His mouth was half¬ 
open. His pale face, that was usually contorted with twitching, became 
restful and even rosy in the sun. There was even something childlike about 
him as he lay there asleep. Aubry still delayed. He was no longer thinking 
of his loneliness; no longer day-dreaming. He kept repeating to himseli: 

* Come on I’ A feeling oi disgust came over him; his former snugness gave 
way to a state of semi-drowsiness He frowned savagely. Damn that 
brandy ! And there was that swine, asleep ! Wants to open an hotel, does 
be ! ‘The Victoria’ or ‘Mon-repos.’ Like hell be won t! But maybe he 
wasn’t a traitor alter all ? The chap simply wanted to settle down. Ot course, 
it was pleasanter to go fishing. Anybody could understand that. Only why 
was he, Aubry, any worse than him ? Why did he never have any peace ? 

Beating up and killing. The - bastards 1 Whoever this outburst was 

supposed to refer to, it put heart into Aubry. He felt a wave ol malignant 
rancour, as though acid was rising in his throat. Then he pulled out his 
dagger. 

Two minutes later, having made certain that Ironside Grisnez was quite 
dead, Aubry slipped the card which Breteuil had given him under the seat, 
it was made out in the name ol Jacques Delmasse. Having careluiiy examined 
his hands, overcoat and trousers, Aubry strode quickly along the path. All 
his enthusiasm lor the spring day had lett him. Oruy the leeung ot disgust 
remained. He recalled the sausage with loathing—like rubber • He wanted 
to spit, but his mouth was dry. 

It was getting dark. Two girls were standing by the bus-stop on the 
main road. When they caught sight ol Aubry, they started to laugh, and one 
of them said: “Looks as u he’s had a pleasant walk !” 
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Aubry glared furiously at them. “Lousy tarts.” he muttered. 

Late that evening he reported to Breteuil at the ‘Wounded Soldiers’ 

Union.’ 

“It’s done '* he said. 

Breteuil thanked him and made him sit down next to him on the sofa. 
‘This is your fighting baptism,” he said. 

“Was he really a traitor ?” 

Breteuil stood up. 

‘Yes ” he said. “You may go.” 

As he watched Aubrv go out, he thought vaguely: ‘We’ll have to get 
rid of him too.* 

Next morning there were pictures of Grisnez in all the newspapers. The 
reports stated the murdered man was known for his Right convictions and 
had taken pan in the demonstration oi the sixth of February. He hadn't 
leit a penny. He was a poor man; the crime could not have been perpetrated 
tor motives oi gain. Ol course the Communists declared they had no know¬ 
ledge oi Jacques Deimasse, but it was obvious they had bumped off Grisnez 
m order to get rid ot a political opponent, who had a lot oi influence in the 
Catholic Commercial Travellers’ Association. 

Aubry didn’t read the newspapers; he never mentioned the mysterious 
affair in the Verneuil forest to a soul. He went on as usual with his job, 
punching tickets and yawning convulsively. After knocking off work, he 
went into an unknown cate and ordered a ‘Pernod.’ The strong drink made 
him dizzy Another glass. A third. . . . 

Some men in caps were drinking at the next table. Aubry didn’t want to 
listen to what they were saying, but the repetition of Grisnez’s name infuri¬ 
ated him. Grisnez no longer existed, and he didn’t want to hear about him. 
lhe tools never stopped talking about him. 

‘Well, one dog less. 

Yes, bui when a man like that goes over to the Fascists, it means they 
bought him. ...” 

Aubry got up, walked over to them and said sternly; “You lie ! He 
wanted to buy an hotel. He was killed by the Communists, the sans-culortes, 
like you. Understand, you bastard ?” 

One oi the men at the table got up and hit Aubry in the face. There 
was a clatter oi glasses. Aubry fell to the floor. The cafe quickly emptied. 

he old waiter was a long time picking up the heavy dishes, spoons and 
scattered dominoes. 


3 

* • Jke day before, Tessa had celebrated his sixtieth birthday. The number 
sixty hgured in countless telegrams and letters. The young lawyers gave 
1 a ." u S e cake with sixty wax candles, in the evening the candles were 
igntea, and Tessa gazed a long while at'the little blue flickering flames. He 
triea to teel sad and torced himseil to think oi the road he had covered and 
? k, a PPr°aching end; but these thoughts were in the abstract ; actually 
aa never felt so young before. He looked upon the figure sixty as a 
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beautiful monogram. His life was only just beginning. Of course he was 
a famous lawyer, but to-morrow he would be one of the leaders of the 
country; his name would pass from the fifth column of Le Temps , which 
gave the law court reports, to the first. The days of extremism were over. 
The country wanted peace. It was tired of the clenched fists ol the Popular 
Front and of BreteuiTs Roman salutes. It preferred a good friendly hand¬ 
shake, and looked hopefully towards the lovial gourmet, the good family 
man, the eloquent, but thrice cautious Tessa. 

Yes, it had been a wonderful day, although overshadowed by family 
sorrows. In vain the best specialists had held consultations; in vain Madame 
Tessa underwent a course of treatment at Vittel; her disease continued to 
progress and the attacks became more frequent. Yesterday Amalie got 
excited and exhausted herself, and in the evening, as Tessa gazed at the sixty 
candles and thought of France's delight in him, she lay in her darkened 
bedroom that smelt of medicine, and could hardly keep back her groans. 

But Tessa had other cares besides the illness of his wife. Lucien was 
incorrigible. Amalie still went on calling him a boy, although this ‘boy’ had 
just turned thirty-four. The hopes of a diplomatic career had crashed long 
t ago. The wretched-ne’er-do-well had discovered a peculiar way of earning 
1 money: he was acting as facing tipster for Joliot’s paper. It was rumoured 
that he used information given him by the jockeys in order to lead people 
astray, and split his own winnings with Joliot. This was hardly a desirable 
occupation for a Minister's son. For the sake of his own health, Tessa 
never spoke to his son; the pair ot them sat at the dinner-table in silence. 
Whenever Lucien opened his mouth, Tessa fidgeted anxiously, expecting 
a scandal. 

Denise was a source of even greater sorrow. Tessa now realized there 
was no justice in the sphere of affection. When he thought of Lucien, he was 
afraid on his own account: his son might disgrace him. If Lucien died 
Tessa would shed tears and feel relieved. Not so with Denise. The fact that 
she had left his house, disgraced her father by becoming a packer in the 
‘Gnome’ factory and, according to the information of the chief of the secret 
police, become a member of some Communist committee, seemed to Tessa 
a trivial matter compared with his anxiety about her health. She was having 
a difficult life; she wasn’t fit for heavy work, and she might be killed in one 
of those idiotic demonstrations. Tessa only heard about Denise through the 
police or a private detective agency. He tried to write to her, but she didn’t 
answer; she didn't want to have anything to do with him. This thought 
brought him to the verge of tears. Over the sixty candles he thought ol 
Denise and remembered how as a child she used to send him rhymed con¬ 
gratulations on pink paper. He was on the point of breaking down; but 
just at that moment a telegram arrived from the president of the Senate. 
Tessa smiled: he was the onlv hope of wise and honest France. His sharp 
nose exuded tiny beads of perspiration: this always happened m moments 
of excitement. Forgetting about Denise, he thought over the beginning of the 

Cabinet declaration. _ , 

Next morning there was an unpleasant incident. When Tessa sat down 

rn read the report of the French Ambassador in Prague, he discovered that 

the document handed to him by Fouget had disappeared. The whole Grandel 

affair irritated Tessa. He disliked exposures. Politics were a subtle business. 
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loud speeches were only a part of it. There were also the whispers in the 
lobbies, the intimate conversation at lunch ‘between the cheese and the pear,' 
the fine shades ot meaning, the hints. Exposures had no part whatever in 
the game. What a disgraceful rumpus Breteuil’s gang had provoked over the 
unfortunate Stavisky affair! I hey even wanted to implicate him, Tessa. 
Fouget wouldn’t have got in without the Communists’ votes. Of course he 
was a supporter ol the Popular Front. But even without him Tessa knew that 
Grandel was an upstart. It was necessary to beware of Grandel. W hat an 
orator! Only the late Aristide Briand was capable of such spell-binding 
eloquence. But what had this sensational exposure to do with it? Already 
last autumn Fouget had told Tessa that Grandel was connected with the 
German Secret Service. Tessa had cut him short: he didn’t believe in the 
young deputy’s treason. And in fact the very word ‘treason’ seemed to him 
like something from another world. The people who were likely to be 
connected with a foreign secret service were seedy majors who had been 
ik • gambling or good-lor-nothings like Lucien—in a word, people 
with their backs to the wall. Tessa understood any laxity—shady dealings 
with speculators, delending swindlers. You had to draw a line between a 

l e gal participation in a limited company and the Stavisky or Ousiric 
anair. But treason. . . . Tessa thought of Victor Hugo's poems. Devil’s 
island, the sword hanging over the head of the pale deputy. No, the deputy 
wouldn t do a thing like that! 

Only three days ago the indefatigable Fouget had given Tessa that 
damned scrap ol paper. Tessa read the letter and put it in a file with the 
documents of the Foreign Afiairs Commission. The note mentioned two 
million trancs allocated tor the purpose ot boosting the mineral waters ot 
Kjssingen and Baden-Baden. Tessa was annoyed. All right, Grandel was 
making money on German spas, but that wasn't treason. True, Fouget said 
tnat Grandel was unable to produce any documents in justification, but 
lessa was against any interference in the private lives of deputies, and he 
nad told Fouget so. But Fouget had insisted that ‘the members of the 
foreign Atlairs Commission must be acquainted with the letter.’ It was all 
so silly ; especially now, when it was necessary to overthrow Blum with the 
neip ol the Right and at the same time make sure of the support of the Left. 

i ^rf a D W ^ S u , nable \° refuse Fouget for this would mean that the whole of the 
Leu Kadicals would vote against the new Government. But if Tessa divulged 

1 Lc° n entS ^ * he , docu ment to the Commission, Breteuil would tly into 
:Pf n ss,OD ; * be R ‘8 hl would go for the Radicals, and the Radicals would 
again go to the rescue of Blum against their will. After thinking the matter 

r a hi\J. eSS ^ • to Postpone it (or a week or two: he hoped that the 
binet crisis would come to a head in the next few days. 

h a nneL W H h " C . OUld . h ? Ve St< if n l - he documem ? Nothing of the sort had ever 
lockma be ? r f‘ T u C hle iay on hls writing-table. He remembered 

in their h ni^ dWe ir If ° re ,J? e wem away V eslerda y« All the papers were 
Beelzebub? If he t0 ! d Amahe ’ she ’ d P f obably say the thief was 

relatedlf mbCr TCSS ? f ° r80t al1 aboul the loss * The biU under discussion 
Shuen^? ening °a lWO veter ‘ nar y institutes. Only the deputies of the 

c7owd^ D ^ S ,^r rned , W £ re present in lhe ^ ba mber. The others were 
crowding the lobbies aud^the smoking-room. They were all talking of the 
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approaching crisis and from the attentive way in which they asked Tessa 
about his health it was obvious that Blum’s days were numbered. 

Villard came up to Tessa. After congratulating him on his sixtieth birth¬ 
day, he said with a melancholy sigh: “When 1 was sixty I never even dreamt 
I should ever get a Mmister’s portfolio. You’re starting early. That’s the 
way !” 

“A sixty-vear-old virgin,” sniggered Tessa. “Not bad, eh ? By the way 
have vou heard the one about . . 


Villard blushed and moved away. Suddenly Fouget loomed up at him 
through the haze ol tobacco-smoke. When Tessa saw his spectacles and 
little beard—Fouget aspired to be in every way like the Radicals of the past 
century, the ‘devourers of cures’—he immediately remembered about the 
stolen document. 


“When are you going to acquaint the Commission with the Grandel 
affair ?” asked Fouget bluntly. 

Tessa waved his hands. “Don’t you think this affair ought to be handled 
rather carefully ?” he said. “The whole matter needs thorough consideration. 
I’ll have a talk with Herriot. It’s necessary to be doubly cautious at present, 
otherwise all the intermediary groups will be against us.” 

Fouget was not to be restrained. “The Rights hate us anyway. But we’ve 
no enemies on the Left. Besides, this isn’t a Party matter. It concerns the 
State. Do you understand ? The State ! If Breteuil is an honest man, he 
should be the first to fling Grandel out. Grandel is simply a German spy. 
Have you read Paris Midi ? Berlin is saying that these ‘oppressions of the 
poor Sudeten Germans’ may end in an advance on Strasbourg. In a time 
like this I won’t tolerate a representative of the Fifth Column. . . 

“Why get so excited ?” said Tessa. “We’re not in Spain. Arguments 
here don’t end in slaughter. Calm yourself. I'm older and more experienced. 
When the time comes. I’ll produce the document myself. You’ll excuse me, 
I’ve got to have a talk with Daladier. . . .” 

Tessa made haste to escape from the tiresome Fouget, but he could not 
escape from thinking about the lost document. Of course, the matter could 
be quashed. He could tell Fouget that he had sent the document to be 
examined by the experts, and then he could put all the responsibility on to 
the experts or the Deuxieme Bureau; Tessa had friends there and they would 
shield him. He could simply refuse to give Fouget any explanation or 
declare the document to be a forgery and raise the question of confidence at 
the Party meeting. It was a trivial affair. What did it matter if Grandel did 
do a bit of commercial boosting on the side ? Enough of puritanism—it was 
time to attend to serious politics. 

But Tessa could not stop thinking about that wretched paper. He couian i 
make out what was behind its mysterious disappearance. Was he being 
watched by Villard's agents or, still worse, by Denise’s friends . He 
shuddered. He looked upon the Communists as shameless criminals wno 
would suck at nothmg. They might decoy him and take him to Moscow. 

. . Could it really be the Communists ? 

At home he tried to calm himself and settle down to work. Once again 
he looked carefully through the contents of the file: there still remained the 
hope of a second miracle—the document might suddenly turn up. But 
there was no sign of it. He began to study the reports from the Ambassador 
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in Prague. He had long ago decided that it was possible to reach an agree¬ 
ment with Hitler regarding the Sudeten Germans. To his friends he said: 
“Of course. Karlsbad is a beautiful spa, but what interests me is the fate of 
Vichv. M 

A groan came from the bedroom. Tessa tore himsell away from his 
work and went in to his wife. 

Amalie whispered: “Forgive me. It’s so terrible for me now. I'm going 
to die soon. What's going to become of Lucien ?” 

Tessa looked at her white, bloodless face and tried to soothe her. “You’ll 
get better. Ot course, you’ll get better. All the doctors say so. We’ll soon 
go to Vittel together. Without fail.’’ 

Amalie wasn’t thinking about herself. She was thinking about her love: 
her chestnut-haired wayward son. “Tell me,’’ she whispered again, “what’s 
to become ot Lucien ?’* 


“He'll manage all right ” said Tessa. “It isn't as if he was a boy. You’ve 
no need to worry.’’ 

When he went back to his study Lucien was iust coming out and they 
collided in the doorway. Immediately it dawned on Tessa: Lucien had 
stolen the document. This was not the first time that he had found his son 
in the study. Lucien had always explained in an embarrassed mariner that 
he was looking tor matches or the evening paper. Now everything was 
clear. Yes. a creature like that was capable of anything. 

Tessa hurried along the passage. On the table in Lucten's room lay some 
photographs of horses, a lady’s long glove and a revolver. Tessa sat down 
on the sofa, wiped his sweating face with the palm of his hand. 

“Lucien,'' he whispered, “it was you who took the Grande! kter?” 

Lucien looked at the floor and didn’t say a word. 

Then Tessa, beside himsell, shouted: 

“Are you working lor the Germans?’’ 

Lucien rushed at him with his hand upraised. Then he stopped abruptly 
and muttered: “Blackguard!” 

“Get out !” spluttered Tessa. 

He went back to his study. He heard Lucien saying good-bye to his 

momer; Amalie was sobbing. Now everything was finished. What good 

was a Cabinet Minister’s post to him now? His daughter had left him. 

He had driven his son out of the house. His son—a spy ! Tessa began to 

pity himself; he kept blowing his nose sadly for a long while. And from the 

bedroom came the sound ol Amalie weeping. He went in to her room and 
sat on the bed. 

“Mummy”—this was what he called her whenever he was particularly 
moved—-“now we’re all alone.” 


“Why have you turned him out of the house V lie’s proud. He won’t 
come back now lor anything.” 

“1 won’t let him either. Do you know what he’s doing ? He’s a spy. 
He s working for the Germans.” 

Tessa, who had always thought of his wife as both foolish and ignorant, 
was astonished when he heard her say: 

!‘I always told you politics were a nasty business. Lucien learnt it from 
you. Didn’t you say at the top ol your voice that it was possible to come to 
an agreament with the Germans and that Hitler was better than Thorez V* 
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‘Oh, be quiet,” he said. “I don’t want to hear it. Lucien is not a dip¬ 
lomat but a spy. Don’t you understand the difference?” 

Tessa was already upset enough without this; he banged the door and 
went back to his study. For a long time he paced up and down the room, 
muttering: ‘‘Spy. Mercenary. Good-for-nothing.” When he was tired out 
he sat down in an arm-chair. He must think the matter over. If Lucien was 
being used to get hold of documents, then it was a serious matter. It meant 
that Grande! really was implicated. But now the document had disappeared. 
The evidence was missing. Should he report the theft ? But that would 
mean sending Lucien to prison. Amalie wouldn’t survive the shock. And 
what advantage would Tessa get from it ? A fine saviour of France with a 
spy for a son ! No, not a word about the theft. Fouget would have to be 
told that the document was a forgery. But what about Grandel ? A spy in 
the Chamber of Deputies—it was absolutely unheard of. But there was no 
proof. If he gave Fouget’s version, he would merely raise a crop of enemies 
among the Rights. Besides, to take a sober view of the matter, even if Grandel 
was a German agent what harm could he do to France ? He wasn’t a member 
of the War Committee. The Germans probably had thousands of spies. 
What did one more matter ? ... On the whole, it was the business of the 
Deuxieme Bureau people to deal with it, not his. Having carefully weighed 
everything up, Tessa decided to bury the affair: he had got rid of Lucien as 
a lazybones and incorrigible rake^/ 

He went in again to Amalie. ‘‘Don’t say anything to anyone about 
espionage. It’s all nonsense. I was in a rage. He brought me another of 
his blasted bills. Besides, he insulted me. You may send him money, but he 
mustn’t come here again. Good night, my dear.” 

He lay down on the sofa in his study. He put out the light and lay with 
his eyes open, thinking about his unsuccessful life. As always, his thoughts 
went back to Denise. For the first time he began to think: ‘Perhaps she’s 
right.’ She had gone away from a cursed dead house. What was her father 
to her? She reasoned in a child’s way, she didn’t understand the legal 
system. He defended murderers, faked alibis, and directed the affairs of 
notorious scoundrels. That was the sacred right of his profession. But 
Denise looked on him as a liar, a man with an unclean conscience. Her 
understanding of politics was no better. He was playing a complicated game; 
he was on friendly terms with Breteuil and smiled at Villard. That was 
necessary in order to save France. But of course it was a nasty business. 
And so Denise was full of indignation. She had left her father with his in¬ 
comprehensible shady life, her superstitious mother and her brother who 
turned out to be a spy. Denise was honest, uncompromising. 

Tessa vividly recalled his daughter’s stern face. He began to fall asleep, 
and the familiar features merged with the pictures and statues. Now she was 
holding up a sword, like Joan of Arc; now she was grasping a blood-stained 
dagger* now the sullen gaze of Louise Michel appeared to him, and he 
repeated: ‘‘Mischief-monger!” He knew that the Communists were 
murderers. Now he blessed his daughter, who was to kill him. Here she 
came. Her face was like plaster-of-Paris; there were holes instead of her 

eves. She seized Tessa by the throat. r _ 

Tessa began to cry out in his sleep. He was woken by Arnahe. Hearing 

his cry, she tried! to get up, but failed and fell down on the floor. Then she 
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crawled from the bedroom to the study and grasped Tessa’s head in her 
hands. 

“Paul, what’s the matter ?” 

It was some time betore he recovered his senses. 

“1 was oreaming of Denise. . . Mummy, now we re all alone. . . . 

The teephone bell rang. Tessa shuddered. Who on earth could be 
ringing him up at this time ol night ? Had something awful happened to 
Lucien ? 

He took up the receiver. It was Marchandot. He wanted to tell him 
that the voting in the Senate came to an end ten minutes ago. Blum demanded 
emergency powers; the voting resulted in forty-seven in favour and over two 
hundred against. 

Stammering with excitement, Tessa said to his wife: “To-morrow I shall 
be a Minister. This is a victory.” 

He wanted to say something cheerful to revive Amalie’s hopes and to 
soothe her. But his nerves were unable to bear the strain. Sitting in his blue 
pyjamas at his writing-table, he wept and wiped his nose with his sleeve. 


4 

While the Senators, coughing angrily and revealing their indignation by 
the purple flush of their apoplectic necks, were listening to Blum, at the 
other end of the town the workers of the ‘Seine’ factory, who had already 
been on strike for more than two weeks, were holding a meeting to discuss 
the management’s reply. This time Desser bluntly refused to enter into 
negotiations until the workers quitted the factory buildings. He had given 
up playing the philosopher or the wit: times were different. Moreover, the 
workers no longer had that fiery energy winch had helped them to win their 
victory two years ago. The ‘Seine* factory followed the example of the 
others. The strike affected the entire war industry. There were no flags, no 
concerts, no cheerful back chat with the police. They were on strike because 
their conditions ol life were impossible; but only a few of them believed in 
victory. 

Michaud was away: he was still fighting in Spain. His comrades didn’t 
know whether he was alive or dead. The Paris Commune brigade was said 
to have suffered grave losses in the February fighting. Pierre sided with the 
strikers; but the last two years had made a difference in him. He had grown 
grey and taciturn and had become very unlike the former, naive Pierre who 
took an interest in everything. Villard’s betrayal had crushed him. He con¬ 
tinued to fight, and neither self-interest nor Agnes’s mournful short-sighted 
eyes nor his one-year-old Doudou could hold him back from risky flights to 
Barcelona and Cartagena. Only now he no longer fought with hope, but 
with the bitterness ol despair. 

Legrais was leading the strike. If Michaud’s enthusiasm expressed the 
spirit ol the June strike, Legrais’ sullen determination fitted in with the stern 
battle of this cold and backward spring. 

There was silence when Legrais announced the management’s curt reply. 
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When he proposed they should carry on with the strike there was neither 
applause nor protest All the men looked down-hearted. 

“Who wants to speak ?“ 

The silence was oppressive; defeat seemed to hover behind it Suddenly 
a weak voice came from the depth ol the long dim hangar: 

“1 wish to speak." 

An old man named Duchesne climbed up on to the platform. At one time 
he used to work in the foundry, bui had long since been acting as a night 
watchman. He found it difficult to bend his back and could scarcely hobble 
about the yard, but he didn’t want to retire and said: “It’s boring at home." 
Everybody knew Duchesne. He seemed to have worked there since the 
beginning of the world. The engineers paid attention to his remarks, and 
Desser shook hands when he passed the time of day with him, and said: 
“This is our pride." Now the men pricked up their ears. What was Duchesne 
going to say ? He was no loud-mouthed young spark, who didn’t care a 
damn about anything. What was the use of talking about low wages and the 
increasing cost of living ? Everyone knew about that. But this wasn’t 1936. 
Desser was sticking to his guns. And their families were starving. There 
was no sense in this strike—not a chance of winning it. What would Duchesne 
say ? He had seen everything in his time. 

Duchesne stood up on the platform and for what seemed a long time he 
said nothing. At last he opened ms mouth and began to sing in a cracked, 
aged voice the first words of the ‘Internationale’: 

“Arise, ye prisoners of starvation." 

All stood up and raised their clenched fists in silence. 

It was decided to go on with the strike. While they were discussing the 
question of appealing to other factories, Legrais was called away. A message 
had come from the committee saying that the Government was going 


Denise at once recognized the worker with the gashed cheek, who had 
spoken to her that evening when she met Michaud. Perhaps, Legrais would 
have heard something. She often got letters; Michaud wrote about the 
fighting the difficulties of the Spanish language, his comrades in the brigade, 
the cold and heat of Aragon, the bravery of the peasants. Sometimes they 
were notes scrawled on a scrap of paper, sometimes long screeds. At times 
he recalled Paris and the evenings they had spent together. Other times ne 
wrote about the military operations, the casemates of Teruel, the work .01 
the fighter planes which they nicknamed ‘snub noses.’ In his last letter, after 
an enthusiastic description of the battle tor the outskirts ol Teruel, he 
wrote in oencil: ‘1 love you, and how !’ Denise carried the letter about with 
her • during the day she looked to make sure it was still there. She knew every 

word of it by heart, but she read it over and over again. 

Outwardly her life was unattractive: work, tnen a meeting or a lecture 
with names and figures scribbled in an exercise-book. But she realized that 
this was a war and that she was side by side with Michaud. His letters that 
read like military communiques , and the boyish words ol love which were 
^derdy slipped into them, helped to sustain her in moments ol spiritual 
ratigue/ But no letters had come from Michaud since February. 
trmrSed against her growing anxiety. She kept on saying to herself. He s 
alive/and repeated his favourite exclamation: ‘And how ! But as the day s 
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went by her anxiety increased. When she saw Legrais, she felt a wave ol 
excitement: perhaps, he would have heard something. ... 

At the committee meeting they talked about the Cabinet crisis. The 
Senate wanted Blum to resign. The Popular Front might collapse. The 
Radicals had split into two groups. The Socialists were trying to ingratiate 
themselves—they were afraid of alienating Tessa and being left with the 
Communists. The strikes in Paris were on the increase. But there was no 
enthusiasm. And the efforts to set the peasantry agamsi the workers 
had succeeded. In comparison with last year the situation had 

deteriorated. 

Somebody said: “We missed the right moment.” 

He was met with a chorus of disapproval: stick to the business in hand ! 
Paris could be made to rise in defence of the Popular Front. If Blum refused 
to resign, who would come out against him—Breteuil’s friends, the Cagoul- 
ards, and perhaps the police. The Army wouldn’t support the Fascists. Blum 
and Villard had only to take up the tight. ... 

They elaborated a draft declaration. The Government to remain in 
power. Villard to arrest the Cagoulards with General Picard at their head. 
Aid to Spain: it was time to open the frontier ! 

There was no need to write it down: they knew it all off by heart. The 
words sounded trite, as though they had lost their meaning, like ‘How do 
you do,’ and ‘au revoir.* They decided that Ducloud should negotiate with 
Blum, and Legrais should go to Villard, as he had supported him at the 
elections. Besides, it would be better to send a worker rather than a deputy; 
that way Villard would know what the people was saying. 

They went on to discuss the question of the strike. They must hold on . 
Much depended on how the crisis ended. They asked Denise about the 
situation at the ‘Gnome’ factory. . . 

“They all say that the strike ought to be called off, but they all realize it s 
necessary to strike,” she said. “While the others are holding on, our Com¬ 
munists aren’t taking the lead.” 

Legrais smiled. “Same as in our factory.” 

Out in the street Denise caught up with him. “Have you heard anything 
from Spain? . . . How is Michaud? 

Denise’s voice betrayed her agitation. Legrais frowned. It was three 
months already since he had had any news from Spain, but he said quietly: 
Everything’s all right. A comrade has just arrived. He saw Michaud a 
short while ago. ...” 

Denise was unable to conceal her joy. And a vague smile, like a spring 
nay somewhere in Billancourt amid the slag and smell of burning, lit up 
Le 8 r ®js’ gloomy face. 

III come and see you at the factory to-morrow,” he said. “We must 
Put some heart into the boys.,We’re in a bad way in our factory, too. It was 
an man who came to the rescue to-day: he started singing the ‘Inter¬ 
nationale.* It’s only because they’re afraid of one another’s contempt that 
mey hold on at all.” 

After saying good-bye to Denise, Legrais walked along the embankment, 
jt was a different Paris here: the houses were new and unusually white; 
lactones everywhere, and the sirens were hooting as in a port. It was a 
cunous spring. It was April, but very cold. People went about hunching 
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up their shoulders, snarling and sneezing. The chestnut trees were already 
beginning to sprout; their green buds seemed out of place in the keen 
wintry wind. Legrais thought of Denise’s joyful face. What if something 
happened to Michaud ? What frightful bad luck if it did ! She loved him, 
you could see that at once. A fine girl. Michaud said she was a student. 
Anyway, it was a good thing to have somebody you were fond of in the world. 
They said she was a quiet girl, but she wasn’t; she was rather excitable. All 
the better: more life. 

Legrais had been a lonely man for as long as he could remember. He had . 
never known his father. His mother died when he was still in long clothes, 
and he was brought up by his uncle, a pork butcher and a mean skinflint. 
Legrais had to carry the tubs full of pigs’ blood, light the stove and wash the 

floors. Later on he went into a factory. 

The war broke out just at the wrong moment for Legrais—just when he 
had taken a fancy to laughing, chattering Anne-Marie. He used to think 
about her when he was in the trenches of the Argonne forest, where the war 
went on underground with each side undermining the other. Legrais was 
wounded in the face by a shell splinter; the scar remained. When he came 
back from the war, Anne-Marie had disappeared without leaving any trace; 
he was told she had gone off with an American airman. 

From then on Legrais frowned on all women. He led a dull life in those 
days. He used to go to the cinema a lot and from time to lime he got tight. 
Then he began to take an interest in politics. Again he fell in love and again 
he missed his chance. He didn’t know how to pop the question to Margot, 
he thought she despised him. That summer was a period of disturbance-— 
Sacco and Vanzetti. . . . Legrais spoke at meetings every day. In the 
autumn Margot married Dubon. Legrais thought: she II find it moie inter¬ 
esting with him. On New Year’s Day Dubon gave a party in his littlei house 
near the fortifications. Everyone stayed late, drank a good deal and hliea 
the place with smoke. Margot went out into the garden to get a breath oi 
fresh air. Legrais was leaving. She called to him from the gaMen. She 
began to talk about the cinema and asked him if he had seen a film cal ea 
The Island of Sorrow . Legrais was silent. Suddenly Margot said quickly • 

“I loved you then. . . And went back to the guests. Legrais was furious 
with himself. He decided that he wasn’t made for happiness and became 


^‘^Why^heTemember all this now V And now there was Josette._ She 

was the daughter of a comrade. Sometimes Legrais w J^tvwo 

looked at him tenderly. But she was twenty-four, and he was fortytwo. 
He said to her: “I’m too old for you.’’ Why did she lose her temper ? He 
ought to have a talk with her. He kept putting it off; it wasn’t the right time. 
Now he was excited by his conversation with Demse and thought abou 


Wha Hewmpp?d S Sscarf round his neck. It was neither lining nor snowing. 

What a queer spring. He must ring up Villard. If Blum resigned 
Des’ser wouldn’t yield for anything. Then maybe the factories would be 
cleared by force. And yet only a short time ago the workers seemed to 1hav 
had everytS in their"grasp. To-morrow Breteui. would tern command. 
Thev had relied too much on their strength: majority, elections, Topuiar 
Front demonstrations. But the others had gone on undermining, under- 
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mining. And now the chance was missed ! It was like himself and Margot. 
. . • Ugh, what filthy weather ! 

Legrais went along to the room where the strike committee was in session. 
They crowded round him and asked: “What's the news ?’* 

“Three points. The first is about the strike. They must hold on. The 
other factories are in a fighting mood. There were delegates there. At the 
'Gnome' factory they won't yield for anything. And Desser's in a bad fix. 
They want aircraft now more than anything. Hitler’s up to something again. 
That means they’ll put pressure on Desser: he has got to deliver the orders. 
Point two: regarding the Cabinet. Our people have decided to appeal to the 
Government. They must not resign. The Chamber has expressed its con¬ 
fidence. As for the Senate, it’s an almshouse ! Those old fogeys ought to 
have been retired long ago. I’m going to Villard. We offer him our support. 
If necessary, we’ll come out in the streets.’’ 

Somebody said: “Villard’s a pretty fine turd.” 

/‘I don’t deny that,’’ Legrais said. “But even turds aren't all alike. And 
we’ve got to make a choice: it’s not a question of choosing between two 
roses. With Tessa it will be even worse.*’ 

“That’s true. But what’s the third ?” 

“Third what?” 

“You said there were three points.’’ 

Legrais smiled. 

“Yes. I forgot. . . .The third point concerns the weather. Is this what 
you call spring, comrades ? This isn’t spring. This is a disgrace !’’ 


5 

Since early morning crowds of gapers had been gathering outside the 
palace of the President of the French Republic in the smart rue St. Honore. 
Reporters stood ready with their note-books and cameras. Bets were laid 
as to who the President would summon. In the neighbouring bars the 
inquisitive warmed themselves with coffee or grog. At nine o’clock a large 
car drove up to the gates. Tessa, freshly shaved and perfumed, got out and 
walked forward with a jaunty step. He allowed himself to be photographed, 
ln S\y wagged his finger at the reporters: 

Tfie President has summoned me for a consultation. That’s all I can 

buds are opening. Why pull them open prematurely ? Patience, 
my friends, patience !’’ 

.. The loss of the document, the anxiety over Denise, his wife’s illness—all 
this was forgotten. Tessa was beaming. One of the reporters muttered 
enviously: “And to think that he’s already getting on for seventy !’’ 

The photographers took pictures of Herriot, Daladier and Bonnet. The 
deputies and senators had had their morning upset. None of them had been 
able to breakfast in time. They crowded the lobbies of the Chamber ex¬ 
changing gossip about how the President of the Republic wept with excitement 
when he thanked the president of the Senate; Daladier forgot to drink his 
aperitif; Tessa embraced Breteuil, in front of everybody. In vain the actresses 
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of the Com&die frangaise, the ballerinas, chorus-girls and mere lovely women 
waited for their influential lovers at the appointed hour: the representatives 
of the nation had no time for love. 

Only Villard began the day with unusual calm. The reporters did not 
bother him; he did not go to the Chamber; he was out of the game. During 
the winter he had already realized that the Radicals were ripe for their next 
customary betrayal, and now he felt no resentment. He gave all his attention 
to his domestic affairs, watched the workers pack up his pictures—he was 
moving without delay to his private flat—and wrote to his house-keeper at 
Avignon to have the repairs hnished by July. This year he was going to 
enjoy his holiday at last. 

A few days before the Cabinet crisis he was visited by his younger daughter 
Violette, who had been living at Nancy where her husband ran a removal lirm. 
Violette had found her father very worried; he was reckoning up the votes, 
grumbling at the senators, and complaining that nobody understood him. 
But now Violette was unable to contain her joy; her father was radiant 
He drank coflee out of a big cup, blew off the scum and smiled craltiiy. 
Anyone who didn’t know about the latest events would have thought he was 

“From to-day on I’m as free as a bird, he said. I 11 ^ e >mutosee 
some pictures in the rue de la Boetie. There’s the most deiightiul exhibition 

He went along to his study. His secretary was waiting for him. there 
were several urgent matters. The Prefect of Charente-lnfeneure had reported 
a flood; emergency measures must be taken to help the victims. Even yes e 
day the news had perturbed Villard; he knew how easy it was to mate 
of a natural misfortune for the purpose ot political agitation. But now n 

with .ha;. Incidentally, I don't eny JJJg 

Prefect of Charente-lnferieure is a Iriend ol Breteuil. Anyway, t 

Dcpartement is a hornets’ nest. You say the Charentc has risen a great 

dCa And without listening to the secretary’s answer, Villard f ^ 

to his thoughts. He saw the great, dark, silent river. 

jutted out here and there. Crows nests. To Villard, set tree 

State the flood was a mere phenomenon of nature, a poetic picture. 

uninvited visitor brought him back to reality. It was Fronl 

“The Communists ask you not to give in, he said. The Popular r 
won the elections and only the Chamber expresses the will of the country 

Daladier, Bonnet, Tessa. Then Breteuil. n ._ Hipr is the org anizer of the 
“My friend, why exaggerate the danger ? Daladier s t k Q the 

Popular Front. And Tessa isn’t s<y terrible either “pitiable but 

Communists also voted for hum He’s a typical Radical, a bit unstawe 

h ° n Ugrais Cas incapable of pretence. He stood up and raised his voice: 
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“You once said in my presence that you'd bound up your fate with the 
late of the working class. The workers want you to remain. I’m not going 
to deceive you. We’ve often condemned your policy, as you know. But 
this is no f the time for quarrels. The Fascists are longing for the opportunity 
to break up the workers' organizations. And we are ready to defend you. 
You re obliged to remain. There's going to be a big demonstration to¬ 
morrow in front ol the Senate house. We’ll show those old codgers which 
side the strength is on.’’ 

Villard gave a scarcely perceptible smile. “I’m very grateful to you and 
your Party lor your confidence,'’ he said. “But all this bears rather a 
retrospective character now. This morning Blum handed his collective 
resignation to the President.” 

Legrais sat down and covered his eyes with his hand. 

All this will end badly,” he said. “To start with they’ll break up the 
workers. And then ? Then it will be the same as in Austria—the Germans 
will come. Spain is going through her last days. The Czechs will be betrayed, 
oreteuil will join up with anybody, with Mussolini, with Hitler, so long as 
he can “restore order.’ ” 

Villard nodded his head in sympathy. He was only a Left deputy now: 
ne could express his sentiments freely. 

You re perfectly right. They’ve behaved abominably with regard to 
pain. Frankly speaking, the Non-intervention Committee is a shameful 
arce. The Italians do what they like. ... I fully share your pessimism.” 
h Le ^ rais wanted to ask : “And who’s to blame ?” But he held his tongue; 
|. rea ,2ec * l he futility of the conversation. Villard waved his hands patheti- 

y* Legrais remembered how Villard had embraced him at the meeting 
° 4 ^ ar ^ ago. He repeated Villard’s words: 
you ” s “ ame ^ farce. . . . Au revoir. There’s no need for me to bother 

delira^ Cn li C was gone » Villard thought to himself: ‘He’s not without 
DesteT^* rea *‘ zec * * was dead tired. But the others don’t. They keep 

T f lng * . . . Ah, yes, I wanted to say something to the secretary. . . .” 

*» T e secr etary was already standing with his note-book open, 
the s 0 “ morrow ,” said Villard, “there's going to be a demonstration outside 
hibited nal | C *H * n / orm l ^e Prefect of Police that the demonstration is pro- 
blackm i u 0 , 1 want 10 g * ve l hem the opportunity to reproach me with 
hnn#»ct ai, v. We ’re beaten and we’re resigning; those are the rules of an 

n onest Parliamentary game.” 

brinoM 308 . manservant. “It’s very cold in here. Light the fire. And 

Wh y sl, PP ers ” 

his heavv ? conso,at '°. n it was ! The logs crackled merrily. Villard took off 
dom a t 1 ° ots ’ a °d sitting alone in his warm, fur-lined slippers, enjoyed free- 
His thn C K en oc,oc * c ,n the morning. There was no need to go anywhere, 
an enie ug nts were lazy and comfortable. Legrais exaggerated. France was 
ruined 6 ™! 1 * 0 countr y I she went to ruin every ten years and yet she was never 
right * Th nC * stle wou, dn’t be ruined this time. Perhaps, the senators were 
Sarraut C ' ntcrnat ' onal situation had become acute. Tessa, Daladier, 
to them. eV u n ^ ava *« • • • They were home-made slippers. France was used 
From n fj ey were worn out, but you wouldn’t notice it. But the Popular 
could be put away in the cupboard for the time being. . . . 
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Violette came in and he cheered up; now he could have a talk with 
her. He asked her about her husband, the business and her flat. 

“I was hoping you’d have a boy. I’d like to dandle a grandson.” (Villard’s 
elder daughter had two girls.) 

“Maurice says it’s not the time now. Everybody in Nancy is expecting 
war.” 

Violette wanted to ask her father about politics. Maurice would pester 
her afterwards with the question: “But what did he say ?” 

“You know, papa, these last two years have been very difficult ones for 
me. They don’t understand you down our way. Of course they don’t say 
anything in front of me. But I get to hear about it all the same through 
Maurice and Jeanne. For some reason or other they’re all up in arms 
against you. Some say you’ve corrupted the workers. That’s what I heard. 
They even sang about it in the cabaret. But others are furious with you for 
letting the Cagoulards out of prison. I give it up. . . . But 1 hear it every¬ 
where. I’ve often cried over it.” 

Villard’s chin trembled with resentment. What could he say to nis 
daughter ? That great men were always condemned during their lifetime • 
That for two years he had saved France from bloodshed ? But he hin} se “ 
felt that these resounding words were out of place. He drew himsell up 

“] know they all hate me,” he said. “I’ve nobody left since mother died. 

Then he got up and carefully measured twenty drops of medicine into 

3 8 “J S nearly forgot about it. I have to take it one hour before meals for my 
digestion.” 

I 

\ c T' • ' V 

^ V- 6 

Why had Mouche become so attached to Lucien ? He didn’t love her 

and he never said he loved her. She was just another conquest to> be jou 

down in his stud-book: a pretty girl with the reputation of bemg .naccess^bl 

It was only now that he realized how strong had been his f f'‘"L^r^dezvU 
he used to be tortured with jealousy, waiting impatiently for each rendezvous 

and fearing coldness and aloofness. With Mouche he was JU^J^ving 
bit of fun. But, in order to liven up her embraces which had begun to pa . 
he suddenly took to reproaching her for living with her husband. 

thought it would be ecstasy to go and live with Lucien in his dirty JJnheJ 
room, where he had been staying since his quarrel with his fa^er—to st 
dam her lover’s socks and take his articles to the newspaper office. But haw* 
had his little game of jealousy, Lucien said: No, I don meed you,^ 
loves you.” Mouche cried all the more. He frotmed with impatience, 
™ntmlline her feelings she joked and sang Hawaiian songs. 

“Touche had mft Grandil three years ago a, a little: seaside ptace»Brt 
. gnu He had taken a fancy to her at once. He roamed about tne cnns 
Knd ■Suk£ abom Sc storms’; he was a budding authorffien. to the 
wlntw they got married. Both of them were young, handsome and witty. 
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Grandel was also in iuck; he became a deputy and came into a tortune. 
They took an expensive flat at Auteuil and entertained a good deal. Mouche 
bought her clothes at the most expensive dressmakers and drove about in a 

huge Cadillac, which the chauffeur never forgot to adorn with her favourite 
Parma violets. 

Everything, it seemed, should have contributed to their domestic happi¬ 
ness, but in her fourth year of married life Mouche met Lucien and lost her 
head completely. She was struck first of all by Lucien’s physical appearance. 
Grandel was handsome in a cold unfeeling way that reminded one of an 
engraving. But everything about Lucien was impulsive: his crisp chestnut 
hair and bright eyes, his vague barely perceptible smile and long slender 
hands. After she had got to know him a little, Mouche felt he was quite 
unlike any she had ever met before. He blazed up at a single word, and then 
sank into an unaccountable silent melancholy. He often gambled, as she 
noticed, but even when gambling he remained himself, was rude and reviled 
himself and was ready for anything noble or base. What the future held for 
him was an enigma both to others and to himself. Mouche was also attracted 
by his reputation of fickleness, unfaithfulness and profound cynicism. She 
? r#wn U P * n the well-behaved, well-regulated family of a minor colonial 
official where everything was measured put—her father’s love-affairs, her 
mother s prayers, the bribes, and the few coins given to the old servant. 
Mouche gave herself to Grandel because he seemed to her like the hero of a 
novel; but after living with him for three years, she realized that he was a 
callous careerist. He himself once admitted to her that he had been un- 
laithiul to her with an actress merely in order to get in with an influential 
deputy. Grandel s only real passion was gambling. Formerly he used to go 
quite often to the casinos at Monte Carlo and Biarritz, but when he became 
a deputy he settled down; he told Mouche that politics were the same to 
him as roulette. She didn’t believe him. She despised him. She admitted 
to Lucien: I have a sort of feeling as though he’s bought me.” Lucien 
sometimes replied by railing at her; once he even struck her, but more often 
he just laughed: “I love prostitutes. They’re decent women ” 

ctr^ C h Cn,S . b u eak W, ! h h,S father and the facl that he was half starving 
strengthened her attachment t. him still mare. But she c.uldn’t understand 

™ y rp h ' .'•* k '« ln ‘* bl . s head t. save Grandel’s reputation. She ta.k n« 

h H her hl ^ sba [ ld s . afTairs; she never asked him abaut anything. ®ne 
day she had an idea that her husband suspected her liaison; she was afraid for 

Lucien being convinced that Grandel was capable of any villainy. But when 

Grandel met Lucien at the Montignys, he was just as affable to him as 

afraVd b e miaM e rV, 0l h , ar ? yo " e about his unpleasant family affairs, as he was 
source oHnnimp^T ° 'u £arS ’ and then he woald he deprived of his only 

with his snn nni/w a ‘k e u ISe preferred to say nothing about his quarrel 
about I ° nly Mouch c knew everything. Grandel now talked to her 

about Lucien almost every day. She held her tongue. At last he said • “I 

l^only wanfvon m'p n y^. lth hlrn - You needn't drop him Pm not jealous, 
in private •’* 1 SU h l ° COme here ' We ’ ve 8 ot something to talk about 

know'hrwu?^ Lu u le 1 ,Da s ] ate of considerable anxiety. She didn’t 

o give him her husband’s message. In her heart she sensed there 
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was danger. Lucien, as if out of spite, was in a merry mood and made fun 
of her. And for the first time his embrace aroused no feeling in her except 
fear; it was as though she felt chilled. Then she released herself from his 
arms and said: 

“He wants to see you. Oh, Lucien, I’m afraid for you.” 

“Nonsense ! Grandel isn’t Othello.” 

“You don’t understand. It isn’t a question of jealousy. He’s a terrible 
man. He’s going to get you into trouble. I know that little smile of his. 
What can he want you for ?” 

“He probably doesn’t know that I’ve fallen out with my father and wants 
to get into his confidence. He’s just a careerist. But enough of that. 
He kissed Mouche. She turned away and said suddenly: 

“Who was that letter from ?” 


Lucien shrugged his shoulders. 

“A stupid forgery. The usual story about money. It was signed by 

Kilmann.” . , , .j Af . 

Mouche bured her head in the pillow. Lucien shook her by the shoulder. 

“Do you know anything ? Tell me !” 

“He’ll kill you.” 

“Tell me ! Do you know anything about the letter ?” 

“No. I don’t know anything about the letter. But T know Kilmann. 
Only, for God’s sake, don’t say so ! He’ll kill you. It was at a hotel * 
Lucerne. He left me alone with him for a few minutes. We had rooms 
next door to each other. He was a horrible man. He went in at the waist as 
if he wore corsets, and the back of his head was shaved bare. . . . He 
French in a funny way. He said V instead of ‘d.’ He was a rf ‘ Boche. 
But don’t tell anyone ! Grandel told me not to say anytnmg. He was very 
excited_And you know how quiet he is usually. You mustn t have any 

thin Luden°wTs t no'longer listening to her. He hurriedly put on his clothes. 
Then he shouted: 

dressed f** . 

Mouche couldn’t make out what was driving him; she tried to put her 

lips to his hand: r .. *, 

“Darling Lucien, don’t be angry ! It s not my fault. cfarted 

She cried. Wishing to please him she took out her compact and startec 

to make up her face. He snatched the powder puff out of her hand, 
do come on.” 

They went out together. She whispered: 

“Lucien. Oh, darling, I feel so frightened !” doorway. 

She noticed that her blouse was undone and rushed mtotthe first doo y 

When she came out, Lucien was nowhere to be seen. She sat down on 

It was a bus-stop and peep e were crowding around her. out ■ sne ai 

notice anvbodv° P A newsvendor frightened her by bawling right into he 

hiZTp^ r Mouche cried ou. 
flowed from her eyes. A woman went up to her and sa & 

“Don’t worry ! My husband says there won t be any war. 
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It was eight o’clock in the evening when Lucien arrived at Breteuil's. 
The servant showed him into the drawing-room and asked him to wait; 
Breteuil was dining. 

The leader of the ‘Faithful’ lived like an average middle-class citizen. 
1 here was an upright piano in the drawing-room which nobody ever played ; 
the furniture had covers to prevent the red satin from fading. On the round 
table were albums of family photographs and an enormous book The 
Chateaux oj the Loire. The wails were adorned with landscapes—sunset at 
sea and an orchard in blossom. 

The door leading into the dining-room was ajar. One caught a glimpse 
of a sideboard with antique cut glass. Breteuil was sitting opposite his 
wife and eating stewed prunes. In the corner was a baby’s high chair: 
his wife refused to have it taken away. After carefully folduig his napkin, 
Breteuil came out to his visitor. 

He frowned when he saw Lucien's excited face; he didn’t like people to 
drop in on him uninvited. But Lucien was too excited to make any excuses. 
It was still less than an hour since he had left Mouche. 

He said at once: 

“The letter isn’t a forgery.” 

Breteuil smiled. “Did your worthy father tell you that?” 

“No, I wouldn’t have believed him. But 1 know now that Kilmann 
does exist and that Grandel had a meeting with him.” 

Breteuil paced up and down the long, gloomy drawing-room. Lucien 
watched him out of the corner of his eye; he wanted to see whether he would 

show anger, amazement or distress. But Breteuil’s stern, bony face remained 
unmoved. 

“Who told you that ?” Breteuil said. 

Does it matter l 1 can’t tell you the name, but I give you my word ...” 

Breteuil switched on the light. Lucien winced at the glare of the chandelier. 

Breteuil stood over him, resting his arm on the back of a high chair. 

“1 advise you to forget what you’ve just said. You’ve become a pawn 

in other people’s hands. You give me your word about a man whom you 

don t even wish to name. But 1 give you my word about Grandel.” 

Lucien got up and went out into the hall without saying good-bye. He 

was a long time groping for his hat in the darkness. Then he suddenly went 

back to the drawing-room. Breteuil was still standing in the same position. 

t<¥ , Lll cien said with unusual calm, almost as if he were thinking to himselt: 

1 ve been having dealings with you for a year and a half. And now there’s 

something interesting-But are you blind ? Or do you also know this 

Kuimann ? 

He expected Breteuil to strike him or shout out: “Scoundrel!” But 
reteuil s face was unchanged. 

“You’re too insignificant to insult me,” said Breteuil. ‘My advice to 
you is don’t meddle with politics. They’re not for you. By nature you’re 
a petty crook or a pimp. Get out!” 

Lucien clenched his fists, but he did not go for Breteuil ; he went out 
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submissively. It was only outside in the street that he said to himself: 
‘Why didn’t I go for him ?‘ And he was so disgusted with himself that he 
forgot about the insult. He walked about the streets in spite of the cold wind. 
It was the end of May, but the winter still held on. 

Once again Lucien experienced the shipwreck of everything that he lived 
for, and now he knew that it was irremediable. He had been working for a 
certain Kilmann with a shaven nape. Disgusting ! And Mouche was living 
with Grandel. Lucien quite forgot that Mouche had often wanted to leave 
Grandel. He now looked on her as an accomplice in crime. Who knows ? 
She may even have lived with Kilmann. They’re all one gang ! His father 
was right: “You’re working for the Germans." But he wouldn’t go back 
to his father. And he wouldn’t go back to those fools at the Maison de 
Culture either. The way back was closed. And in front there was nothing. 
To-morrow Joliot would know that his father had turned him out. Then 
good-bye to his income; why should Joliot go shares with anyone ? Breteuii 
thought to insult him. And it was true—to-morrow he would take to 
stealing, or become a souteneur. Anyway, it was better than their politics 1 
Suddenly he stopped in amazement: decorated carnival cars were coming 
along the street. Half-clad girls, shivering in the cold wind, tried to smile 
at the few onlookers. Everything was. bathed in a pale caustic light that 
seemed to increase the cold. Lucien remembered the Polar ice and Henri s 
death. What were they doing, the white car, the enormous plaster swans, the 
girls in starched headdresses with thickly powdered faces—why was there a 
carnival to-day? Lucien tried hard to remember: oh, yes, it was in the 
papers. Paul Tessa was amusing the good French people. Enough o 
clenched fists, red flags, soulless politics ! Long live mirth and trade ! lessa 
had decided to show the whole world that Paris was not afraid either « 
revolution or war. The carnival procession was to open the spring 
first nights at the theatres, sweepstake prizes at the Hippodrome, ban , 
fashion displays. Hurry up, you British and Americans ! Bring your money 
with you ! All the cabarets, all the dressmakers, all the perfume-sellers, ai 
the whores await you. The saviour of France, Paul Tessa, awaits you* 
Another decorated car swayed past. A plump woman with a tnc0J ? h 
scarf across her shoulder held aloft an electric torch: this was France. & 
was cold: her eyes were sad and her lips purple. Lucien stood ana sw 
at the woman; suddenly, like a street urchin, he stuck out his tongue at n 


8 

Until quite recently the word ‘war’ was associated wit k™*™^’ re 2- 
year-old people, peaceful wine-growers or accountants were r ° D ° h °' r r ® lh . 
scencing in the long winter evenings over the stormy y.. 

They began their stories: “In those days the war was on. ... 

did not spare their listeners. They exaggerated the dangers ^ of shS* 

through, and tried by imitation and gesture to convey th u^ ^ a time 0 f 

and the groans of the dying. Others looked on the w y Forgetting 
fascinating adventure that was followed by a grey, humdrum 
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^bout the mud of the trenches, the lice and the terror, they enthusiastically 
^escribed their heroic reconnaissances, army revels and amorous adventures, 
rhe children had long grown tired of the miseries and daring of their fathers' 
y°dth. War to them was something that had gone out of use like horse-cabs 
and oil lamps. And now the familiar word had turned up again. It had 
become a presentiment, an oppression; it stood across the path ot the 
sorrow. People said: “If there isn’t a war, we’ll get married in the autumn,’' 
or I 11 pass my exams in July, if only there isn’t a war.” 

That spring a good deal was written about the Sudetens, of whom nobody 

had ever heard before. Looking at the map of Czechoslovakia, people 

squirmed timorously ; they remembered 1914, the Serbs, and that hot day 

when the little white notices and the muffled rolling of the drums announced 
general mobilization. 


The May scare turned out to be a false alarm; yet everybody was afraid 

,n . l ° t ^ ie d ‘ m haze of the sultry summer. Those Sudetens again ! 
vvnat could you say to your friend when he asked you about the holidays ? 
the answer was always the same: “If there isn’t a war. . . .’’ 

... , “°hdays drew near. And brushing aside their fear, the Parisians 

set about choosing a hshing hamlet or a mountain village. They weren’t 
going to stay in the scorching city on account of those damned Sudetens. 

had a - m be,ief m , hls own luck y star a °d m that ol France. “Our 
IS u an oasis u of P eace he declared. And immediately the Press and 
T Lin^r?~ be i an b ° osl lhe peacefulness of France like a patent medicine or 

Wiesharien ? br ^ d h , f , mineral , water - Where could the Americans go? 
manffuvTM ™ , heavens ! “ was lull of Storm-troopers, military 

S ’, nh at, ° n camps and ersatz. Certatnly not to Carlsbad: 
w^mrlid h h ? Se V V Sudetens hved. In Italy the hospitals were full ol 
Shirts d wlre P p',tm<, fr ° m H Sp ( ain ’ and there was a § eneral hubbub—the Black 

were wa?hL for v,sTmr y m, neW campai 8 ns - Bu > Vichy, Cannes, Biarntz 
evenino plnnl?, vlsltors - Th <-se were oases ol peace indeed. And every 
m l repeated at the mtcrophone: “Oases of peace. Book you, 

fra^n^sril^rTvmen 6 "^ S* *■““*» ■ • • ‘O, evlnme behs and 

mourning’Tulffed withTru'ffles *.^. uperior whlte wlne and ‘> a ‘ Pu«« m 

the Smy fuJl? ‘,' d ^ „ b ^ gan ° n ; he fifteenth of August. She drove through 

deadcitj^ A lew Drovin^?^ de h Ly °? S ' As m forrner years, Paris seemed a 
town was ahve^mi cn * a charabanc Wll h English tourists. The vacated 
termces unbutto^ri ; ,l ,[ esembled country. Fat men on the cafe 
sat with their knirrino °°a ar *u w,tboul more ado. Slippered concierges 
sphere evelvwhere * 1 ni S *^ C doorwa y s * There was a pleasant atmo- 
Jeannette a good holiday^ SnU ^ benevolently ' and the tax,-driver w.shed 

war Th JMnneue a Dmd S no train Were again about the Sudet ens, Hitler and 

dei Wh ^ ^An«fhere'was^leiSy. = ^ " emed to ^ rem ° te and 

vineyardsancHtnown on?uf tblS sultry ’ white village nestling among the 

““ P fe tty name from her childhoadTpK PefhapS> she had ^membered 

r was a long ume since she had been out of Paris, Her head felt dizzy 
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with the air, the green and the quiet. When she breathed, she really felt she 
was breathing; she relished the Ireshness of the blue morning, ran about the 
meadows and climbed the hills. Everything here was peaceful and undis¬ 
turbed. She remembered having seen little houses and vineyards like these 
when she was a girl, and laughing, she repeated: “An oasis of peace. . . 
For once at least she was not telling a lie. 

' The wine-growers sprayed the bunches of grapes with sulphur. Every¬ 
thing about them was blue: their blouses, their hands. They examined 
every bunch affectionately; they glanced up with satisfaction at the cloudless 
sky and said to Jeannette: “It’ll be a good wine this year.” They remembered 
their lile year by year according to what the summer had been: whether there 
was plenty of sun and if the vintage was successful. The good years were 
shown on the labels ot old bottles and lived in the wine-growers* memory 
in association with the brooding solemn sultriness of August. And now the 
bunches of grapes were already beginning to darken. f 

Down below in the valleys were trees. Each one lived its own life; the 
elms, oaks and ash trees were older than the people. And the people respected 
the trees, cherished their shade and came to them in their hours of weariness 
or love. They ate their food, slept and kissed under a tree. One of these 
trees was a favourite with Jeannette: it was a tall ash standing on the bank 
of a small muddy stream. Its dark leaves seemed to be etched against the 
white sky. It stood up straight, it did not yield to the wind, and Jeannette 
often thought of it as standing on guard at the entrance to the village, protect¬ 
ing its peace. 

The talk of war reached Fleury also. In the dim cafe, where it was always 
cool and where the peasants slowly sipped a heavy wine from thick glasses, 
there suddenly resounded the voice of that unfriendly bumptious townsman, 
the radio announcer. He spoke about the Sudetens and a certain Hemlem. 
The wine-growers frowned: the war was creeping up to their houses. Then 
Eugene, the local rake, came in. He had red cheeks and a big moustache, and 
for some unknown reason was nicknamed ‘the Austrian,’ although he was 
born in a neighbouring village. He announced with enthusiasm: “To-day 
I’ve eaten forty crayfish.” Forgetting all about Heinlein, the people in the 
cafe crowded round ‘the Austrian* and tried to worm out of him the 
whereabouts of the river where he had found the crayfish, but the rascal 
silently grinned. There were other incidents: some people came from Lyons 
to buy wine for a workers’ beanfeast; old Bauge sold some tourists a stopper 
made of twigs; the cafe proprietor’s goat ran away. Ail this was life, but the 
newspapers and the radio talked monotonously of death, and the living^ 
tried not to listen to this obscure tark. 

Jeannette became part of the landscape and the little world of the village. 
The peasants gave her wine and joked with her. Among themselves they 
said: “She’s a droll girl"; that jneant ‘nice and pleasant.’ She immediately 
forgot Paris, where she had left nothing but loneliness and dull, exhausting 
work. The cars with smart Parisiennes that passed along the highway reminded 
her of that hostile world; she thought with a twinge of dread: ‘Soon it will 

come to an end.’ A _ 

And then on one of the hottest days, when the flaming August sun drove 

the people into the cool cate, a Parisian spoke to her. He was in holiday 
dress: without a collar and in sand-shoes. With his merry disposition, 
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battered old pipe, saucy freckled face and lively eyes, he looked like a wine- 
merchant from Macon or Dijon. He drank wine with gusto, smacking hi' 
lips and puffing out his cheeks. That day everybody was feeling drowsy with 
the heat. The landlady of the cafe was even snoring. But the man with the 
pipe was cheerful. He made Jeannette laugh when he teased the landlady 
and the ‘Austrian.' Then he told a Marseilles anecdote: “Olivier was 
excited. He said: ‘I was going along the Cannebiere when 1 caught sight of 
£4arius. 1 called out to him: Hello, Marius! But he didn’t turn round. 
And just imagine ! It turned out that he wasn’t him and I wasn’t me !’ ” 
Jeannette laughed: “How ridiculous! He wasn’t him and I wasn’t me. . . 
She laughed so infectiously that the landlady woke up and smiled, and then 
dropped otf again. 

Jeannette liked the stranger, although he was neither young nor handsome. 
She was attracted by his simplicity, sauciness and a certain vitality. Jeannette 
lived in the world of the stage where everyone’s gestures and intonations were 
artificial. This man whom she took for a wine-merchant had something that 
appealed to her heart. They chatted amiably. And when the heat abated, 
they went out together and Jeannette led him to her favourite tree. He sat 
down on the grass, took otf his hat, wiped his brow with a big silk handkei- 
chief and said: “It’s amazingly good.’’ Then he looked sad. Jeannette 
was likewise looking gloomy. 

“You don’t seem so cheerful,’’ he said. “I’ve got that sort of talent: 1 
put a chill on everybody. In fairy stories there are people who pick up a 
handful of sand and find it’s turned into gold. With me it’s just the opposite: 
instead of gold 1 find sand.*’ * 

“1 can understand that,’’ she replied. 

Jeannette mournfully recalled another tree that stood drowsv and dusty 
near a roundabout in a Paris square. She could have been happy. Why had 
she refused happiness? She was like him. Sand instead of gold. And the 
strange man became doubly dear to her. She said to him in a surprised tone: 

“It’s queer how we’ve become friends. And yet I don’t even know who 
you are. I’m an actress. Only don’t think my name will mean anything to 
you. I’m an actress in a small way. 1 work in radio. Jeanne Lambert. 
Jeannette. And what do they call you ?'* 

“Desser. There are probably a hundred thousand Dessers in France.’’ 

“There are more Duponts. I’ve heard about a certain Desser. A million¬ 
aire. They say he’s a crank, but he’s a horrible creature like all of them....’’ 

Desser smiled. “Of course,’’ he said. “Let’s finish the introductions; 
let’s say, like the wise Olivier; you’re not you and I’m not me. Good? 
It ought to be easy for you as an actress. What sort of parts do you play— 

ingenues ? Disappointed girls m love ? Country maids ? Margarite 
Gautier ?’’ 

“I advertise ‘Cinzano’ vermouth and ‘National’ beds. And also the 
prosperity of France. You see what an insignificant person I am ! Once 1 
was to have played a leading part. But they gave it to somebody else: 
it was a question of name, that is to say. money. I’ve got a friend who’s a 
stage-manager. His name is Marechal. You’ve probably never heard of 
him. He’s very clever. He’s always thinking about staging plays but he 
never^ produces them; he hasn’t the money. He has a revolutionary theatre, 
but it s not the tashion now. He nad a wonderful idea for the production of 
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a play and I was to take the leading part. But these are all dreams. I shall 
go on boosting artificial pearls or a new laxative. It doesn’t matter. I'm 
only sorry I’ve got to go back to Paris so soon. . . .” 

It suddenly occurred to her that she didn’t even know what her companion 
did for a living or where he was from. Was he from Macon near by, or rrom 
Paris? Timidly she asked: “Have you come here on holiday ?” 

“Yes. I’ve taken a little house not far from here on the way to Julien. 
I’m staying till October.’’ 

“Is your family with you ?’’ 

He burst out laughing. “I’m always alone ! I don’t know why—whether 
people run away from me or I from them. But [ haven’t run away from 
you.” 

“And I haven’t run away either. I’m alone too. I mean. I once had near 
relations; no, thar isn’t true, they were distant ones. 1 lived with them, 
that’s all. But that’s all the external side, the role I was given to play. 
Sometimes it was even less: a room in an hotel. Does it matter 


which ?” 

The evening came, cool and fresh; the leaves ot the ash trembled in the 
breeze. The frogs began to croak. The little cow-bells jingled in the distance. 
Jeannette was quiet. All at once Desser’s face looked old and lean. In 
silence they returned to the village. When saying good-bye, pesser asked u 
he couid come again the next day. He said rather bitterly: “I’m begging like 
a schoolboy for a romantic rendezvous under a shady lime tree.” # 
“This isn’t a lime. It’s an ash. Don’t talk like that. You mustn t be 


depressed ! Till to-morrow !” ...... 

The next day he told her that she had the eyes ot an owl, the hair and good¬ 
nature of a poodle and the speech ot a Paris urchin. Also that he despised 
everything and was ready to dance with the girls of Fleury till he dropped, 
that the tyres 01 his car were worn down and his coat was worn out, and that 
he liked the poetry of Laforgue but for some reason he was interested in 

statistics: * 

A few days iater and they were both waiting with impatience for the hour 

of their rendezvous. They were both of them naive and conceited and neither 

of them had admitted any feelings of sen.iment to the other. Jeannette 

thought to herseit : ‘He treats this as a banal holiday adventure. Desser 

said to himself:‘I’m old and ugly, but money will buy anything. 

The beginning oi September was sultry and the peasants rejoiced. iac 

grapes were swelling. Soon the vintage would be here. But Jeannette would 

not be there 10 see it, n a week’s time het holiday would be over. 

It was their last rendezvous but one. Awkwardly Desser put his arms 

round her. In affairs of iove he was no more than a schoolboy. Jeannette 

sensed his sincerity and emo.ion. She treed herseit trom his arms. 

“You mustn’t,” she sa.d sadly. . n . th 

He submitted at once. For some time they walked along a woodland^ 

without speaking. Presently Jeannette said: There ve been a ot 
berries here. Look at the leaves. Don t be angry. If 1 should have ncdhing 
tor vnu You see, I’m not a virgin. 1 ve had affairs, just nice mau 

do/t know why. I was lonely. Or 1 couldn’t retuse. But with you 

different l” 

Pesser said nothing. 
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After this conversation Jeannette reproached herself all night: again she 
was refusing happiness. True she didn’t know herself whether this was a 
caprice or a genuine sentiment. Sometimes she thought she only liked talking 
to him because he himselt talked like an echo answering her thoughts. 
They were both ol them tired and desolate. They had both run to seed for 
lack ol kindness. They were both beggars. What could they give each 
other? Desser sometimes found pleasure in talking to the wine-growers, 
in resting and in the simple jokes in the village cafe. But now Jeannette 
u “ e him. She was angry with herself for the scene in the forest: 
why had she adopted that ridiculous touch-me-not attitude ? Then she was 
angry with him: why had he listened to her? Finally she decided: ‘To¬ 
morrow I’ll kiss him.’ And with that she fell asleep. 

Next day Desser came dressed in town clothes. His face was full of 
anxiety. He didn’t listen to Jeannette’s chatter. 

‘Tm leaving for Paris in an hour’s time,” he said. 

She cried out: 

“Oh, no!” 

“Thanks,” Desser said quietly. 

He waved a flimsy piece of blue paper. 

Telegram,” he said. “They’re calling me back. The situation has 
unexpectedly become acute.. ..” 

And Jeannette suddenly heard familiar names; as though a radio 
announcer had begun to speak—Hitler, Heinlein, Chamberlain. 

Surely there s not going to be a war ?” 

“I don’t think so. But peace has got to be saved. At any cost 
praerve SeeD " OW haPPV theSe pe ° p,e are llere ’ This is whal we ’ ve ^ ^ 


Yes,” said Jeannette in a dull voice. 

A moment later she said in surprise: 

But why you? No, I don’t understand anything. You see 1 still don’t 

y /h U ar h At rtrSt 1 l !] olJ = ht you were a wine-merchant. But now 
you talk as though you were a deputy or a Minister.” 

forbid! • hC cheered “P : “ N °. no, not a Minister! God 

T ld ; „ 1 m a business man. Only I don’t deal in wine. As a matter 

of fact j m that same Desser who is a horrible creature. You remember 

you^satd that the first day? Now, . suppose, you’ll tell me to go to the 

Jeannette looked at him in astonishment as though she hadn’t seen him 
before A millionaire. She recalled the rich people If Lyons smck up a™ 

K and B nen?h Ser H drank „ W,th the P^™, wen, about m an alpaca 
a ? d s P. ent h *s days with a third-rate actress. The fact of her being 

h) ?u rTlade !! a “ lhe more incomprehensible. What a pity he was 
ktss h,m but suddenly ,< t U rned away Un< ^ er ““ 3511 Jeanne " e W3nted t0 

- * 

muttered “h’s llwaysIhTsame 0 ’’ With h ‘ mSelf at hiS emotioa * he 

‘‘MftelepTol'TuS 1 ‘f.^ ° Ut 10 ^ 
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And a little farther up she called out: “Au revoir / We’ll see each other 
in Paris ? All right ?” 

He had already succeeded in becoming himself again, ordinary and slightly 
ironical. 

“Of course,” he said, “provided there isn’t a war.” 


Tessa had been telling everybody about the security of France for so long 
that now he believed in it himself. When anyone said in his presence: “If 
there isn’t a war,” he answered with assurance: “There won’t be !’* Whoever 
it was would then smile and feel more cheerful—Tessa knew something ! 
But Tessa knew nothing. Like everybody else, he could sit and wonder: 
‘Will there or won’t there be war ?’ But he remained calm. This calm was 
inexplicable and unshakable; it came from the spectacle of people peacefully 
drinking their aperitifs, from Paulette’s chatter and from the usual parlia¬ 
mentary gossip. Everything in the world seemed to him to be comprehensible 
and preordained. Was it possible for this well-ordered life to be disrupted 

merely on account of some infernal Sudetens ? 

Then came September. The cables from Berlin spoke ol an early 
denouement. It was impossible to get away with optimistic phrases. lessa 
was about to go and stay with some friends at their country'house on th 
banks of the Loire, when the storm blew up. Few people reahzedi the gra y 
of the situation. Nobody believed the papers; they remembered how the 
Press had croaked in May. They said “It will blow over. The holidays 
continued; people basked on the beaches, climbed up the glaciers, and ang 
for fish In the warm peace of the holiday resorts, the newspaper re {)2 l l 2? 
seemed quite unrelated to reality; it was hard to imagine that the despatches 

of ambassadors could interfere with bathing or walks. intneued 

Responsibility frightened Tessa. Was it worth while to have mmguea, 

undermined and Mattered in order to get into authority at an execrable tim 

like this ? He sometimes sighed for the past: it was far easier to defend an 

honest murderer, who without high-sounding phrases had cut the throat o 

SSwbSb •%’STS SttStKffira 

Tessa took Flandin aside. - -reace isjnt melancholy voice. Tessa 
kept repeating the words ^J^^to^^C^hs Then bearded Fouget 
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lor ? We won’t let the Czechs down. I guarantee . . And escaping from 
this bearded fury, he sighed: “Apparently we shall have to fight. ” 

A telegram from Prague had just been handed to him. The Sudetens 
were going to rise in the next few days; German troops would cross the 
frontier to ‘protect their brothers’; Benes insisted on joint action by the 
Powers who had guaranteed the inviolability of Czechoslovakia. Tessa 
began to think. Was it possible to save the Czechs when France was on the 
verge of collapse? The Right was threatening to revolt. Daladier was 
drinking absinthe and saying: “1 won’t send the peasants of France to be 
slaughtered.” Lebrun was weeping. And Denise’s friends were passing 
bellicose resolutions and fomenting strikes. Yes, it was certainly more 
difficult than defending the most terrible murderer. 

When Breteuil entered his study, Tessa mournfully blew his nose: anothei 

unpleasant conversation awaited him. As if the Sudetens were not enough 

for him to cope with, he had also 10 take the opposition into account and 

to humour Breteuil. Tessa suddenly remembered Lucien and the stolen 

document. He bristled all over. His bird-like nose stuck out like the beak 
of a bird of prey. 

“Apparently, we shall have to fight,” he said. 

“Not at all,” said Breteuil quietly. “You know that we must not and will 
not tight. Pacily the country. This panic is affecting our whole economic 
life. On the Bourse to-day . . 

But have you heard that the Sudetens are expected to carry out a 
putsch this week ? Everything has been arranged; the Germans will cross the 
frontier. We shan’t be able to wriggle out of it.” 

“If you announce mobilization, civil war will break out. The defeat of 
France is certain. Of course, Germany is our natural enemy. But it’s 
necessary to be in a position to fight, and France is divided. Some think that 
the Sudetens should be handed over: to God that which is God’s, to Hitler 
lhai which is Hitler s. That’s how the deputies of my group reason. Who are 
against concessions ? The Communists. The Popular Front. That admirer 
ol Moscow, Fouget. They don’t care a damn for the Czechs. They want 
to strengthen their own positions. Out of every hundred Frenchmen, ten 
are lor a compromise, five are for Benes, and the rest are simply fed up with 
0 th,ng * Surely y° u ’ re not going to follow the Communists ?” 
Czechs ” * ^ ave Communists got to do with it ? It’s a question of the 

“Yes, but the Czechs are the allies of Moscow.” 

And of ourselves. It wasn’t Cachin who signed the treaty with Prague; 

it was Laval. In questions of foreign policy one mustn’t be guided by Par tv 
interests. 

“We’re not sitting on Olympus,” Breteuil said. “You said yourself that 
rrenchmen didn’t want to die for the anarchists of Barcelona. No, wait ! 
Uld you or did you not say that? Quite so. And now Frenchmen don’i 

r an art ‘^ cia * State, which, moreover, is governed by the creatures 
oi tne Kremlin. You realize, Paul, Czechoslovakia is Moscow’s advance 
post. It s quite understandable that Hitler wants to climb over the wall.” 

, essa looked at Breteuil’s stern, bony face and wondered all the time 

whether he knew that the Fouget document had been stolen. At last he 
blurted out: 
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‘What is your attitude towards Grandel T 

Breteuil shrugged his shoulders: “I’m talking to you about serious 
matters, and yet you ask me about some infernal small fry. It isn t done, you 

know, Paul !” f , ,, , 

When Breteuil had gone, Tessa began to reckon up: the Rights had broken 

away from the chain—that meant two hundred and forty votes against. 

Breteuil was right about one thing: the country was divided. Ought he to 

bring up the Grandel affair ? But he would merely be making a fool ol 

himself- what evidence had he? How about intimidating Berlin? But 

what if Hitler refused to be intimidated ? It was a dangerous game. General 

Gamelin had talked for three hours on end about the ‘Czech Maginot line, 

but when Daladier put the question bluntly, Gamelin preferred to withdraw: 

“The Army will carry out the Government’s orders.” It was easy to obey. 

But not so easy to give orders. / . n . . . ^ 

Before dinner Tessa summoned his own friend. General Picard, whom 

he trusted. Picard was looking young and calm; somehow he seemed to be 
the personification of the invincible army ol France. He did not rush at Tessa 
with tirades, as Fouget or Breteuil had done, nor did he try to make evasions: 
instead, he expounded his views in a cold-blooded manner. 

“I’m not considering the political side ol the problem, Picard said. I m 
a soldier. Of course the loss of the Czechoslovak fortified line wdl be a 
heavy blow to us. But the truth must be laced. 1 don t think we would 
succeed in carrying out mobilization. You know the attitude ol the country. 
The people don’t understand why they should have to hghi on account of 
the Sudetens ;> The idea ot a preventive war .sn’t popular. As regards 

Germany ...” 

“Bui the Czechs will hold them up. thrmi 

“Good! Perhaps for a week. It’s a pincer movemen ; the^main thrust 

will be from the d.rection of Austna. The Hungarians will mas£. Andthe 

Poles. The Germans will be able to attack us immediately. Ot course, we 

got the Maginot Line. But . . .” 

“We’vTgo/ precious few ’planes. Our airmen are poorly ™ned. °tu 
anti-aircraft guns are far from being up to the mark. And experience 

Spain has shown-” . 

Tessa interrupted him. “Then it s impossible / 

„ Hir sr rssi ts r ? as 

Saw 

Kdo^fsubmi, 7 But the role= o- Fra JSSlm 

keenly resentful; he was being reduced to the lev the tw ii,t study, 

o. Portugal. His patriotism was r ° us ^ mr |'“ e ‘ s n ^ h o nad fallen ,n the war, 
he thought ol the days ol Verdun, 0 h Louvre was tuh ot 
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delight his friend with exquisite food, the dinner did not promise to be a 
gay one. Tessa did not even look at the menu. It was a Marseilles restaurant : 
this was evident Irom the smell of garlic and the vine-leaves on which the 
fish was grilled. Another time Tessa would have made an inspired speech 
on the wondertul gifts of the fertile south. But now he was feeling the bitter¬ 
ness of a fall. 

Desser smiled: “We’re not asking if they've got crayfish in white wine '! 
Well, well, what a statesman we've become !’’ 

Dresser, however, was gloomy also. He had one extraordinary peculi¬ 
arity : in a single day he could look twenty years older or younger. Jeannette 
would scarcely have recognized in this flabby, gloomy man the love-sick 
romantic, who used to come to the shady ash. 

. Desser had been going downhill in the last few years. At the best of times 

there was little enough that he believed in, but he had a passion; he would 

build up and overthrow powerful trusts, rig Stock Exchange crises and change 

ministers like gloves. He devoted all his powers to the task of preserving a 

fossilized society, its comfort, stuffiness and modest joys. The events of the 

last few years, the strikes, the terrorism of the Fascists, the Spanish drama 

Hitler’s seizure of Austria and the prospect of further and greater trials had 

deprived his life of its meaning. The whole climate of the world had changed; 

it was impossible to hope that old-fashioned France, with its enthusiastic 

anglers, country dances and Radical Socialists, would be miraculously saved. 

Desser continued to work; but it was with a species of inertia. Like an 

obstinate gambler, he had staked everything on one number and the roulette 

ball made tun ol him. The situation was urgent: people put questions to 

him and he had to give an answer, and everv word he said was looked on as a 
command. 


It was the same with Tessa. He had not come to the restaurant for the 

sake of the crayfish. Desser tried to distract him with gastronomic surprises, 

but Tessa’s thoughts were preoccupied with the devastation of Paris, the votes 
of the Right. 


“What’s going to happen ?’’ he asked wearily. 

“We’ll have to give way. Haven’t you spoken to Breteuil ?’ 

Yes. They’re storming and raging. To them Benes is a ‘Bolshevik.' “ 
Desser roared with laughter. “Of course. The first Bolshevik was Azana. 
t would be interesting to know who’ll be the third. You or Chamberlain ? 
its all very amusing. But the conclusion is clear: we’ll have to give way. 
You realize they ve jumbled up all the cards. An honest plain-sailing war 
is impossible now; any war will turn into a civil war. Once upon a time the 
clanger was only in the underground movement, unrest among the people or 
revolts among the troops. It was positively idyllic ! But now there exists 
an enormous State with its diplomats and. what’s worse, with an air force 
s plural that everybody should look askance at the East. If the Russians 
go with us, Breteuil s friends will become defeatists. If the Russians go against 

™i, e , WOrkerS W J n beco L me defe *tists. And if the Russians keep out and 
t op W ^l l a r n ^ r See ’ th ^ n ever V bod y W, H become defeatist. Our middle 
m afra,d °u dc *»! and afra,d of v >ctory. What they fear most of all is 
fli-P 5 i C0 . w should bec °™e strong. Just try and make war in a situation 

n^v onvutt! C f n understand the workers singing the Marseillaise. But don’t 
pay any attention to that. Songs are songs, but we’ve got to give way.” 


155 



Tessa sat silent over a plate of crayfish. He was paler than usual, com¬ 
plained of the heat and wiped his forehead with his napkin. 

“I’m very tired,” he said. “But something has got to be decided. You 
know what Daladier is like—he bangs his fists and shouts: ‘I, I, f . . .* 
Napoleon . . . but in reality he’s a muff. He wants to bluff. But what if the 
Germans reply by sending over five hundred or a thousand bombers ? 
Picard says our air force is no good. 1 feel that a terrible responsibility rests 
with me. ' Prague is waiting for an answer. You see, we promised them ...” 

“I had lunch with Chamberlain recently,” Desser said. “A crafty business 
man. Cunning, but all honey ! He showed me his grandfather’s watch, 
a large bulbous one with an engraved motto: ‘Never promise what you cannot 
fulfil.’ A remarkable motto that, for a merchant. But don’t be down¬ 
hearted. You didn’t promise anything; it was your predecessors. And even 
if you did, it doesn’t matter. Politics are not business, and it’s impossible 

to be honest in politics.” 

“But we’ve got to decide on something... .” 

“Others will decide for us. . . . An hour ago I had a telephone call from 
London. The honourable Chamberlain has decided to come to terms with 
Hitler. 1 tell you, he’s a crafty old fellow. So you’ve nothing to worry about. 
For the time being, we’re a British dominion. Maybe, we’ll become a pro¬ 
vince of the Reich. Breteuil will be Gauleiter. Atrocious ! But you can’t 
do anything. The French have gone flabby. I repeat: we’ll have to give 

Desser became even more gloomy. But now Tessa was smiling. The 
news of Chamberlain’s intentions cheered him up no end: the Government 
was relieved of responsibility. If the British gave way, even Fouget s tail 
would be between his legs. Then both the Right and the Left would vote 
for the Cabinet. It would be possible to make a beautiful speech: In these 

tragic moments national unity is a necessity.... 

If the crayfish passed unnoticed, Tessa appreciated the ox-tail ragout. 

He ate greedily, smacking his lips and belching; then he leaned back V , 
with a faint smile and asked in a surprised tone: “Why aren t ^ou eating 

anything ?” , 

Oniylhe^dfd Tessa notice that Desser wa- not looking well. Patroniz- 

ncly he clapped the all-powerful financier on the back. • 

“We’ll get our own back in a year or two’s time. The main thing now 
to delay. You’re wrong not to eat anything. We must hold up l he sacred 
torch. Well, I’ve had a remarkably good dinner. I didn t even suspect 

was so hungry. I’ll have some more cheese.” 

He ate and ate. Desser smiled. an and 

“When my aunt died,” he said, “my uncle ate two ducks at one go an 

said: ‘That’s from grief.’...” . . r . , 

When Tessa got home he was in a cheerful mooa. 

' u Hrv6 voli been drinkios ? M Amelie cisked« , . a 

“5o But Ih^dined well, exceedtngly well. > Besides there was .mportan 

political news. You wouldn’t understand—it s devilish complicated. I 

conclusion is clear : we’ll have to give way. f « Give wav .. • 

And as he pulled off his trousers, he muttered playfully, uive way 

way . .. way.” 
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Joliot complained: “However much they starved me at the spas I nev^ r 
got any thinner, but now I’ve probably lost five stone.” The editor’s otfice 
was like an army headquarters. Joliot behaved like a general in command; 
he received mysterious packets, gave yet more mysterious orders, and hung 
up an enormous map of Czechoslovakia. In reality he didn’t understand 
anything and grew thin with worry. He was afraid of incurring the anger 01 
Desser, who continued to back La Voie Nouvelle. But it was impossible 
to get^anything out of Desser; he only kept saying: “Support the Govern¬ 
ment.” But whom ? The Ministers were unable to agree; Daladier was 
working against Mandel; Tessa was undermining Reynaud. And the\ 
all expected Joliot to render them services. 

Thanks to Desser, La Voie Nouvelle had become one of the most influential 
newspapers. Joliot betrayed his patron right and left; he took money from 
the secret fund of the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, and did not despise the 
bribes of the various political parties. Sometimes he reproached himself 
lor his levity: what if Desser suddenly got to know ? But he soon appeased 
his conscience with the thought that he had many sources of income, that his 
wife needed a sable coat, that his collaborators were greedy, and finally that 
he was taking money from honest Frenchmen, Desser’s friends, and therefore 
was deceiving nobody. Now, however, the poor fellow was in a quandary: 
the communiques were like a Scotnsh shower-bath—alternate hot and cold 
water. It was difficult to guess the Government’s intentions; were they 
preparing for war or were they going to capitulate ? Joliot said to his wife: 
This isn t politics. It’s a brothel. I hope to God they don't do something 
silly ! But in the presence of his collaborators he pretended to know 
everything and to be full of diplomatic secrets. Whenever a question was pui 

to him he always answered: “We’re playing a very complicated game verv 
very complicated. ...” 

The country was perplexed. Some newspapers said that Hitler wav 
preparing to attack Strasbourg; others declared that the Czechs were perse 
cuung the Sudetens and that France was in no way concerned. Alter readin 
a dozen articles people anxiously asked one another: “What on eaitb does v 
mean? And above all, how is it going to end?” Meanwhile, every-da^ 
ife went on as usual. The wine-growers got ready to gather the grapes, th, 
theatres prepared for first nights and the school-children awaited the begin 


Of th™ Ma ™ sts r 2? d £ ews who want war. But we’U soon make short work 

chrlstermrl' ‘Th,> a Till ^ >urgeo f s were m love with Chamberlain, who was 
r!d Th • g ,? f peace : poets wrote llnes in his honour; the papers 

o?F^T ney m ° rder l ° P resent h™ with a valuable gift, and the streets 
oLS.f in ,h WDS Were named ‘ me Chamberlain.’ In the luxurious watenng- 

^ m ° S ’ P th ? country estates and in the rich quarters ol 
* * ® wakened after their summer sleep—people cursed the 

Czechs, they swore they were the cause of all the trouble and worse than the 
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Bulgarians, something between Bolsheviks and Bashi-Bazouks. But in the 
working-class suburbs the people abused Daladier, remembered Spain and 
‘non-intervention/ and shouted: “No more capitulations!" 

In the evening came alarming news: Chamberlain's second trip had ended 
in failure. Joliot waved his arms. He had been just about to devote a couple 
of columns to the bloodless victory of the ‘Angel of Peace/ who, at his 
advanced age, was not afraid of making another journey by air. And now 
there were complications once more ! Joliot was pacing up and down the 
office, not knowing what to do, when Desser unexpectedly telephoned to 
him: “Come and see me.” 

The streets in the Invalides quarter were dark. Joliot shuddered super- 
stitiously; the little blue lamps looked to him like the little lamps on graves. 
Nor was he soothed by Desser's appearance—the flabby face, the dull eyes 
with purplish bags under them. Even Desser's writing-table, which was 
usually littered with papers, induced a feeling of sadness; it was quite bare 
except for a glass of water and some headache pills. 

The moment Jolioi came m, Desser said: “The situation is serious. Of 
course, nobody wants war, but they’re all bluffing. It’s not the people, its 
the rifles that may start it! However, as'always. I’m an optimist. Now 
listen to me, my friend. Your paper is read by the people who matter and 
not by half-wits. Thev don’t trust Maurice Deat. He’s a man with a 
tarnished reputation. They’re making fun of Maurice Rostand’s poetry. 
It’s impossible! Look at their names.: Kerillis, Ducane, Fouget, 
Cachm. And who do you put up against them ? Nincompoops. Or 


sob-sisters.” 

Joliot was breathless with agitation. He rummaged in his pockets that 
were stuffed tull of letters accounts and amulets; he was looking for a manu¬ 
script. No, he wasn't being paid for nothing ! Proudly he handed Desser a 

sheet of thin crinkly paper. “There!” * , , , 

It was an article by a famous author, headed ‘Slavery rather than death. 
Desser read it through and laid the paper aside. Why did his face wear that 
disdainful grin / He himself had more than once expressed the same idea, 
defended concessions, suggested that France should accept the position of a 
second-rate Power, and ridiculed the last-ditchers. He was afraid of death, 
hated going to funerals and often thought: ‘Anything to keep alive! And 
now it was written on this thin sheet oi paper: ‘Slavery rather than death. 
The word was unpleasant and harsh; it didn’t fit m with his recollections oi 
his childhood—the eager lads, the grumbling old men, the cabaret singers, 

the wind ott the sea—or his favourite authors. 

Desser handed the manuscript back insilence and took another headacne 
Ln n Then he said: “It would be a good thing for you to publish an article 
bv Villard. Or an interview. Of course he’s got somewhat tarnished since 
he entered the Government, but so far as a considerable section ol the workers 

are concerned he remains an honest man. If he expresses him Th ... 

oi compromise, nobody will suspect that he s grinding his own axeThey U 
sav: An internationalist, a pacinst . . As regards this article, the ideas are 

right but all the same. I’d alter the word ‘slavery. woodland 

g For some reason or other Desser remembered Jeannette^ the woodlan 

oath and her sad voice when she said to him: “You niusto t. 

^ put a different word altogether: ‘Humility, or Suffering. 
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Next day Villard received Joiiot. The tabby little man at once explained 
what he had come for. 

Villard answered in a tired voice: “I know, pester has already told me 
We'll talk about it later on. You’ll excuse me, fcfut 1 didn’t know that Hitler 
was going to speak on the wireless. We’ll listeh to him presently. A good 
deal depends on what he’s going to say.” T\ 

‘‘Do you know German ?” / 

‘‘Of course. At the International Congresses I heard aU/the old Social 
Democrats. Bebel, Liebknecht, Kautski. I remember Bebef making a speech 

in Basle just before the war. Those were good timerr'Not like now. Yes 

my friend, the situation is very grave. We Socialists said that it was necessary 
to preserve the Weimar Republic in Germany. It was easier to come to an 
agreement with Stresemann. They didn’t listen to us. And this is the result ! 
But we cant make war. And we mustn't. Democracies-are. not made for 
wan That s.an axiom. War eiLhec destroys them or leads to their decline. 
Clemenceau very nearly devoured Parliament. Look at what’s happened in 
Ualy, and the fate of Kerensky ? If we’re deleated a revolution is inevitable, 
bveiybody realizes that. And what awaits us in the event of victory ? Some 
general will seize power. Ol course, we’ve got an honest general or two even 
1 it s only old Petain. But there will be plenty of adventurers. The other 
day I was at a meeting of the War Commission. There was a Colonel de 
Gaulle there, cock-sure, ambitious fellow. He declared that we were wasting 
time, that it was necessary to revise the budget, set about mechanizing the 
army and so on. A swashbuckler like that might declare a dictatorship in a 
couple ol seconds. As a general rule, my opinion is that military men musr 
be kept out ol it. It s tolly to take their advice. And Daladier also. . ” 

He did not finish the sentence, but rushed over to the wireless set There 
was a rumbling noise. 


Now he s going to speak. To think that at this moment ihe whole world 
is waiting with bated breath at their loudspeakers.” 

-c Wh f n he Joliot what languages he could speak, he proudly replied • 

An r the« and Marseillais.” He didn’t, in fact, know a word of German! 
All the same, he listened attentively to the loud jerky speech. Hitler opened 

in a quiet manner, but soon started uttering threats in a hoarse voice The 

f Pa \r ^intelligible words that sounded for this very reason 
all the more terrible. Hitler barked like an old wolf. Joiiot felt very uneasy. 

He gripped the back of the chair with his hand; he had a great respect for all 
omens and believed in touching wood to ward olf evil. 

• Vihard nodded his head as though approving the speech of the 

rs l e Sl anH 0 n?n 0r * ° lh ,? r “ ^ his shoulders reintfuUyThis chki! 

(1 e a ^ d pince-nez all trembled. Joiiot eagerly watched Villard’s face in an 

m time ,h P ndt:rSUnCl th r,™ canm ° °* the unintelligible speech. From time 
to Ume the room was filled with the roar of the crowd* ‘‘Siee-heil and 

'tust W a 0U r l o d fn, C en, h H e Chair “^ulstvely. So it wem on for I good hour 
ha k °,? r enthusiasm resounded. Villard wiped his brow with his 
handkerchiei. Joiiot asked timidly: “Well, what ?” 

nol fY ng Particular. 1 foresaw all this. On the whole I’m rather 

C Anin rCPea i leU hlS ^ he renounced IJcI^ to 

***£& u Ul l l , s lhe most essential thing for us.” 

The Czechs ? 


L 
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l 'Ou that question he’s absolutely intransigeant. But as he renounces all 
cl aim s in the West, I consider agreement is quite possible. In the end, the 
position of Prague depends upon us. A compromise is indicated. It must be 
explained. I’ll dictate an article at once.” 

He rang the bell. A curly haired, heavily-powdered typist came in. 
Villard began to dictate. He walked to and fro about the room, stopping 
from time to time and declaiming instead of dictating; he imagined be was 
on the platform. His voice trembled with emotion. 

“The Gorgon’s glassy eyes are known to all mothers. We know what the 
soil of Verdun is ! We note with joy that Hitler, as a soldier of the World 
War, has not forgotten all the horrors of that terrible carnage. The hand 
held out by him we, the representatives of French democracy . . .” 

He held out his hand and began to think. / 

“Full stop after ‘democracy’ ?” asked the typist. 

“No, comma. The sons of a peace-loving nation, the disciples of 
Jaures » % 

Afterwards he checked it over and signed it. As Joliot was leaving, be 


said to him: 

“Put at the end that all rights are reserved by the Atlantic Agency— that s 
for the Americans. One's got to think about one’s daily bread, you know, 
can’t get away from it. You see. I’ve returned to the profession ot journalist. 
We’re colleagues now.” 

When he was alone, Villard recalled the speech and sighed. No, ^ 
certainly wasn’t Bebel ! What a good thing the Cabinet crisis had taken 
place in the spring. A dirty business ! It was even worse than with the 
Spaniards. France would have to ransom hersell at the expense of others. 
Besides, it would be far better for the Czechs to yield; otherwise they would 
be crushed immediately. At a time like this it was much pleasanter to be a 
journalist; less responsibility. Well, the Radicals were determined t 9 throw 
the Socialists out of the Cabinet. Now let them clear up the mess ! s 

He dozed off, sitting in the arm-chair. He was roused by a feminine 
voice: his elder daughter Louise had unexpectedly arrived from Perigueux. 

She embraced her father and whimpered: . , 

“Gaston was called up yesterday evening. He’s in the anti-aircra 

artillery. Papa, what’s going to happen ?” . c 

Villard became benevolent and important; his face took on tne saui 

expression as when he used to give presents to his daughters. , 

“I’ll tell you later. Wait don’t cry. it’ll turn out all right. We re no 
going to allow war, you understand, we won’t allow it.” 


Joliot arrived home in a gloomy mood. Of course Desser knew what be 
as doing, but all the same the little blue lamps and Hitler s speech- • - • 
rrr 1 Joliot felt uneasy. His wife made a tuss ot him, brought him b - 

ippers and brewed his favourite vervain infusion. w , 

“I got an article out ot Villard/’ he said. Three hundred lines. We ve 
at it on the front page together with his photograph. Dwser wiii w 
leased But if you'd only seen them, my little kitten ! They talk aD 
DUmism but they look like drowned dogs. 1 believe Desser is dJJ 
plainly looks as U he was. I wonder il it’s cancer t That wourd oe anoth 
lrorise t it would mean the end oi the paper. ’ 

Ifft 
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His wife poured out the vervain infusion, “is there going to be war 
she said quietly. 

Joliot smiled. “What war ? They'll give up Prague, you’ll see ! Hitler 
has been shouting and shouting. I heard the whole of his speech. He’s a 
raving maniac. Villard went as white as a sheet. Do you know what I’m 
afraid of? I’m afraid they may even give up Marseilles ! Then there won’t 
be anywhere to run away to, damned if there will!” 
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All day Andre wandered about the streets of excited Pa. .s and listened to 
the feverish conversations: “Will it ? ... Won’t it ? ..Towards evening he 
arrived back tired out in his own rue Cherche-midi. But even there it was 
not quiet. The cobbler was shouting: “If they’re not headed off, they’ll 
come here. They’re hungry rats !’’ The wife of Boileau the old antiquarian, 
a grey-haired lady in ample corsets, complained: “No ! Tell me, what has 
France got to do with it ? Have you ever seen a live Czechoslovakian ?’’ 
In the cafe of The Smoking Dog’ one of the customers tried to prove that 
the Germans were in need of more space: “For instance, take the cafes on 
Sundays. They often put the tables out farther than they should. That’s in 
the natural order of things.’’ The landlord frowned. “But they get fined 
for it,” he said. A plumber began shouting: “The Germans want more 
room? What about me? What sort of Frenchman are you? You’re a 
Fascist and a scoundrel !” They came to blows. 

Andre looked at the objects in the window of old Boileau s shop: the 
sight ot them soothed his mind. What an extraordinary jumble of things 
there were. A negro idol majestically and shamelessly showed his divine 
essence to the world. The plates gleamed with dull lights: Delft ware- 
white and blue like frozen canals—Rouen ware; warm and rosy—Quimper 
ware with cockerels and Bretons. Ivory Chinese buttons. Snuff-boxes 
with the Phrygian cap and the intransigeant motto ‘Equality or Death.’ 
Necklaces of heavy amber, garnet bracelets, Persian turquoises. Valencien¬ 
nes, Bruges and Venetian lace. Blue glass. English^porting prints_ 

jockeys in pastel-coloured jackets, pale shy horses. AQaookah,. sumptuous 
and enigmatic, like an alchemist’s retort. Angels, coinsTloclcs of hair wax 
roses. How much labour had gone into them all. 

Next door to the antique shop was a dairy. AndrC gazed entranced at the 
cheeses as though he was in the presence of canvases by the great masters. 
There were red globes of Dutch cheese; a weeping mound of Swiss cheese; 

Par ™ esan; Roquefort like marble with blue veins; golden 

Sim ) anguidly , ; g ° at s milk cheeses on green leaves, and manv other 

sons of all shapes and colours. 

fnrK r 9 .?v D V f iS a wine-merchant’s; well-shaped, tall-shouldered bottles 
^^ aux family type favoured by senators, savant :and 

academicians, bulging bottles of Comfortable dimensions, like aunts for 

lovers D the ° f maturll y ; bul for vin d'Atsaces which is favoured by 

lovers, the bottles were romanuc slender and green. On the labels were the 
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names of little villages that have gone round the world: Chambertin, Chablis 
Basac, Beaune, Vouvray, Chateauneuf-du-Pape. A bottle of cognac was 
so thick with dust that it might have figured in the antiquary’s shop. Andr£ 
thought: ‘It’s a lot older than I am.’ 

Next came his favourite shop-window. He often stopped there to gaze 
at the pipes: there were long pipes and nose-warmers, straight pipes, curved 
pipes that looked like mountain ram’s horns, tiny pipes for snobs, and 
massive pipes for sailors, black, brown and light red pipes. The owner of the 
shop once explained to Andre how pipes were made from heather roots; 
the roots had to lie in the ground for at least half a century, otherwise they 
would not taste good. Now Andre wanted to have another chat about the 
dead roots, but the tobacconist stuttered with emotion and asked: “W-w- 
what's your opinion ? Do you think there will be war ?” Andre strolled 
back to his studio. Pierre came in. He was in a hurry to explain everything; 
there was to be a meeting at the factory that evening and the workers were 
excited. Although Pierre had aged he still retained his southern impetuosity. 
He was alarmed by the situation and unable to finish what he was saying; 
he kept switching the radio on and off all the time. “There’s a limit to 
everything !” he shouted. “They can't give way now. They’re on the verge 
of a precipice. And yet they’re afraid ! . . . Have you read Villard’s article . 

What a disgrace ! But the working class ...” . 

Andre interrupted him: “Dreamer ! But on the whole I don t understand 
anything. As usual. What do you think ? Do you want war ? War s a 
filthy business. In the pictures in the Versailles gallery its all generals, nags 
and clouds. But in reality it’s mud and lice. Honestly, I simply don t know 

how I’m going to live. It’s all right for you. In the first place you ve got 

He bent back his huge knobbly thumb—“Agnes. Secondly, you ve got 
son. And thirdly, you’ve got what are called ideals. But I ve got nothing. 

Nothing at all!” 


“But you’ve got your art.” . . , , f , , . tt . r 

“Art ? That’s all talk, Pierre. The weather isn t suitable. I had a letter 

from my father yesterday; he wanted to know about the prospects oi w - 
On account of his apples. Well, I want to know, too, on amount ot my 
pictures. But I’ve no one to ask. If it all blows over now it 11 start aga 
year or two. And you want me to live for art ! Everything is stagnan 

will take a good deal of time to get going again I saw a 

to-day. All the grains went upwards. Do you know what it s m * 

Dead heather root. Understand? But it lay in the ground fo hnw i; n o 
years. And what have we got here? Strikes, demonstrattons 1lowhng 

Hitler, some Sudetens or other, and you expect me to sit dow 

masterpieces ! I say to you—muck I” . . # set 

This time it was not Pierre, but Andr6, who rushed 
Pierre stopped him. “It’s too early yet. The news isn t for another ban 


h ° U Andre couldn't admit that he was indifferent to the reactions of Rome 
and Washington to Chamberlain’s flight and that he wa ? V wear y 

thing quite different. He had cherished this pass.on for two long weary 

years now and listened to Jeannette every evening He st ™ thHUe. 
Lain and knew nothing of her sorrows but for him she was st ti me 
Yes she was the only one who had not changed in this mad world. 
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“1 don’t want to miss it,” he said. ’‘They give advertisements first, hut 
they don't last long.” 

The radio was silent. There was no Jeannette. To Andre this seemed 
to be the most terrible omen. “They haven't come to an agreement,” 
he said. 

“I'm only afraid that Daladier will back out." 

They were thinking of different things and fearing different things, instead 
of the usual broadcast, instead of Jeannette's deep voice, the beats of the 
metronome resounded hard and merciless. Suddenly an indifferent voice 
announced: 

“Men liable for military service with names beginning with the letters 
A and B . .” 


Andre cheered up; a weight had fallen from his shoulders. Now others 
would do his thinking for him. 

“This is a nice how do you do,” he said. “It means we're going to 
light.” 

He did not listen to Pierre’s arguments, conclusions and admissions. The 
old familiar street was still the same—a pot of flowers on the balcony 
opposite, a pale, impotent moon in the bright sky. Andre realized that for 
him all this time had been only a tormenting pause, from the June days with 
the red flags and the night with the whirling roundabout to the ticking of the 
metronome, the tramp of feet below the window, and now—mobilization. 
He did not want to know, to remember or to think. For a moment he felt a 


wrench at his heart : what had become of Jeannette ? . .. But even this long¬ 
ing was impotent; everything was falling, whirling and disappearing. He 
went out with Pierre. Outside the street door a woman was weeping. Some 
reservists went by carrying their suitcases; they sang the Marseillaise and then 
the ‘Internationale.’ ft was a warm summer night. ‘A paradise for lovers,’ 
thought Andre, and once again he saw the Place Contre-Escarpes on that 
July night. The lights were burning everywhere.. .. 

“1 must catch the Metro,” Pierre said. “I’m afraid I shall be late. Au 


revoir , Andre.” 


Pierre said this, but he did not go away. The words ‘au revoir' troubled 

both of them. Andre did not see Pierre the father, Pierre the engineer 

with all the talk about Desser, the Socialists and war. Before him stood 

his school companion, the mischievous and dreamy boy, who once, as 

a boy of twelve. Suggested to Andre that they should go on a trip to 
Greenland. 


Andre said: “You remember how you wanted to go to Greenland? 
Whale-hunting. How funny that was ! And they’ll probably call you up 
too. We’ll get killed off like flies, that’s a certainty. It’ll be like Verdun, 
only from the sky as well. But it doesn’t matter. The one good thing is that 
we know where we are: we couldn’t have gone on living like that. Now it’s 
a sort of showdown. There's a poem, I forget who it’s by: ‘Deceived, I go 
to meet my death. . ..’ But do you realize what the funniest thing of all is ? 
It was a long time ago; a German sat down next to me in our cafe. He was 
a typ,cal German with blue eyes and the back of his head close cropped. I 
thought he was a refugee, but he turned out to be a German of the Germans. 
He was interested in lish. He liked my landscapes. * He got tight and said 
there was sure to be war and the Germans would devastate Paris. A funny 
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fellow ! What amuses me is that he has probably been called up too. That 
means he'll be fighting me ? Well, isn’t it muck ? But I’m glad, Pierre, the 
uncertainty has come to an end. If it’s war, then it’s war.” 

They said good-bye. / 


12 


Breteuil could hardly stand; his eyes were red from sleepless nights. 
Only his iron constitution 'and will kept him going. A compromise had to be 
reached at any cost. It was possible to come to terms with Germany. The 
main thing was to tear up the pact with Moscow. But events followed one 
another in rapid succession. Hitler would not wait; in vain the ‘Angel of 
Peace’ flew over bewildered Europe; in France the Mohicans of the Popular 
Front urged resistance. Breteuil wrote articles and pamphlets, conferred 
with diplomats, instructed the ‘Faithful,’ and directed the Army Staffs, 
through General Picard. 

Paris was blacked-out. And Breteuil’s agents operated in the darkness 
exhorting or inciting: “The Czechs have only themselves to blame. It’s the 
wealthy Jews that want war.” 

“Mandel is in favour of war. His real name is Rothschild. Benes has 
bribed him. But it’s our children who are being driven to the slaughter !” 
“The Germans have got a hundred.thousand planes. They’ll smash Paris 

to pieces the very first day. ...” . 

The Gare de I’Est was full of commotion; trains loaded with reservists 
were leaving every few minutes. Some of the men raised their fists, sang 
songs and said : “We must show the Germans that®we’re not all crawling 
on our bellies.” Others muttered sullenly: “Why should we have to crawl . 
Women were in tears. There was plenty of scope for the Fascists; they said 
that mobilization had been declared illegally, that the Czechs had broken the 
treaty themselves and that the French ought to let them go to the devil. 

As at the start of the Spanish war, Paris was divided into two camps. 
In the Champs-Elysees ‘Pacifism’ was triumphant; people cursed the ho 1 ™ 1 * 
of war and appealed to humanitarian sentiments, even that of ‘brotherhood. 
They easily forgot not only their own recent words but also their mode oi 
life the traditions of their class and the myths of caste.' Their blind hatred 
of the ‘sluggards’—as the Fascists continued to call the workers—proved 
stronger than anything else. Colonial officers who had been through the 
Riff campaign high-handed martinets who bad soldiers shot for f on \ 
trifling offence,’ now swore that nothing could justify the shedding of b ood. 
Academicians, who only yesterday were boasting of the mv^tneibUity o 
France/ and ived on quotations from Marshal Foch mamtamed that * 

w “impossible to go to war: the Germans had only to blow and the whole 
was tmposs u s.ke a housejaLcards. And Breteuil, the native 

t the finest moment of his life was when t ^ 

Pr^nch mooDS entered Metz, now declared: “The frontier question recedes 

too the background in comparison with the defence of our western civihzati 

aga ^e nc^quamra 1 were now rapidly emptying. The watering-places had 
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been on the point of dosing down; alarmed by the newspaper reports the 
holiday-makers had gone back to the capital. But when mobilization began 
and the blackout was introduced, the bourgeoisie started leaving Paris and 
sent their families farther afield. So at this unusual season of the year, the 
seaside resorts and mountain villages livened up again. The leaves were 
already falling from the trees; autumn gales were raging in the Channel. The 
holiday-makers were nipped with the cold and grumbled with resentment: 
“Anyway, it’s time those damned Czechs were curbed !”—Nobody thought 
any more about the Sudetens. 

In the working-class suburbs, however, there was a different kind of talk. 
Nobody there was pleased at the prospect of war; but the men went off in 
silence to defend their country. They knew that it had its back to the wall 
and they told themselves that it was impossible to go on living like this. 
The word ‘aggressor' was understood and became part of everyday speech. 
And the reservists often went off accompanied by the singing of the ‘Inter¬ 
nationale.’ They looked into the future with hope: they were going to fight 
the Fascist aggressors and their French friends—the followers of Breteuil 
and Doriot. At times it seemed as though June, 1936, was coming to life 
again. Aubry, who dared to praise Chamberlain at Billancourt, was roughly 

handled. When the police carried him away, the street urchins called ou 
merrily: ‘The war’s begun !* 

At a meeting of the ‘National-minded deputies,’ Breteuil said: “There 
won t be any war. And there mustn't be. The Czechs have a treaty with 
Moscow. In other words, we’re asked to fight for Communism. A com¬ 
promise is essential. Let us reason soberly. We’re undermined by Bol¬ 
shevism. In Spain the national war is still going on. England on her island 
is protected against infection. The English mav play the hypocrite, bluff 
and flirt with liberal ideas. But who in reality is capable of defending Europe 
against Communism ? Only Hitler. Consequently, our allies are our 
enemies, and our enemies are our friends.” 


This was the first time that Breteuil ventured to express his ideas in the 
presence of Ducane. He expected controversy and patriotic tirades. He was 
unaware of Ducane’s attitude; he had not seen him since the beginning of 
tne September scare and had avoided meeting him. Ducane was nearly at 
his wits end. This man, who though slow and obstinate, was by no means 
stupid, now seemed to wake up. He had joined the Right-wing because he 
thought they stood for ‘Great France.’ And now he saw that Breteuil’s 
mends, his own friends of yesterday, were disrupting mobilization, advocating 
desertion and treason. And who really wanted to defend France ? The 
wor ers. It was a terrible thought—the Communists ! This was a heavy 

,P uca ? e * a ,ong time brin g in 8 himself to believe the truth. 

hhndpH £° nsole ^ hu I lself with the thought that the class egotism which 
blinded thousands of people was alien to Breteuil. Of late he had been 

hi^ ng ^ k W -l h 1 . B L r ? lcu »l but had not succeeded in getting hold of 

fnund <- 0Ub ?? saile . d b lm * Had Ducane been younger, he would have 

combat bUt 31 fifty ' S1X “ was hard t0 think about air 

Thev shum^d hfm beSt u° oppose lhe Propaganda of the defeatists. 

or ehe th^ anaHiv they shru gg ed condescendingly: ‘A dreamer’; 

the first Sl hf y a \ hmi n hort Wlth: ‘ Moscow ’ s instructions.' Now, for 
the first time he heard from Breteuil’s own lips the very things that had filled 
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him with indignation. He wanted to expose his former teacher and the 
enemies of France but he was so excited that he was unable to speak. His 
defect of speech increased to such an extent that he was tongue-tied. He 
made a sound like a painful moaning. At last he shouted in a loud, un¬ 
natural voice: 

“So that’s what you are ! Hitler’s admirer ! You were wounded in the 
war. That’s a badge of honour, but you’re unworthy of it !’’ 

There were tears in his eyes. Snatching up his papers that lay scattered 
about the table, he rushed out of the room. The deputies shrugged their 
shoulders: ‘He’s mad ?’ Some said Ducane mustn’t be judged too severely: 
he had been trepanned in the last war; it had probably affected his mental 
condition. Only Grandel grinned ironically: 

“He pretends to be mad but his behaviour is perfectly logical. 1 met him 
with Fouget yesterday. It isn’t so much patriotism as Moscow bread-and- 
butter. ...” 

Breteuil suggested they ought not to waste valuable time; the Ducane 
incident could be postponed until a more peaceful period, but at present 
they had to attend to the international situation—every hour might bring 
a denouement. 

“We must rely on Mussolini. He will get us a rapprochement with Hitler. 
Chamberlain is anxious for it too. The Radicals must realize by hook or by 
crook what we have been dreaming of all along—a Four-Power Pact.’’ 

They adopted a resolution stating: ‘The National-minded deputies hope 
that the Government will do its utmost to preserve peace and refrain from 

taking any hasty steps whatsoever.’ . 

When the deputies had left, Grandel went up to Breteuil and said in a 
friendly way: “You were amazingly restrained ! If I’d been in your place, 
I’d have lost my temper. That talk about your wound. . . . What low-down 

villainy !’’ ... 

Breteuil glanced about him. There was nobody in the room. I aon i 

like being taken for a simpleton,’’ he said in a low voice. “Ducane is a tool 

and a psychopathic subject. As far as you and I are concerned, well, * v 

now been informed of the motive forces of your patriotism. I hope yo 

understand me?’* 

Grandel blinked, nonplussed. “No, I don t, he said. „ 

“In that case I’ll be more precise. I know that a certain Kalmann— 

“Scus^me, buU’ve had confirmation that you really did have a meeting 

Wlt Grandel went white as a sheet: if Breteuil came out against him, he was 

done for. He said nothing. mid 

“It’s a good thing you don’t object, Breteuil went on. I haven t told 

anyone about it. And I don’t intend to. But I donT want you to take me 

for a mug. Your Berlin masters think they re making use of me. That s 

their business. Personally I’m convinced that I’m making use ot them. 

I serve, monsieur Grandel, not Kilmann but national Fran j'®- f . ..... a 

Grandel recovered his composure and even became^ cheerful 
question of shades of meaning, my dear sir,” he said. Why argue aoou 

tbe ouMide the same anxious hubbub filled the streets; people kept coming 
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and going, gathering in knots, discussing the rumours, snatching the latest 
editions of the papers from the newsvendors, saying good-bye, arguing and 
singing. Breteuil was in a hurry. He had an appointment with the corres¬ 
pondent of a Rome newspaper, but on the way he went into the church ot 
St Germain-des-Pres. He dipped his yellow finger in the holy water in the 
marble shell, crossed himself, and then went to the altar on the right, where a 
swarm of tapers flickered around the stone image of the Mother of God. 
He went down on one knee and recited a prayer. All around were women 
praying for their husbands and sons. 

Atter the gloom of the church the sun seemed unbearable. Breteuil 
screwed up his eyes and for a moment everything began to swim in front of 
him: the sleepless nights were taking their toll. But the newspaper-sellers 
were rushing along. A vested priest came out of the church at the same time 
as Breteuil. A choir-boy in a surplice was ringing a little bell. Somebody 
was dying and the priest was hurrying with the Sacrament, in the church¬ 
yard the birds were singing. And on the terrace of the cafe opposite the 
church the Parisians sat drinking their aperitifs flavoured with wormwood, 
aniseed, arrowroot, eucalyptus, orange and lily of the valley, and pretended 
that nothing was happening in the world. 


13 

The meeting at the ‘Seine' works ended early: the men were no longer 
in the mood for words. They all knew that the country was in the hands 
of insignificant, mean-spirited people who were capable of any treachery. 
The workers were ready to fight, but there was neither gaiety nor passion in 
their resolve. They decided to send a delegation to the Czechoslovak Legation 
to express their solidarity. 

On the following morning Legrais and Pierre crossed the Champs de 
Mars on their way to the Legation. Tanks rumbled past. Girls were playing 
with hoops. A prosperous-looking middle-aged man was holding forth: 
“They say the Czechs have got good beer. But 1 don’t like beer. Now I ask 
you—what have we got to do with the matter ?” 

Legrais said to Pierre: “You were saying yesterday that France will 
soon hnd herself isolated. That’s true. But we’re isolated too in the middle 
ol France. We still talk about the Popular Front but it doesn’t exist 1 
preier Ducane to all the Socialists; he’s an honest man. The workers are 
behaving splendidly, showing great maturity. But what about the peasants ? 
If Daladier capitulates, they’ll be pleased.” 

Pierre smiled. “Not only the peasants,” he said. “My Agnfcs will be 
pleased too—and she a workman’s daughter. She ought to understand. It’s 
a terrible mix-up. She keeps on saying to me: ‘But look at what you wrote 
before. Personally I trust my feelings. It was the same with Spain I 

t 46 8 a l yp ical Radical, like our Sarraut. Do you 
think he didn t let the workers down ? Of course he let them down. But it 

wasn t a question ot him. It s the same with the Czechs. But Agn6s doesn’t 
understand; she lumps everything together. 
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‘Maybe, she does understand, only she’s afraid they’ll send you to the 
front. She’s got a child. That’s understandable. . . .” Legrais sighed: 
he was alone in the world, nobody would worry on account of him. 

It was a cloudy day but you could feel the sun behind the white film. 

“They’ll give way,” Pierre muttered. “It’s a sort of enchanted circle... 

All these last few weeks Pierre had been living in a state of expectation. 
Even Spain receded into the background. Years seemed to have passed 
between Chamberlain’s two flights to Hitler. It was impossible to work or 
think or sleep. Pierre had none of the enthusiasm of the Popular Front days. 
All that was left was the bitterness of disillusion, a feeling of dejection even. 
This was hardly in keeping with his temperament, and he thought: Tm at 
a dead end.’ He had occasion to carry on diplomatic negotiations with 
dealers in armaments. The few short trips he had made to Spain now seemed 
to him like wonderful dreams. He was awaiting a showdown, departure and 
war. But the child that still lived in him, the dreamer from lazy Perpignan, 
demanded happiness. And now when he heard the notes of a piano coming 
through the open window, he stopped and screwed up his eyes with pleasure. 

“The same old scherzo. . . . Wonderful !* ? 

At the Czechoslovak Legation they were received by Vanek, the first 
secretary. He was a stocky, sluggish man with the broad hands of a peasant 
and a thick neck constricted by a starched collar. 

Constantly throughout the last few days workers’ delegations had been 
arriving at the Legation, and yet Vanek frowned every time. Hearing the 
words ‘the solidarity of the proletariat,’ he asked himself: What’s happened . 
Who were these people who shook his hand and talked of anger and hope 
The Communists ! And to the Munster he admitted: “L no longer understand 


^Nine years before Vanek, who was a philologist by training and a Liberal 
by conviction, had a post at Ostrav in Moravia. Disorders broke out there, 
the Communists demonstrated against the new military laws. They were 
arrested. At the trial Vanek appeared as a witness for the prosecution. He 
was delighted with the sentence: the rmgieadersweregivenfour years 
imprisonment. And now he was being encouraged by Ccmmunists m 
Pans 1 But the people with whom he had been Inends, the people whom ne 
had entertained to luncheon and with whom he had cha «ed about the 
Maeinot Line Titulescu’s speeches and Smetana s operas, these cu [ tl ^l 
and'sympathetic people had disappeared from the scene. HowVanekhad 
rejoiced in the spring on hearing that Tessa had been appoin ed 
Was it not Tessa who wrote, on the occasion of Masaryk s jubilee. Cz ^ h ^ f 
skwakia°is the bulwark of our western civilization in the very centre of 

Fumoe it ifffie land of Humanism_’ And now it was impossibleto 

r onvwhere near Tessa. Vanek was anxious about the fate of ^J s D count % 

The articles in the French Press filled him with rage. When he read Bretei ^ d 
S'S called the Czechs ‘barbarians,’ Vanek lost his temper^ and 

smashed the coffee cups. In addition to all this there was s . ^ 

grief* he was born in a small Moravian town not far from theJ rontier ^, 

fhey 6 had^tlimg Vo ^T^hey 6 sighed tunereaUy. Delegations kept 






arriving at the Legation; but Vanek waited in vain for the representatives 
of the French Press, the professors, the lawyers, the Radicals or even the 
Socialists. It was the workers who came and repeated the same words. 
Vanek thanked them, shook them by the hand and thought: ‘The Com¬ 
munists again !’ 

At the Legation, Legrais was silent all the time. Pierre did all the talking. 
And Vanek was struck by Pierre’s spirited tone and unusual vocabulary. 
He realized that this man was neither a worker nor a Communist, but a free¬ 
thinker, a man of the same sort of background and ideas as himself. 

“What you say gives me great pleasure,” said Vanek. “It’s a good thing 
that people of varying convictions come to us. Otherwise the impression 
might be created that only the Communists were for us.” 

“I am a Communist,” said Pierre stiffly. 

Vanek smiled politely. They were standing by the open window of the 
balcony. The alarming cries of the newsvendors came to their ears. Vanek 
blinked at the light and wondered whether Tessa would receive him to-day. 

When they got outside, Legrais said to Pierre: 

“Listen, Pierre, of course this isn’t the time to talk about it now, but 
I’ve been wanting to ask you for some time. Why don’t you join the Party ?” 

Pierre did not answer at once. Then he said: “I don’t know—I suppose 
it would be more honest.” 

Tessa received Vanek at long last. Wanting to avoid any reproaches the 
Minister began to shout at once: 

“How don’t you understand ? The fate of the small nations depends on 
the fate of the big. We’re unable to go to war at present. But when we’ve 
re-armed we’ll return these provinces to you. One must know how to wait. 
When the Prussians took Schleswig, we didn’t interfere. But half a century 
later, we gave the Danes back their property. That’s the ABC of 
diplomacy.” 

Vanek who was normally very reserved, committed an indiscretion. 
He said: 

“By permitting the seizure 01 Schleswig and then the defeat of Austria 
France paved the way for Sedan. . . .” 

“That analogy does not apply,” snapped Tessa. “The Second Empire 
was in a state of disintegration, whereas France in 1938 is in the flower of 
her strength. You needn’t worry: Sedan will not be repeated. But one has 
got to wait. On the Sudeten question, France is divided.” 

Vanek was silent. His weather-beaten lace became still ruddier. The 
veins stood out on his forehead. But Tessa calmed down. He passed from 
anger to amiability. He came close up to Vanek and whispered: 

“Believe me, your sorrow is ours. 1 well remember the time when the 
statue ol Strasbourg in the Place de la Concorde was swathed with mourning 
crape. You’re mounting the stake like a propitiatory offering. You’re 
sacrificing what you hold most precious in order that peace may be saved. 
The women of France will never forget it. . . .” 

Vanek recalled his mother’s wrinkled face under her black kerchief-—his 
mother dressed like a peasant woman. An absurd, child-like hope awakened 
in him; perhaps after all they wouldn’t betray the Czechs? 

“You said France is divided on the Sudeten question,” he said, “but in 
the territory in dispute there are many districts with a Czech population, 
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There are no Germans there. 1 know that very well. 1 come from there. 
It is essential to insist on retaining those districts at least.” 

Tessa yawned: he was bored by the conversation. “Daladier informed 
me an hour ago that he was hying to Munich," he said. “There they will 
settle everything. The representative of your Government will be informed, 
of course. So it’s hardly worth while bothering about geography at present." 

Vanek’s blue eyes became misty; but he quickly recovered himself and 
after thanking Tessa, went out. And Tessa thought to himself: ‘Well, what 
a job I’ve got! Far better to accompany murderers to the guillotine. That 
Czech’s a good fellow, but how naive he is ! How is it they don’t understand 
that we can’t risk everything ? Enough of philanthropy ! France needs to 
think about herself for a change.’ 

He rang up Paulette: 

“May I come round ? I’m in need of a little consolation. No, no. l ne 
news is good, very good even. There won’t be any war. But I’m in an abomin¬ 
able mood. What was it that Verlaine said. ‘The soul is sad for no reason. 
Good ! I’m coming now. I’ll be round right away.” 


14 

Joliot had taken off his coat and was fluttering about the printing-room. 
The front page of the special edition was being made up. Joliot was parti¬ 
cularly proud of the story of Chamberlain’s childhood; at th e age of four 
the British Prime Minister had acted as peacemaker among the other children, 
and his mother had prophesied he would have a brilliant future. 

“How shall we dish it up ?” asked one of the sub-editors. Agreement 

at folio? Vowned. “Colourless.” he said, “inexpressive. Doesn’t corres¬ 
pond to the mood.” _ , 0 „ 

i “What about ‘The Victory of Peacei? .... . . anH brewing 

But this also failed to satisfy Joliot. Tossing back his head and screwing 

up ^xhe*Vietoof of France,’ and splash it right across the front page. • • 
On no back in Paris Daladier went to the Arc de Tnomphe to lay 
, “oFS? Uni™,™ Soldier All £ 

Shops were closed. The broad pavements of the C^mps-Ely sees 
crowded. People were full of joy; they were not going to be driven» " u> 
trenches. Women were especially numerous. Flags were hung t W 
where. The florists were selling roses and geraniums The day 
had been a sad whispering, sobbing and hoarse a holic j a y 

streets And now everything had suddenly given pla 

sat* 

S3 K’&*££35'fading die reports. .«** '» 
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print, of robberies and tires. He was in a gloomy mood and his gloom 
increased all the more when he looked up and saw Fouget 

“You here ?” 

“As you see. . . /* 

At any other time Desser would have been pleased to see Fouget. Their 
acquaintance was of long standing; both of them had studied at the Poly¬ 
technic and dreamed of becoming engineers. Later on, Desser had devoted 
himself to financial operations, while Fouget took up history and politics. 
They seldom met, but when they did they talked in a friendly way without 
stiffness or pretence. When Desser was told that his favourites, the Radicals, 
were corrupt, sponging on the Republic and hand in glove with Stavisky, he 
said: “What about Fouget?” For him that bearded enthusiast was the 
personification of the virtues of old France. • 

Fouget was a conscientious historian. His books about the Jacobin 
clubs in Picardy and the struggle against the Chouans had merited general 
recognition. He lived not only for scholarship but also for the cliches of 
the French Revolution. Patriotism for him was synonymous with simplicity 
ol manners. He would exclaimwith absolute naturalness: “The fatherland is 
in danger !” Taking in his arms the newborn son of one of his constituents, 
he would say to the happy father: “A good citizen !” Fouget considered 
himself the heir of the Jacobins. 

He was blinded by his love for the past. He was perpetually convinced 
that someone or other was sure to be threatening the Republic. He suspected 
any General of Bonapartism and turned away indignantly whenever he met 
an abbe in the street. For him the world was limited to France; what 
happened in other countries was of no interest to him. Instead of ‘Soviet, 
Chamberlain, Duce/ he said ‘Sovie, Shongberlang, Deuce/ He not only 
garbled the words; he also called the Croat ‘Ustashi’ ‘the nihilists of the 
JBalkans/ and Gandhi ‘the Hindu Danton/ 

The son of an engraver who was in love with his craft, he knew from 
his childhood that work was happiness. He had had good luck and always 
round congenial work. He tailed to see that all around him were millions 
or people who hated the drudgery of ill-paid labour. He looked on the 

‘*A C u^ ISl m ^ vemenl as the fantasy of well-meaning but abstract minds. 

Above all/ he used to exhort the French Trade Unionists, “above all, 
don t overlook the machinations of the Vatican !” 

His pockets were stuffed with material relating to the victims of injustice. 
He took up the cause ol some widow who had been turned out of her flat, 
and intervened on behalf of Senegalese and anarchists. Naturally, he was 
one ol the most zealous workers of the ‘League for the defence of the rights 
ol man and the citizen/ His wife referred to him jokingly as ‘Our busybody.’ 

, e was a plump, quiet woman—always busy about the house, making 
amp-shades, hanging pictures and embroidering cushions. Fouget jokingly 
complained: “1 married a snail with a house on her back.” His sons grew 

cr^Q-Qrwelljs, w ho had no desire to do anything whatsoever and 
wheedled money out of him, reminding him that he stood for ‘tolerance/ 

o n i u f-hamber, Fouget was considered a Radical, but to Tessa he was 
a Bolshevik. Tessa shouted: “Good heavens ! That man says the Radicals 

? “° JH ene ^ °* the Left * What about the Communists ?” Fouget 
aid ol the Communists: “They express themselves in an abstract 
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manner, but they’re goou patriots.” He was only fifty-two but everything 
about him was old-fashioned and in the Chamber he was nicknamed ‘the last 
cabman of Paris.' 

Desser was depressed. He had no desire to talk but he knew he wouldn’t 
be able ro escape irom Fouget’s conversation. And sure enough, Fouget, 
who was aware ol Desser’s activities behind the scenes, began to ask questions: 

“Why aren’t you in the Champs-Eiysees ? Why aren’t you drinking 
champagne? You ought to be delighted. After all to some extent this is 
your victory.” 

“What can 1 say ? You see it’s not exactly very pleasant to gain such an 
easy and such a noisy victory.” 

Fouget tailed to understand and got annoyed. His beard began to 


quiver. 

“Words, Desser, words ! It’s what you wanted, don’t try to wriggle out 
of it ! You even mobilized that mummy Villard. F know all about it. You 
may celebrate your triumph I” 

“No,” said Desser, “1 didn’t want it. 1 knew we weren’t ready tor war 
and that we couldn’t tight. I was in favour of a compromise. But in the 
first place, the terms are much heavier than we expected. And secondly, 
and this is the most important, I turned out to be only too right. You 
understand ? Too right ! To-day has shown us that neither Maginot Lines 
nor armaments will be ol any avail. Something has gone wrong. 1 took 
refuge here after seeing the crowds in the Champs-Eiysees. Making a triumph 
out oi a diplomatic Sedan ! D aladier was afraid to show his face at the 
aerodrome. He thought they were going to pelt him with rotten eggs. But 
they greeted him like a ballerina—with bouquets of flowers. A people like 
that won’t be capable ol defending itself.” 

“Why do you accuse the people ? You others are to blame for it. Ana 
you, Desser. I told you so at the beginning ol the Spanish affair. You can t 
hold up cowardice as a civic virtue and then be surprised 1 1 the people rejoice 
at capitulation. You’re backing newspapers that glorify desertion. You re 
supporting the enemies ol France. What you want is to-” # 

Desser interrupted him. “I don’t know what 1 want myself, he saia. 
“My card is beaten. So is the card of our country, probably. I know wha 
i wanted, i wanted to preserve the equilibrium and maintain a happy 
France, among the young, hungry and pugnacious nations. But it oian 
come off. The rest is noi interesting, il I could, I’d go away to Tahiti, du 
I’ m tied by business. 1 don’t care a fig for it, but 1 can’t chuck it up. 
a poet neurasthenia is a regular condition. It appears the Muses like 

The Stock Exchange doesn’t.” . 

He paid the bill. They turned, as though under a spell, into the Champs . 


Elysees and stood watching. en . 

Daladier drove past in an open car. The crowd greeted hi 
thusiasm. Behind him drove Tessa. He looked on it all as his own teas 
day and was unwilling to let Daladier take all the applause. When 
bowed in reply to the cheers, his sharp nose quivered; y 

and with dignity, like a tragedian who had just ended a pathetic monologu . 

A lady threw him a rose; he pressed it to his breast. r h*v’«* hurving 

“A merry funeral.” said Fouget. “And by the way, they re burying 


France.” 
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Desser smiled unexpectedly. “Tessa was particularly good. Why the 
rose ? He ought to be wearing laurels.” 

“This is not the time tor loking, Desser,” growled Fouget. “The father- 
and.js in danger ! Pm afraid that in a year's time the Germans will be 
marching down the Champs-Elysees. The trollops will find roses for them 
too.” 

“The fatherland is in danger, eh? You're an honest man and an in¬ 
corrigible spouter. But maybe the fatherland already no longer exists. 
Au revoir , Fouget !” 


15 

The walls were thin. People were listening to the radio in all the flats, 
and the announcer’s voice seemed to be repeated like an echo. 

Pierre had moved here shortly before the birth of his son. ft was an 
enormous building consisting of ten blocks built by the municipality on a 
wild tract of land. Until recent the place was pitted with fortification 
trenches and covered with coarse grass and dock-weeds. It was here that 
Pierre used once upon a time to make romantic appointments, declaim 
poetry and vow everlasting love. Now there were enormous houses every¬ 
where, and at night the lights glowed m thousands of windows. The tenants 
were emplovees, technicians and workmen. Each flat consisted of two tiny 
rooms, and the same kind ol life went on in all of them: the people rose 
-arly and ran to the Metro; at nine o'clock in the morning the women hung 
'he mattresses out ol the windows for an airing and shook the mats. At 
'welve o’clock the children came home from school in their pinafores, with 
ink-stained fingers. The smells ol margarine, onions and coffee hovered in 
the air. Towards evening the radio began to blare; at half-past seven the 
people ate soup; at eleven o’clock tl\ey put out the light and went to sleep. 

The last tew days the radio had gone on blaring until midnight; people 
expected dreadful news. But now the announcer set everybody’s fears at 
rest: there would be no war. 

Pierre and Agnes were having dinner. On hearing the news, Pierre sat 
gazing blanklv with the fork in his hand. Then he jumped up, threw down 
his table-napkin and swore. Agnes experienced a whirl of conflicting emo¬ 
tions. She was glad because Pierre wouldn’t have to go to war and also 
because there wouldn’t be any war, ruined houses, killed and mutilated 
children; and yet she felt an unaccountable sadness—she did not sha.e her 
husband's ideas, but his sorrow imparted itself to her and worried her. 

How unlike each other they were. Pierre was bustling and noisy, showed 
everything in his face and swung from elation to despair. Agn6s was reserved, 
secretive even, intransigent, always seeking the sole, absolute truth, healthy 
and full ol the loy ol motherhood and simple physical passion. They lived as 
friends with occasional stormy but short-lived disagreements, and with 
a constant sense of their oneness, which lay outside their own understanding 
and volition. Both ol them had their own life, activities and enthusiasms. 
Agn6s put a real inspiration into her work ; every baby was to her a mysterious 
trail plant that was capable ol perishing or flourishing. She said to herself: 
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They re all t or me, like Doudou.’ This was untrue; she loved her son 
blindly and jealously and was proud of his first lisping and his pale gold 
hair. She had no stronger feeling than this, except her love for Pierre, which 
she not only hid from him but from herself as well. There dwelt in her a 
maidenly resistance; she gave herself to him as though for the first time, with 
a light gasp of amazement and joy. 

Her little nook was bare and clean; she didn’t like a lot of things about 
the place. But on Pierre’s table there was an accumulation of geological 
specimens; a little rummaging would have brought to light the relics of all 
the various hobbies he had discarded. 

They might have been happy in their stuffy little flat on the Boulevard 
Brune, among the school-books and the drawings and together with chubby 
pink Doudou. But they were not happy: there was something extraneous 
that interfered with their life. Agnes had realized it long ago—in the cafe on 
the Grand Boulevards when the soldiers joked about the coming war. For 
two years the strain of waiting had gone on. It seemed to them as though 
this life was temporary and that they were hiring it as a traveller hires a room 
in an hotel—by the day. Once Agnes said: “Well, they’ve given us another 
day.” To Pierre it seemed to be part of the struggle and linked with his ideas 
and his fever of hope and despair. But Agnes tried in vain to understand 
with her heart his excited talk. The last few weeks had been particularly 
bewildering. In the Spanish war there was something human. Agnes was 
indignant when she saw the photographs of the ruins of Madrid and in¬ 
voluntarily admired the heroism of the international brigades. She said to 
Pierre: “It isn’t my cause, but it’s a clean one.” Coming from her the word 
‘clean’ was an admission. But now, when everything was mixed up— 
diplomacy and sentiment, pacifism and cowardice, the ‘Internationale’ and 
the corps of Generals, she withdrew into herself and was dumb. Weeping 
mothers came to the school. The evil day was drawing near. But now there 
was the short communique on the Munich agreement. There was not going 
to be any war ! 

“Pierre, how many people are rejoicing at this moment ? And among the 
Germans. Do you think their feelings are different ? Do forget your politics, 
at any rate for a minute!” 

“You reason like Andre,” Pierre said. 

. “Why Andre ? Like millions ! You call them ‘the ordinary people. 
There’s no doubt about it, it’s your time now. . . 

“I don’t understand.” . 

“Formerly we used to live, work and bring up children. But you, that is 
to say, people like you, tolerate that, barely tolerate it even. In those days 
they used to write long books, build roads, discover serums. But now we ve 
got to put up with the will of people like you. I’m not talking about ideas, 
but about character. Now everything is subjected to one thing. . . . And 

it’s horrible. ...” . ., . t 

He did not attempt to argue: he took up the newspapers and read now wnai 

had been life in the morning was now past history. But Agn6s was worrying. 
She realized that nothing had been solved. How long would the postpone¬ 
ment last this time ? A week ? A year ? And how could one dole out uie 

10 She* went over to Doudou. He was sleeping peacefully. She thought; 
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he ought to have a long life, a very long life. His teeth would grow and fall 
out, but that was only because they were milk teeth. How would Doudou 
be able to live ? From one mobilization to another. She wanted to kiss him, 
but retrained. She set about correcting the school exercise-books. The 
stillness was oppressive. Far better if the radio was blaring; but it was shut 
off. For a week ? For a year ? She tried in vain to concentrate her thoughts 
and to enter into the meaning of the simple childish phrases. She read over 
a dozen times: ‘My uncle at Fontenay has some rabbits and a calf.’ She was 
seized with a longing for trees, the warmth of byres and an unhurried existence 
—neither hurrying, nor waiting, nor thinking. 

Pierre fell asleep, tired out with weeks of excitement, night work and 
meetings. His dark head with its prematurely grey hair sank on to the grey 
newspaper. His even breathing had a soothing effect on Agn6s: now at least 
life was coming into its own. Then having broken her pencil, she got up and 
cried out at the look on Pierre’s face—like that of a corpse, bloodless and 
taut, as though frozen. He woke up at her cry, said drowsily “aha” 
and dropped olf to sleep again. 


16 

To Lucien, mobilization appeared as a welcome relief; since the summer 

his life had been ghastly. The very thing he had been fearing happened: 

the rumours of his break with his father came to Joliot’s ears; and the tubby 

little editor, who had long taken a dislike to Lucien’s superciliousness, gave 

the racing column to his nephew. Lucien had no other source of income. 

He became acquainted with hunger, dirty collars and evenings without 

cigarettes. He left the hotel at meal-times so that the landlord, who looked 

askance at him for not paying his bills regularly, might not guess that he had 

no money. He wandered about the warm streets; people were eating on the 

terraces. The sight of them annoyed Lucien; they scanned the menus to see 

what they would have, savouring, fussily choosing and smiling; the smells 

made him feel giddy. Then he would run into some friend or other: a 

literary man or a frequenter of the Maison de Culture, a partisan of Breteuil 

or someone he had met in the gambling dens. Lucien quickly invented 

a stor^: he had left his wallet at home or it was not a good day for changing 

P ounds ~^ nd boldly smiling, he would cadge five hundred francs, 
which he promptly blew. 

go J a . letter frorn his ™ther; she said her health had become 
worse, and begged him to make it up with his father. For a moment he felt 

a wave of pity for his mother: he remembered his childhood and how he 

after^i/w^liH f T^ and r Pr0mptly felt pity for hims.lf. Perhaps 

u 0 '} d be a good followed his mother’s advice. He’d 

had enough ol starving and cadging ! He even took up a sheet of paper in 

order to answer the letter, but screwed it up into a ball. No, no ! Of course 

SmT 3 C k^ 3n r there and a ^ee-course dinner, but he wasn’t going 

mistake 'but th^mk Sak u ° f that ’ His confidence Breteuil was a 
mistake but the mistake of an honest man. But his father was a schemer 

devoid of conscience. Besides, what boredom. And to have to listen again 
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to those lectures: “Work, and you’ll get everything. I didn’t become a 
Minister all at once either.” 

Lucien sometimes remembered Mouche and her emotional state on the 
evening of their last meeting. He fell rather repentant towards her, although 
he didn’t admit it and dismissed such feelings as ‘sentimentality.’ Mouche 
wrote to him several times: she implored him to forgive her and said she was 
disgusted with life. He frowned painfully and tore the violet-coloured sheets 
of notepaper into tiny pieces. Then he gave up opening her letters; what 
was the point of reading them; he couldn't help her. He was unhappy 
enough himself. And there was no pity in the world: Henry had died, 
Jeannette had forsaken him and Breteuil had turned out to be a low intriguer. 

After his break with Breteuil, Lucien iost all interest in politics; he didn’t 
even look at the newspapers. The historical events in the world seemed to 
him to be wearisome and dirty, like his father’s files, Breteuil’s home or the 
nape of some Kilmann’s neck. Hearing conversations in streets or cafes 
about Hitler and war, Lucien yawned: obviously, his father was playing up 
to Fouget. Then all of a sudden he was called up. Remembering Salamanca, 
the feverish mustering of the troops and the Falangists’ drinking bouts on 

their return from the front, he felt glad. 

A couple of days later, however, the Munich agreement was announced. 
Lucien mocked at himself; they had made a fool of him again. Together 
with millions of other mugs he had been taken in by the black-out, the tanks 
in the streets of Paris, and the mobilization. But his father was making 
votes out of it in the Chamber. Lucien yawned convulsively: now he would 
have to go cadging for money again, his landlord would grumble about tn 
bill not being paid, and his own angry unshaven face would be reflected in 


the windows of the shops. , 

Fate took pity on him. Near the Madeleine he ran across his tormer 

publisher, Gautier. At any other time Gautier would have made haste to 
get away from Lucien, but to-day he was in a state of nerves: that mo> 
he had been sobbing over the cot of his three-year-old daughter, thinking 
he was going to his death, and all of a sudden a special edition of 
Nouvelle seemed to give him back his lost life. Gautier wasreadyt 
not only Lucien, but the newsboy and the gendarmes as well. He didntevei 
notice how Lucien had let himself go but took the thin unshaven face, uie 
shabby suit, to be the natural accompaniments of the days of turmoil. 

“I can hardly bring myself to believe it,” he shouted. Do you realize 
what a stroke of luck it is ? I was to have gone to Colmar yesterday. sergea 
in the artillery. And now . . He paused to recover his breath. wna 


about you 7” he asked. 

“Me ? Infantry. Soldier of the second rank. 

“What 1 Aren’t you pleased, you idiot 7” 

“To be quite frank, it’s all the same to me. 

“Snob 1 No, wait a bit, you’ve had a nervous shock. . . 

Lucien remembered: money! Smiling mysteriously, he saw • 

“Besides, something decidedly unpleasant has happened to me. 1 w^ 
Trouville with an actress when all this fuss started SomehowI.taw tne 
u/nnlHn’t be anv war but then came this surprise: mobilization anu » 

S£d Now I’ve go. to go .o i 

They’ve given me leave, but it’s all very stupid. All the banks are sn 
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don’t want to put it ofi till to-morrow. LI' you could help me out, 1 shall be 
most grateful to you, but if it’s inconvenient to you . . 

“But of course not! . . .” 

Gautier opened his wallet and took out a thousand-franc note. Lucien 
grinned: he knew how stingy Gautier was. He used to have difficulty in 
getting his royalties out of him. And now he was getting a thousand—Lucien 
had reckoned on two hundred at the outside. Gautier shouted: “Wait ! 
I’m not going to let you go like that. When’s your train ? You’ll have time.’’ 

They went into a bar and drank a couple of cocktails. Lucien had a 
leeling ot warmth and satisfaction. After saying good-bye to Gautier, he 
hailed a taxi and drove to Montparnasse. He entered a large restaurant and 
went up to the second floor. Catching sight of his reflection in a mirror, he 
nodded back at it aflably: nowadays one might be unshaven and shabby, 

but beauty remained beauty. Sure enough, the woman cloak-room attendant 
was admiring him. 

He ordered an elaborate dinner; he took delight in his own ingenuity 

and capricious mood. Actually he was ravenous and longed at once to gobble 

up the bread lying on the table; instead he indolently said to the maitre 

d'hotel: “After that, tf you please, pullet with truifles. of course if it’s 
Bresse pullet. . . .“ 

People were celebrating all round him. The heroes were men of military 
age; they looked tired and weary, as though they had just returned from 
the tront. Some were in uniform, almost all were unshaven. It reminded 
one of life in the trenches; they deliberately used coarse language and swore. 
Their women fussed over them; they were fairy godmothers, sisters of mercy, 
faithful sweethearts, who had been waiting many years for their knights. 
The table-lamps with their pastel shades shed a soft light that coloured every¬ 
thing. The tango spoke ol paradise regained. Champagne corks were 
popping; the wine-glasses clinked as the revellers drank: To Peace !’ Some 

who had already emptied several bottles and recalled Joliot’s enthusiastic 
outpourings, shouted: “To victory!” 

Lucien drank a bottle ol vintage Chambertin; his face wore an absurd 

smfle. He no longer thought about Kilmann or the hotel landlord or his 

shameful existence. Once more he was a famous writer, the friend of the 

Surrealists, the son ol a lashionable lawyer, the lover of a beautiful actress* 
he was living again. 

He was not the only one to be set free from the sense of time by the 
uay s events and by the night’s drunkenness; all the people round him sensed 
the exceptional nature ol the evening and its detachment from the round of 
humdrum days. Lucien was not surprised when Guillot, the proprietor of a 

shouted 8 gafly^ Wh ° m he dad not seen Ior tilree y ears » came up to him and 

a rea^p^r ^ 1 V ° U dr ° P ‘ D at ^ galJery ? My dear » lVe tound a Pearl, 

,, uiSti 1, ° I slagger ® d - round red face was lit up. In his buttonhole was 
mhlel came,,ia Wlth t> roken Petals. He hauled Lucien off to his own 

attracted him r <f h ady l ° 8 ? w,th him lor he had seen a woma n who 

m 1 once * ^ he , was sl,m and very dark with a neat head, an 

norcelamni^»’ lh,ck . hal 4 1 ; / 2 pen lips and S^en eyes that looked like 
porcelain. Guillot hiccupped: “Get together. This is the pearl herself- 
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Jenny, she’s an artist. And this is one of our best writers—Lucien Tessa. 
Please don’t mix him up with his father.” 

Lucien burst out laughing: “What are you chattering about ? I’m not 
a writer at all. I’m a specialist in horse-breeding.” 

Jenny stared at him; her eyes livened up and darkened. 

“I’ve read your book. The one about death. I've waited for you, as 
death waited for the Persian gardener in Bagdad." 

Her English accent imparted a childlike effect to her conversation. 
Lucien thought to himself: ‘She’s had a drink or two, but what a beauty ! 
He sat down and drank a glass of champagne. Then he said: 

“I’ve been waiting for you as well. But more prosaically: as a pretty 
girl. Now we’ve got to know each other. Let’s have a drink.” 

“All right. But I can only drink whisky.” 

Jenny was born and grew up in one of the dullest little towns of Kentucky. 
Her father was a Methodist and dealt in plywood. She was highly strung 
from childhood: she read with enthusiasm the poetry of Shelley and Keats, 
wanted to become a Roman Catholic, wrote stories about the sufferings oi 
the negroes, and ran away to greet President Wilson when he returned Irom 
Europe. She was then sixteen. At eighteen she married an itinerant photo¬ 
grapher, who had promised to take her to Hollywood. She soon divorcee 
the photographer, but got to Hollywood all the same; she wanted to ‘ 3ec0 . 
a film star. There she knew poverty and insults. Assistant directors anu 
studio executives had a business-like way ot saying: Lets have SU PP 
together and afterwards. . . She rejected all these proposals indignantly. 
She took up painting: on an empty stomach she painted landscapes in 
reddish brown earth, cactuses, the many-coloured houses. She was capame, 
but had no taste; indeed she liked everything that was crude and loud m 
nature. All of a sudden she had a stroke of luck: a Los Angetes enginee . 
an aircraft constructor, fell in love with her. She also liked turn and tney 

got married. Jenny passed from poverty to riches. In hi didn’t 

engineer was kind and gentle, if rather dull. She said to herse . 
know real love was like this.’ Two years later her husband was killed ,n 
crash. She swallowed two tubes of veronal; the doctors saved her. 
threw herself into a lake; they fished her out. For months she hved al 
entirely in a darkened room. Later on she livened up. She found she n 
been left with plenty of money. She sailed for Europe and ^ an ^ r d ed ff air s 
one country to another, visiting museums and night-life, bne naa_ a 
with adventurers—she yearned to know ‘real love.’ SbcatMdcd^M^^ 
schools with the regularity of a schoolgirl. Then she settled m P, q| 
Montparnasse, where disgruntled Americans drank whisky, made 
both Old and New Worlds. She too made fun and drank. mu ch 

She was only a year older than Lucien, but she too chestnut 

more than a boy. He made another conquest: his feverish eyes^c^^ 

hair and the melancholy cynicism of his conversation aff tQ Gu iijot’s 

that she could do nothing but look at him and P a1 ^ . feeling* Luciefl 

chatter. Nor did she want to dance. It was a powerlul ieeirng, i- 

L’JEJSS. so fll of ot ought have been fertitatg * 
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fields oi Alsace a month from now. But we're alive and we're going to live. 
It’s a real victory of ours, the victory of our diplomats and writers, the victory 
of Paul Valery, Derain, the victory of the wine-growers, tailors and con¬ 
cierges. 1 beg you not to despise the concierges: they too are angels of peace, 
i propose we drink to the most beautiful of French victories !” 

Jenny clapped her hands. Then she said to Lucien: “I don’t like Valery. 

I prefer Eluard. And you ? Guillot talked like Wilson just now, but the 
French were against Wilson at the time. Don’t be cross. J don’t understand 
politics. But I’m so happy. It’s terrible to think they might have killed 
vou ! . . .” 

Lucien laughed 

“It’s much simpler than that: we might not have met.” 

Guillot called out: “The bill !” Lucien insisted that he would pay. He 
tossed the old waiter a hundred-franc tip. The old man smiled: “Thank you, 
monsieur Major.” 

“An error: monsieur soldier of the second rank.” 

To Jenny he said softly : “A last drink to you. The Persian gardener 
was afraid of death and tied to Bagdad. There he met a beautiful girl. He’d 
never seen anyone like her before. . . . And he drove death away.” 

She squeezed his hand. 

They went out; they drove as far as Passy. Jenny lived in a quiet street. 
A large tree quivered vaguely in the light of the street lamp near the house. 
She wanted to say good-bye, but he came into the hall. She felt embarrassed 
and begged in a childish way: “You mustn’t. . . .” 

It seemed to her that this was real love. She was afraid of losing every¬ 
thing all of a sudden. He sat down in a deep arm-chair without taking off his 
overcoat, and closed his eyes. His face was tired and weary. Jenny suddenly 
became calm: 

“I’ll make some coffee. O.K. ?” 

She fetched the coffee-machine and lit the little blue flame under ‘the 
glass globe. Opening his eyes slightly, Lucien said: 

“Alchemy. . . .” 

He felt at rest; there was nothing he wanted; the strong, sweet coffee 
seemed to him the limit of happiness. Jenny chattered on without stopping: 
she instinctively dreaded silence. Though she had had a by no means in¬ 
considerable number of love affairs, she was behaving like an inexperienced 
girL t 

“There’s nothing I adore so much as yellow roses, not tea roses, but 
yellow ones. They’ve got a whole heap of them at Bauman’s in Mont¬ 
parnasse. They’ve got the most wonderful scent. If you really wanted to 
please me you could bring me some. . . .” 

“I doubt it,” said Lucien from the arm-chair, “I haven’t even got my fare 
for the Metro. . . .” 

He was ashamed of his poverty, and this admission even surprised him. 
He had come here, knowing perfectly well what he was after. Then every¬ 
thing had got mixed up—the coffee, Jenny’s stately pose, the conversation 
about painting, Greece and flowers. Besides he had drunk a good deal and 
was tired. His voice seemed to be coming from a long way off. Jenny 
thought he was joking: hadn’t he just paid for the lot of them ? 

Now now,” she laughed. “That’s what comes of going on the spree.” 
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Lucien opened his eyes; the jesting reproach irritated him. 

“I went on the spree at the expense of a man called Gautier,” he said. 

Such opportunities occur very rarely. Usually I cadge small sums—not 
for roses, but for bread and sausage. You can’t understand that. You’re a 
rich American. I’m just an ordinary down-and-out. We belong to different 
classes.” • '.—— 

He even felt for Jenny the hatred of the destitute man. He did not look 
at her. He did not see that she was crying. 

Jenny knew well what poverty was like; she had not forgotten those 
two years in Hollywood, when she used to tell her friends she didn’t eat 
because she was afraid of getting fat, although she was fainting with hunger. 
She ran into the next room and came back with a wad of notes. She tried 
to poke the money into Lucien’s pocket: 

“Please please, take it. I implore you to.” 

A really ugly grimace distorted Lucien’s face. He screwed the notes into 
a ball and flung it on to the table. 

“I didn’t come for that,” he said. 

He gripped her shoulders painfully. He felt neither desire nor passion; 
he was proving the purity of his intentions. Jenny thought he had forgiven 
her for being rich, he was in love, he didn’t want to wait, he couldn’t. . . . 
And she gave herself to him without regret or hesitation; she plunged into 
the emerald depths of the sea. 

She fell asleep exhausted but happy. Lucien did not sleep. He reviewed 
in his mind the course of his life during the last few months. What was he 
to do ? Work for some blackmailing little newspaper ? Eat humble pie 
before his father ? Rob somebody ? He glanced at Jenny and felt quite 
surprised; he had nearly forgotten all about her; then he fastidiously made 
a wry face. The warm odour of animal satisfaction came from her. Tried 
to be stand-offish at first, had she, with all that intellectual conversation 
about Valery, painting, yellow roses. And how many adventures of this sort 
had she had ? He wanted to wake her up, abuse her and strike her. But 
he lay there without moving. He looked round the room at the imitation 
Louis-Seize furniture, a copy of a Watteau picture, a vase full of lilies. Jenny 
had taken the flat furnished; all the things belonged to other people, but to 
Lucien they represented her own middle-class surroundings. He looked at 
her again. The keen morning light revealed wrinkles; her skin was too 
tender and creased like a flower that was beginning to wither. He yawned; 
he began to count the number of women he had loved. He got up to twenty 
and then became mixed up—there were two Margots. He hadn’t counted 
n the second, or had ne ? She was a blonde, or rather dyed, the daughter 
of a music teacher. He interrupted himself: what intolerable baseness . 
He felt disgusted. He dressed quietly and was just creeping out when Jenny 
woke up; she was still smiling, dreamy. Then she saw Lucien. 

“Why have you dressed ?” she said in a nervous voice. 

“Time I was off.” 

“Lucien. . . 

He laughed in an affected manner : 

“Guillof drank to victory. In reality it’s the Germans who have won. 
Even children can understand chat. But when you drink you have to tew 
lies. We’re not drinking now. Yesterday you were a beautiful girl, weren 
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you V But now you’re an aunt from America. No chicken, either, i’ni noi 

a Persian gardener, but a ‘tom-cat.’ Maybe, you don’t know what a tom¬ 
cat’ is ? In the language of Paul Valery—a souteneur .’’ 

She didn’t understand anything; she burst into tears and clung to his 

legs. 

“You must come back this evening ! Promise me !” . 

Something in him broke down—his last pride, the remnants of his spiritual 
purity. He glanced at the crumpled notes lying on the table: pale-purple, 
thousand-franc notes. At least ten thousand. He thrust the money into his 
hip pocket and said indifferently: 

“All right. I’ll come. Perhaps not to-day, to-morrow or the day after. 

It was a wonderful morning, clear and warm. Lucien walked as far as 
the Luxembourg Gardens. He looked at the leaves ol the trees, copper, 
gold and red—the scattered treasure of a ruined kingdom. In the gardens 
life went on as usual. Despite the early hour, mothers and nurses had already 
brought their perambulators there; little children were playing about in the 
pale brown sand; boys were sailing toy boats on the pond. Elderly rentiers 
and retired officials were warming themselves in the sun and reading the 
newspapers. Blackbirds were hopping about the grass. Lucien saw above 
him the headof Verlaine: the poet looked like an old faun; there were black 
streaks on the marble—Verlaine was weeping. Lucien automatically repeated 
a line of poetry: ‘A simple and quiet life. . . .’ Why was it impossible toi 
him ? Simply and quietly—Take a job, eat soup, tondle children, walk in 
these gardens. 

Nearby people were talking: “Chamberlain promises peace tor twenty 
years.’’ 

“Well, I’m not dreaming of twenty. Even if it’s only ten. . . . 

Lucien looked at the speaker: he was a man of at least seventy. What 
did he want ten years of peace for ? He muttered: “Not at all !’’ The old 
man blinked with annoyance. Lucien got up and yawned. What was he to 
do ? And suddenly he remembered the money. The night seemed unreal. 
Doubting, he felt his pocket : the notes crackled. . . . Then he drove to 
an English tailor in the rue des Pyramides; he was going to order a suit of green 
Scotch tweed. 


17 

After a long interval Denise got a etter from Michaud. 

Denise , dear t 

I've written to you twice from here , but I'm afraid the letters didn't arrive — 
on one occasion they burnt the lorry with the mail and the other letter / sent 
through a Serb comrade who »va.s leaving. They say he was caught at Cerbere. 
And we've been having a pretty hot time . No chance to write letters ! Now 
we're having a rest ten miles from the front. This morning they brought us 
some water . We had a good wash and are enjoying ourselves. Only we're 
hard up for tobacco . Sometimes at night you nearly go off your head for want 
of a smoke. Send whatever you can . It's all for our people 
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Yesterday we again beat off the Fascists attack—that's the eighth on our 
score. Since we crossed the Ebro they've never stopped . They're anxious 
about their lines of communication. Some day ['ll tell you how we got across 
the river. The current is very swift and there are whirlpools everywhere. I've 
never seen any rivers like it at home. We marched during the night. The 
Spaniards are plucky chaps. When we arrived we found them short of every - 
thing. They used to leave the positions in order to go and get their meals. 
The disorder was indescribable. There were traitors everywhere. Now it's a 
real army. And the spirit remains the same. When we took Flis. we started 
singing the Internationale. The Spanish lads took it up in Spanish and attacked 
on the left. They're all young peasants. 

The Fascists have tried their utmost to wipe us out. Their aviators are 
German. They've killed all the fish in the Ebro. The pontoon builders go on 
working while the bombs are dropping. And we've been defending height 544 
for seven weeks. Their bombers have been flying over every day. We call 
them ‘turkeys.' They've dropped tons of bombs. Then there's the artillery. 
Yesterday they came to the conclusion that none of us were left alive , whereas 
. in reality we only lost four men. I'm sorry about Carpino. He was a fine 
fellow , an assembler from Toulouse, and a good sport. Once when we got up 
an evening entertainment for the Spanish people , he imitated a prima donna 
singing an air from Lakme and made everybody roar with laughter. He was 
a plucky chap. When he went out on a reconnaissance , he brought back three 
Italians. 


The Fascists attacked towards the end of the day. The sun was already 
setting. The landscape here is peculiar. It [o aksdike a picturej)f the m00 ^ 
.with-craters.* There isn't a tree to be seen. They've turned thT~earih inside~ 
out. They bombarded us for two hours before attacking. It would be interesting 
to know how many batteries they've got. We let them come up to about a 
hundred yards and then we let them have it with the machine-guns. They rolled 
back , and how ! They wounded Peletier, a Belgian. I bandaged him up and he 
shouted: “Have we beaten them off? Bravo !" 

As you see , our morale is not at all bad. Although everybody is dead tired, 
of course. And as I've already told you , there's no tobacco for a smoke. 
But that doesn't matter. The main thing is we're holding on. That's one 
reason why they didn't go for Valencia. They've got strong forces. Their 
air force is ten to our one. We know from our own experience what ‘ non¬ 
intervention' means. Our men see through Blum and Villard and even swear 
at them: “ Ah , you . . . Villard l" The Fascists have plenty of infantry and 
good infantry too , not like the Macaronis at Guadalajara , but Moors and Navar- 
rese troops. But all the same I think we'll hold out. Only o) late our men are 
getting rather depressed. That's on account of the people at home. Its 
terrible to pick up a paper and read about another capitulation. The Spaniards 
look down on us and wonder what sort of a people we are. And in my opinion 
they're right. But I think everything will change now. It's impossible to retreat 
any farther. To-day the radio announced partial mobilization. Our men 
cheered up at the news. Even the Radicals will have to admit that it's France 

we're fighting for out here. , 

This letter will be brought to you by a good comrade. Cheer Him up. ne ■> 
got no family and no country. He'll tell you all about our life and the military 
operations. And you'll understand for yourself the things he doesn t say. 
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You know what I mean ? 1 always remember and often picture to myself how 
you walked back to your place that night when it was foggy. Well , you know 
what l mean. I didn't even think it could be so strong. But it's hard to say 
what l want to say , especially in a letter. All l can say is that l hope we'll soon 
meet again. With a warm embrace , yours ever , 

Luc Michaud. 


Denise answered the same evening: 

Paris. 4th October. 

Dear Michaud ! 

How pleased I was to get your letter ! I won't hide the fact that I've been 
very worried about you of late. My comfort has been some sort of vague beliej 
in your lucky star—your own and mine. The comrade who brought the letter 
told me a good deal about you. He realized at once how much store I set on 
every detail. He is sympathetic and courageous. 

I will tell you frankly , Michaud , / envy you. What happiness it is to fight 
in a straightforward , open way , risking your life every moment , and to be 
surrounded by honest brave people and to feel all the warmth of their friendship ! 
People here often say that the fate of Spain has already been decided and that 
there is no sense in continuing the struggle. It isn't true. So long as there's at 
least one man with a gun in his hand , nothing is as yet either decided or lost. 

I find it difficult to write to you about the things that are happening here. 
We're gasping for breath in the midst of vileness , cowardice and falsehood. 
Before the Munich agreement our people believed in resistance. There was a 
strike of the Paris building workers. It was called offfour days before Munich 
for patriotic reasons. But it all turned out to be just a move in the game of 
Daladier , my father and the whole gang. If you'd only s r>o n how they scared 
the people and organized the panic ! 

In the last two days everything has changed. Now , even if they want to 
fight , nothing will come out of it. They're delighted at the collapse of the 
Papular Front , but in reality it's France that has collapsed. They're jubilant , 
celebrating victory , arranging balls and even triumphant processions. Yesterday 
/ saw the German swastika flag on the Grand Boulevards. It's horrible ! Flandin 
has sent aTeTegram offcongTQTulation to Hitler. When I read your letter I 
remembered an amusing detail. You wrote about a comrade who gave an 
imitation of Lakme. Our engineer told me he went to see Lakme at the ‘Opera 
Comique.' The singer put in a line of her own: “0, how I'd love to kiss Cham¬ 
berlain f" and she got a storm of applause. Don't you feel how vulgar and 
stupid it all is ? 

The workers are furious. The influence of the Party has grown in the last 
week. We had a meeting at our factory to-day. They decided not to work 
overtime. The proposal was put forward by our group. There's enough 
unemployment in the country as it is. In view of the fact that our factory was 
working on armaments , we hadn't made any protest before. But now it's obvious 
that it's no longer a question of the defence of France. Articles about the 
Ukraine , and maps even , have appeared in the papers. I shouldn't be surprised 
to hear that they're preparing with the Germans for a campaign against the 
Soviet Union. All the Pacifists here have suddenly become militants ! 

At the same time the persecution of the Party has begun. There' are 
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rumours that my father is in favour oj suppressing it. We're ready for it. 
We've got a skeleton organization that will be able to carry on underground. 

And now for the final villainy . Legrais told me yesterday that they're 
going to post up the men of the international brigade as deserters on the pretext 
that you failed to present yourselves for mobilization. This is the limit of 
cynicism. Imagine deserters accusing the men who have been fighting for two 
years at the front of desertion ! 

What can l tell you about my life ? I'm still working at the 'Gnome.' 
Quite honestly , / only live for Party work. All the rest leaves me cold. The 
other day I had a talk with an engineer, a cultured man and a Leftist, something 
between the Anarchists and Blum. He said to me: “ You're blind. You ought 
to have been born in the days of the Inquisition when fanaticism was in fashion." 
It's all nonsense l But I'm really sorry I lost so many years studying ancient 
architecture. Not because it isn't necessary. Of course it is. I know that 
beautiful things outlive this or that political situation. You see, I'm not blind 
But it doesn't concern me. The struggle against Fascism will decide everything 
for a hundred years, not only our personal fate but that of our civilization as 
well. In comparison with this, everything else pales and fades into the back¬ 
ground. 

This letter is rather bare, but I've grown out of the habit of using other 
forms of language. You've got war and that's something vital. Whereas we re 
digging and digging like moles. . . . Now a word about our own affair. My dear 
Michaud, don't think I haven't understood. I'm waiting for you every day . 
Sometimes I have a feeling that you've arrived or are just about to and that 
you're bustling around and exclaiming: “And how f" I'm always* with you 
even when I'm thinking about something else. I'm like that. I don't want to / 
write about it in order not to upset myself. You'll understand without words. /. 

Your Denise. / 


18 

A month had passed since the day when Tessa pressed the roses to his 
breast as he bowed to the applause of the crowd. But he had forgotten abou 
those beautiful moments; every day brought him new alarms. . . 

The country was experiencing the aftermath of intoxicati on. The ( 3f| S ni ' 
lit streets ceased to be a cause for rejoicing. PedpTTsoon forgot aboult t 
September alarm. Mobilization became a question of finance; it had too 
paid for. Every day the Government imposed new taxes. The price ot urea 
was raised. Riding in a bus became a luxury. Strikes broke out. i 
employers demanded drastic measures. The papers went on writing aoo 
prosperity, but nobody believed them any longer. In Breteuil s counj 
associations’ feverish preparations were being made to organize a puts • 
Aubry declared: “We'll restore order by the New Year. Daladier wail 
hysterically about his ‘iron will’ and was held in suspicion. Oovernnw 
seemed to be on its last tegs, and Tessa rushed about frantically in the lobb 

of the Chamber. . n f 

Tessa didn’t believe that the Fascists would revolt, nor was he afraid 
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strikes. He-looked on disorders in the streets as me usual accompaniment 
of the debates in the Chamber. He was afraid of something else: would the 
Chamber suddenly express its lack ol confidence in the Government ? 
llow many times he had said to Daladier: “Be careful ! Don't raise the 
question of confidence. You never know what they’ll do?” When V i 1 lard 
said one day: “Do we ..now what the country is thinking ?” Tessa waved his 
hands and answered: “Worse still—1 don’t even know what the deputies 
are thinking !” 

Realizing the instability of the Government, Breteuil now began to talk to 
Tessa as if he was an inferior. He demanded the suppression of the Com¬ 
munist Party. Advice of this sort made Tessa shudder. It was no joke to 
dissolve a political party. There would be an outcry. Of course the Socialists 
would be delighted, but even so, there was certain to be a score or so ol 
malcontents amongst them. They would carry the Left Radicals with them 
and Tessa would be left at the mercy of Breteuil. And who could guarantee 
that Breteuil would not say: “Tessa has done his job. Now let him make 
way for Laval.** 

Grandel was busy all the time behind Breteuil’s back. His reputation 
had increased. People said that he had saved France from a catastrophe in 
September. The wives of the reservists in the town of La Fleche presented 
him with a writing-table set. The paperweight was adorned with a marble 
dove holding an olive branch in its beak. His speeches became more and 
more aggressive. At one meeting he declared: “It’s time we rid France of 
the Communists and the servants of the international plutocracy—all the 
Tessas !** How bitterly did Tessa now regret the loss of that unfortunate 
document ! If only he had that letter, he could crush Grandel and get rid of 
Breteuil into the bargain ! And who had landed him in this awkward position? 
Lucien ! Whenever he thought about it, Tessa became beside himself with 
rage. His own family had betrayed him : Denise was egging on the workers 
against her father, and Lucien was working with Grandel. 

Tessa found enemies springing up all round him. Breteuil’s hostility 
was natural; he was a representative of the opposition and it was in accord¬ 
ance with the rules of the parliamentary game. But voices were also being 
raised against Tessa in the Radical Party. It was the same fanatical Fouget 
who was at the head of the gang. Tessa was filled with indignation. People 
ought to know how to live and let live. He had never intrigued against 
Fouget; they had different constituencies, different professions and different 
interests. Fouget was a bookworm, while he, Tessa, was a live man. And 
now Fouget had dared to throw doubt on his patriotic sentiments; at the 
Party meeting he had said: “Tessa defends Munich. He has the right to do 
so. But why did he shield that German agent Grandel and destroy the 
document I passed on to him ?’’ In reply Tessa made an ardent but obscure 
speech and hinted at the higher interests of France and diplomatic secrets. 
He was applauded. Nevertheless, a number of deputies believed Fouget, and 
the story got about that Tessa was in secret contact with Grandel. Tessa 
was furious, but he kept mum on the subject of the document. How could 
he explain the affair if Lucien was involved in it ? Fouget, however, refused 
to abate his efforts. 

Daladier proposed to dissolve Parliament and announce a general 
election right away. The Deputies got alarmed. Tessa realized that it was 
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aD idiotic idea, it would lead to the strengthening of the Communists and 
the Right. The Radicals would lose at least fifty seats. It would mean they 
were digging their own grave. Besides, the Chamber wouldn’t agree to it; 
nobody was attracted by the prospect of suicide. All would unite on that 
point against the Government—both Right and Left: was there anyone who 
didn’t care about keeping his seat ? DaJadier said that the elections in 1940 
would be a catastrophe. Of course. But there was a long time to go yet 
before the elections. The worst of it was—the deputies were already begin¬ 
ning to play up to their constituents; either they opposed the new taxation 
or were anxious not to annoy the workers. What was to be done ? Tessa 
thought it over for a long time and at last he had an idea: the emergency 
powers of the Chamber would have to be prolonged for two years. It was a 
bait which everybody was sure to snap at. Who wouldn’t be flattered at the 
prospect of sitting an extra couple of years in the Palais Bourbon ? It was a 
neasure that would secure a firm majority for the Cabinet for a year. It was 
ioolish to look beyond that. Who knew what would happen in a year’s 


time? 

If only Fougec could be gagged ! Tessa was counting on the Radical Party 
Conference, where he would put a curb on the recalcitrants. In preparation 
for the conference he wrote an inspired and crafty speech. It was full of 
quotations from Plutarch and Gambetta and referred to the defects in the 
country’s aircraft industry together with pathetic reminiscences of the heroes 
of the Marne. Nor was Tessa averse from doing less elegant work; he gave 
instructions to the provincial committees, paid the travelling expenses oi 
suitable delegates and promised sinecures and decorations. 

When Amalie said to him : “It’s dreadful to look at you. How can you 
work so hard?” he answered meekly: “What can you expect. Mummy/ 
TL- children have left us. I’ve only got France now.” Amalie had grown 
very thin during the past year. She couldn’t eat and slept very badly, hne 
had become like a little grey child. Tessa turned away; he was sorry for his 
wife. When he was preparing his speech and writing out a quotation trom 
Jeremiah, he came across the story of Job. He read a couple of pages ana 
felt as if it had been written about himself. Like Job, he had lost every 1 
His house had become a house of discord. His children had left him. 
Amalie was sick unto death. And all men were speaking ill of him. Noboay 
realized that he was a lonely and unhappy man. Job had a God, but lessa 
was an enlightened man. He did not want to live in superstitious tear, 
Amalie. He had no hope of compensation in the next world. What was » 
that supported him ? Thinking this over, he told himself that he was sustainea 

by his pride and the consciousness of human dignity. _ ilCT . t 

Among others who were preparing for the Party conference was rougeu 
He was loath to oppose the Government in the Chamber, as it was compose 
of his own Party colleagues. He was devoted to his Party and believed tna 
the Radicals were the spiritual heirs of the Jacobins and that Tessa naa sv 
among them by accident. The conference would bring together the best pcop 
of the Party, the industrious and honest men of the provinces who were: rea y 
to die in defence of the Republic. At the conference, Fouget intended . 
reveal Grandel’s treachery, expose Tessa’s duplicity and demand th 
Daladier should draw his inspiration from Robespierre and not trom uj 

Prince de Conde. 
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Fouget firmly believed that the word ‘liberty,’ il uttered from the tribune 
was fully capable of raising a storm and overthrowing the Government. He 
declared: “Either the Radicals will abandon the shameful policy of capitula¬ 
tion and lead France to victory or they will be swept away bv a wave ot 
general indignation.” When he was asked how he thought this outburst of 
popular feeling would manifest itself, he replied without hesitation: 

“Barricades, mv friend, barricades !” 

The conference was to take place at Marseilles. The day before he sei 
out for the south, Fouget attended a meeting of the ‘Society for the studv of 
the Revolution.’ He came away in a state of agitation. The Dantonists 
denied the authenticity of a number of documents and continued to accuse 
Robespierre of having worked a ‘frame-up.’ Fouget lost his temper and 
called one venerable historian a ‘wishful thinker.’ On arriving home he 
roared out in the hall: “Never could I have imagined such confounded 
blindness !” 

His wife, after listening to a long lecture on the immorality oi 
Danton, murmured sadly: “I’ve got something more important on mv 
mind.” 

Fouget grinned amiably: “I suppose you mean the moth has got into the 
curtains ?” 

He knew that his plump wife, Marie-Louise, had only one care, which 
was to look after the comfort and cleanliness of the house. But she replied 
angrily: “You live in the clouds, but I have to clear up everything. Louis 
has got entangled with some girl or other. She’s the daughter of an olficial. 
A Catholic family. She has decided to procure an abortion and she’s demand¬ 
ing money. She threatens to tell her parents.” 

Fouget began to shout indignantly: “I’m against it ! Absolutely againsi 
it ! What a disgrace ! Let him get married or live without benefit ot clergy. 
Anything you like, only not that !” 

“But he doesn’t want to get married. He says he doesn’t love her and it 
was all a casual affair.” 

Louis came running out of the next room. He was a pimply youth in a 
blue blazer. He piped in a falsetto voice: “I hate her ! She’s a sanctimonious 
humbug and a skunk. And her father’s a Catholic, a terrible scandal¬ 
monger. Where is this ‘tolerance’ of yours ?” 

Fouget was adamant and kept repeating: “I’m against it!” He went on 
shouting in the empty room, quite unaware that Marie-Louise and his son 
had gone out some time ago. 

At last he gave it up and sat down to work. He wanted to revise the 
notes for his Marseilles speech. Marie-Louise came cautiously into the 
room, glanced at her husband as he sat engrossed in his work, and said 
timidly: “Two thousand. Not for Louis, but for me. I’ve found a very 
cheap fur coat.” -> 

“Why didn’t you say so before?” muttered Fouget distractedly “I’ve 
just given three thousand for the Czech refugees. You’ll have to wait till 
the twentieth of the month.” 

Marie-Louise was a thrifty woman. She knew how to re-model old 
clothes, bought her husband’s socks at sales and visited dozens of shops 
looking for cheap tablecloths or chairs. She never chided her husband for 
not giving her more money. But now she was indignant at his obstinacy. 
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She had been obliged to invent the story of the fur coat in order to get the 
two thousand francs for Louis. 

“It isn’t as if I often ask you for money !’’ she cried out. “Why don’t 
you go into business if you’ve got to support these refugees ? Everybody says 
to me: ‘You’re a deputy’s wife. You must have a lot of money.’ And here 
am I working like a charwoman. Other deputies make plenty of money. 
But how much have you made out of your book on Robespierre ?** 

Wild with anger, Fouget stamped his foot. “Shut up ! Do you realize 
what you’re driving me to ? I’m not Tessa ! I’d rather go and wash windows!” 

Marie-Louise flicked her fingers and went out of the room. She told her 
son she was going to pawn the silver the next day. It was her marriage dowry 
and this was the first time she was parting with it. Sitting in the kitchen, she 
polished up the sugar-castors, milk-jugs, tongs, and spoons. 

Fouget paced up and down the room till daybreak, hurling accusations 
at everybody—at his dissolute son Louis, at Tessa, at the historian who 
had slandered ‘incorruptible Maximilian,’ and at himself—one ought to 
live more simply, more strictly, more cleanly ! Then, after splashing his face 
with a little water and combing his dishevelled beard, he drove to the railway 


station. 

Tessa was to have left the same morning, but Daladier had called a meeting 
of the Cabinet: the banks were opposed to Marchandot’s bill. During the 
meeting Tessa yawned wearily and reckoned up how many mandates were 
likely to be on Fouget’s side. When the meeting was over, he went home to 
pick up his luggage. An unknown man was waiting for him in the hall. 
“I’ve no time !’’ Tessa shouted. 

“It won’t take more than five minutes, monsieur le Ministre. It’s a very 

important matter.’’ ... 

Tessa did not want to listen. He thought the man was some official witn 

a grudge. 

“Then may I trouble you at Marseilles, monsieur le Ministre ? 

Realizing that the man was a delegate and the matter concerned tne 
conference, Tessa changed his tune. Affably he led his visitor to the stuay. 
The man took out his delegate’s credentials and introduced himself: Weiss, 
delegate of the Colmar group of the Department of Haut-Rhin.” 

s Weiss was a pleasant-looking man with pathetic blue eyes and fair cur > 
hair. His appearance was that of a provincial: he wore a high collar, stiripea 
trousers and a gold chain on his waistcoat. He talked with an Alsatian 


accent t 

“The Radicals of Colmar have always been opposed to the 

Front, and we look upon you, sir, as the real leader of our Party. , we ' 
indignant when we heard that Fouget was going to make trouble at m 

o f c rc ncc ^ 

“But Fouget is an old member of the Party,” said Tessa. “He has a 
perfect right to defend his point of view, however erroneous it may be. 

“The Radicals of Colmar consider Fouget to be a secret Communist 
working under the orders of Moscow. With his excessive attacks on tn 
Church he is working to separate Alsace from the mother country. 
than once he has taken the part of deserters. He hindered the police from 
clearing the sit-down strikers from the armament factory at Besan?on, ma 
is to say, he sabotaged the defensive power of France. He has given letters 
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recommendation to German refugees in order to embroil us with German>. 
Finally, he procured the release of Larichot, who was accused of corrupting 
minors.*' 

Weiss talked on in a dull, monotonous way as tnough he was reading out 
an indictment. His blue eyes expressed a childish indignation at the baseness 
of the world. Hearing the name of Larichot, Tessa smiled. He knew all 
about that affair. Larichot’s mother had appealed to Fouget. Fouget had 
gone to the lawyer for advice, but on discovering that it was a very shady 
business, he began to scream: “Why do you defend people like that? 
Guillotining isn’t good enough for him !” However, Larichot managed to 
buy himself off. The girl's mother was bribed to give evidence that she had 
instigated her daughter to slander an innocent man. Tessa refrained from 
discussing the matter with Weiss. He merely asked: “What do you intend 
to do ?” 

“To prevent Fouget from speaking.” 

“But that is against the traditions of our Party. The liberty of 
opinions....” 

“Not for criminals!” 

Tessa was silent for a while. Then he said with a smile: “I understand 
your feelings. You young people are the hope of our country. But why be 
so intransigeant ? However, I’ve no right to dissuade you. You’re fulfilling 
your duty as a citizen. We'll meet again at Marseilles. Look up my friend 
Billet when you’re there. He’s nearly sixty, but he’s a young man at heart 
and thinks as you do. He’ll help you.” 

When Weiss had gone, Tessa told the maid to carry his luggage out. 
Then he went along to say good-bye to Amalie. She was lying in bed looking 
ghastly pale and moving her lips as she told her beads. He kissed her gently. 

“Au revoir. Mummy,” he said. “You’ll get better ! I hope to come back 
with a shield. If he only dares to open his mouth.” 

Marseilles was known as the ‘French Chicago.’ Its port was a hotbed 
of gangsters, white-slave traffickers, souteneurs, smugglers, opium and 
cocaine dealers. It was also infested with people who bought and sold all 
kinds of weapons from revolvers to bombers, Breteuil’s agents and racketeers 
who were making money out of Spain’s agony. Corpses were found lying 
about the town from time to time; the gangsters did away with traitors and 
people who couldn’t hold their tongues. The narrow streets of the Old Port 
housed innumerable brothels. Half-naked women lay in wait for travellers, 
clerks, businessmen and sailors. If the passer-by refused to be lured and 
tried to get away, they snatched off his hat or dowsed him with slops. The 
souteneurs and pimps prepared the election campaigns, broke up strikes 
and shielded or gave away spies. 

On the eve of the elections the gangsters gathered rich windfalls. The 
candidates had to be generous, otherwise the gangsters would beat up the 
speakers, tear the election appeals off the walls, and drive the electors away 
1 he gangsters were divided into two clans. The first was under the leadership 
ol a one-eyed man named Lepetit, who was in the service of the local 
municipality, or more precisely, the Socialist majority. Although until 
recently his only interest had been cocaine, Lepetit condescendingly 
explained : I stand for disarmament.” The second clan worked for Breteuil 
and was headed by Lebroc, who had begun his career with the murder of a 
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Brazilian merchant. The gangsters passed easily from one clan to the other. 
Unless their co-operation was guaranteed, it was equally dangerous to stand 
as a canditate for the Chamber as to open a cafe on the Cannebiere. 

The gangsters of Marseilles were all set to make as much as possible out 
of the Radical conference. And in fact, after weighing up everything, Tessa s 
friend Billet applied personally to Lebroc. Billet had been a wholesale coffee 
dealer, and knew that Lebroc was a reliable man. He had sometimes availed 
himself of Lebroc’s services in order to put a check on the pilfering of coffee. 
He now requested Lebroc to maintain order at the meetings of the conference. 
Two hundred pimps and smugglers were given invitation cards, some as 
guests, others as newspaper correspondents. Everything was done to 

prevent Fouget upsetting the arrangement. 

When Fouget entered the vast hall, he was amazed. At these conferences 
he was accustomed to meeting middle-aged provincials with beards and true 
heavy necks, shopkeepers, solicitors, farmers, teachers, commercial travellers, 
craftsmen; in a word, the middle classes of France. Of course, on tms 
occasion, as usual, he saw a number of the beards, of which he was so tona, 
but they were lost among the crowd of young people of the sporting type, 
who were proud of their biceps and flat glossy hair. Some of these we 
‘guests’ who had been collected by Lebroc. Others had come as a ele S^ . 
and called themselves ‘Young Radicals.’ They were sent by groups in whicn 
Tessa had found supporters or by people with a liking for money. Many 
the Young Radicals had formerly belonged to the Fascist detachments, na s 
been lured by the prospect of the Fascists shortly getting into power, 
following Breteuil meant waiting for a change of regime whereashens it i . 

easy to pick up a soft job, the red ribbon of the Legion of Honour, or at leas 
a few thousand francs. The Young Radicals abused the workers and the 
Jews demanded an 'authoritarian republic and displayed a boistero^ 
enthusiasm for Mussolini’s ‘realism and Hitlers daring. . . Pf y * dthe 
about the hall, exchanging witticisms, yawning and squabbling, ana ^ 
meetings of the conference reminded one of thecrowds ata football^ 3 ^ 

Daiadier was given a tremendous ovation, the bearded old ' s , tag s : ody 
Young Radicals and the pimps all shouted: ‘ Long live■ !***• £ » £ 

wanted to fight. The young men of military age cantlicUy thanked the 
eyed little man who had saved them from the trenches. The older aeieg 
were flattered that the hero of France was one of their Party 
Radical of long standing. Citizen Edouard Daiadier. Tessa was sec ^ 
annoyed; Daiadier was stealing all the limelight again. But he rEahzea^ ^ 
Daiadier was only a symbol, and thinking to himself. They 

as well,’ he joined in the applause. . „ go0 d 

Daiadier spoke in a loud voice which often rose to a shriek .Like a 

many weak-willed people, he wanted to convey an impression of unsn^_ 
strength. He kept returning to the idea of his strength, 8^^ t0 

said ! . . . I want I ... 1 won’t allow 1 . . . At tim cs body tea sed 

echo the tearful whinings of a little schoolteacher who nLiadler cried 

but who was obliged by fate to play the role of a Napol . capitula" 

out: “1 forbid anyone to talk of capitulation . Munich into the 

Eon 1” He stood on the tips of his toes, thrust a couple ol fingers^ ^ 

opening of his waistcoat and bowed his bead• perhap a roar of 

Napoleon who had won a bloodless victory ? The hall rep 
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applause. For a moment they were all carried away by the illusion : this 
was not only a contest with Fouget but with history as well. 

When Daladier left the platiorm, the delegates experienced a feeling o! 
mental exhaustion. They all began to joke and shout and roam about the 
hall. In vain the chairman rang his hand-bell. Nobody listened to the next 
speaker who was giving a report on the defence of France. Military problems 
were of little interest to these intensely civilian-minded people. They had 
come there to give their approval to the policy of peace, to bury the Popular 
Front and demand drastic measures against the ‘loafers.’ What was all thh 
about the defence of France ? What for ? Who was threatening France 
after Munich, except the Communists ? Only a couple of bearded wine¬ 
growers paid any attention to the speaker and tried to understand the meaning 
of the unfamiliar words and figures. Afterwards one of them said to the 
other: “It’s all very obscure, but as we’ve got the Maginot Line we can sleep 
in peace. Of course it cost a good deal of money, but on the other hand, as 
he pointed out, it’s once and for all.. . .’’ 

The delegates left the hall. They filled all the cates and bars ol the town. 
They drank their aperitifs , dined and then broke up into small groups. 
They streamed into the Old Port, where all sorts of people awaited them: 
brothel-keepers, girls, pianists, chuckers-out, and a guard of honour in the 
form of the young bloods of the Lebroc gang. The ‘out-of-bounds quarter’ 
had long been excited by the news of the conference, as a change from their 
ordinary customers and the liner-loads of American tourists. For the 
provincial delegates the conference was not only a matter of fulfilling their 
civic duty; it was also a fascinating adventure. For five days they were let 
loose from their family ties and turned into bachelors who had arrived in 
gay Marseilles from their dreamy little townships. No wonder the pro¬ 
prietresses of some of the houses hung out notices on the doors of their 
establishments: ‘Open only for messieurs the delegates.* 

However, while the delegates enjoyed the illusion of love, they did not 
forget about politics. The salacious couplets were interrupted by political 
squabbles. The tew opponents of the Government were quickly snubbed. 
The propaganda of the Fascists, and subsequently that of Tessa also, had 
penetrated into the depths of the country. Shopkeepers were indignant at 
the Popular Front: “We joined up with them, thinking we were defending 
the republic from the Fascists, but they took us in. They’ve corrupted the 
workers, connived at the strikes and ruined the country !’’ The peasants 
defended the Munich agreement: “Who are they driving into war ? Us 
The workers will remain in the factories. It’s a swindle !’’ After drinking a 
few bottles of champagne, the delegates became bellicose, shouting and 
threatening to shoot the strikers, Thorez, and even Blum. The pimps 
promptly took up the cry and shouted: “Bump off the whole lot!“ But the 
girls whispered: “Give me a little present, boysie !’’ and the bearded ‘boysie’ 
grunted and took an enormous waJlet out of his pocket. 

The second day of the conference brought matters to a head. When 
Fouget mounted the platform a hush descended on the hall as though everyone 
was expecting something unusual. Fouget spread out his papers in front of 
him. He had spent the whole night working on his speech. In view of the 
delegates attitude, he had softened the tone of a number of passages and 
decided to be cautious in his references to Daladier. He was ready to make 
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any concessions provided he could bring about a crisis. He said to himself: 
‘the most important thing is to show the conference, and thereby the 
country, that the traitors are driving France towards the precipice. One 
can argue against ideas. But what will the delegates say when they get to 
know about the letter to Grandel, which Tessa has hidden away ?’ 

Fouget began his speech quietly: 

“Children don’t quarrel at the bedside of their sick mother, and France is 
seriously ill.. . 

He was interrupted by a shout. A tall man stood up in the second row. 
It was Weiss. 

“We can’t allow an agent of the Communists to speak here. . . 

Who are you ?’’ asked Fouget distractedly. 

The delegate for Colmar.” 

Immediately, as though at the word of command, the Young Radicals 
and Lebroc’s boys began to howl: “Down with him ! Go back to Moscow 1” 
“Long live Alsace ! Shoot the Communists !” “Bandit ! What have you 
done with Larichot’s money ?” “Besangon !” “He raped a girl ! Shoot 
him!” 

In vain Fouget tried to speak. His words were drowned in the uproar. 
The chairman rang his bell furiously and banged on the table. Then he said 
quietly to Fouget: “I think it would be better not to insist.” 

Some of the delegates who were in favour of Fouget were furiously 
indignant, but they were scattered about the hall and surrounded by Lebroc s 
friends. Here and there they came to blows. Herriot heaved a mournlui 
sigh and went off to the refreshment room. At last Fouget gathered up his 
papers and came down from the platform. The chairman announced that 
it was the turn of the next speaker. Everybody rushed towards the doors. 
Suddenly Fouget’s voice rang out again: “When I gave Tessa the documen 

about Grandel-” 

It was impossible to make out anything more. The hubbub broxe ou 
again. Then the chairman announced an interval. . 

Weiss was the hero of the day. Delegates came up to him, shooK ru 
hand and congratulated him. Billet, the president of the Marseilles igroup, 
who had rigged the whole thing at Tessa’s suggestion, invited Weiss t0 . ai 
with him at the ‘Lucullus’ restaurant. Billet knew how to ei J terU J!J? „ 
perfection. The pride of Marseilles, the famous bouillabaisse , was beautiru y 
done and seasoned with red pepper and saffron. Weiss said with a area y 

air: “I love everything piquant.” . the 

Fouget went off to dine with an old friend who lived somewhere in 

centre of the town, in the neighbourhood of the Zoological Park. “ 
on foot in order to calm down. He had decided that the next day 
send an open letter to the Party Committee. If the Radical papers relus 
print it, he would send the letter on to L'Humanite. He would relate the 
facts about Kilmann. Then the country would decide who was me 

oatriot—himself or Tessa ? , . . _ u v fw0 

P He was walking along, deep in thought, when he was oyertaken by tw 

men in plus-fours and brown sports-jackets. They stopped and stoodI in 

front of him in the middle of the pavement. Fouget tried to get p 

“Excuse me,” he said. 

“Take that, you swine,” one of the men said. 
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The blow stunned Fouget and he fell to the ground. The dark street 
was almost deserted. A cat mewed mournfully. There was a smell of rotting 
leaves: the late southern autumn was dying. 

In the evening Tessa was sitting with other delegates in the lounge of his 
hotel. He was drinking lime-flower tea. His youngish secretary hurried 
across to him: 

“Fouget has been attacked by ruffians. He’s in hospital. The police say 
his wallet was stolen.” 

“What a terrible thing !” Tessa exclaimed. 

He was deeply moved and saddened; he felt sorry for Fouget. What if 
he were to die of internal haemorrhage ? Alone. In the hospital. Tessa 
turned to Marchandot. 

“Of course, Fouget was no use as a politician,” he said, “but he was an 
enthusiast. ...” 

“Atrocious morals I I say, when will they clear the gangsters out of 
Marseilles ?” 

“It’s time they did ! I hope they’ll catch the lot who’ve done this.” 

He wiped his face with his handkerchief and pushed the cup aside. It 
was very warm. But Marchandot, with his usual want of tact, asked: 
“What letter was that he mentioned ? What have you got to do with it ?” 

Tessa shrugged his shoulders: “Anyone would think you didn’t know 
Fouget,” he said. “He’s a fantastic ! He lives in a world of books, like Don 
Quixote. Probably his head is full of documents about Danton and he’s 
mixing it all up with Grandel. But I’m exceedingly sorry for him.” 

Next day Tessa himself made a speech. Although he was no longer 
facing any risk, he was very nervous. He spoke beautifully. The connois¬ 
seurs glanced at one another and whispered: “1-le’s at the top of his form 1” 
He spoke of his humble love for the fatherland, love which was devoid of 
any ambition. He quoted Lamartine and then talked about the Continent 
which was soaked in the blood and sweat of centuries: 

“We must defend Europe against the ant-heap barbarism of Asia and the 
ready-made nostrums of America. Like the builders of the ancient cathedrals, 
the people of the various countries add their mite to the work of creating a 
new and a better Europe. What separates us from Germany ? A river and 
prejudices. The frontiers of Europe are not here. They are far away in the 
East, where Christian and chivalrous Poland gives place to a semi-Oriental 
socialistic community.” 

The Young Radicals clapped like blazes. And when Tessa exclaimed: 
“The Communists have broken the pact of the Popular Front. They are 
outside the nation,” they gave him another burst of applause. The delegates 
were tired of half-measures and followed Tessa’s lead. At the luncheon 
arranged in his honour by the Radicals of Haute Marne, he said with pride: 

“The climate of Europe has changed. With all my heart I’m with the 
young. It’s no use clinging on to out-of-date maxims. The Radicals have 
always been a live Party. Breteuil is hoping to bring about a change of 
regime and to impose an imported one upon us. No, we ourselves will 
abolish the diseases of Parliamentarism. We will create an authoritarian 
republic without parting either with the genius of our nation or the traditions 
of our freedom-loving party.” 

He was digesting a wonderful lunch when he was told that a large fire 
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had broken out in the centre of the town. Tessa did not like anything in the 
nature of a catastrophe. As a child he always got angry when other children 
ran to look at a fire or a flood. The spectacle of the raging elements filled 
him with gloom. But now he thought it was his duty to go to the scene of the 
disaster in order to express his sympathy for the unfortunate town. 

The Universal Stores was burning like a match-box. The mistral was 
blowing, and the fire rapidly spread to the other side of the street where the 
best hotels were. The Cannebiere was roped off*. When the police saw 
Tessa, they began to bow and scrape. Tessa was coughing with the smoke. 
He caught sight of fat Herriot, who shouted: “This is the devil of a mess. 
There are no fire-escapes in the town ! I’ve summoned the fire brigade from 
Lyons. But Lord knows when they’ll get here.” In the street people were 
saying that several shopgirls had perished in the fire, as there wasn’t a single 
emergency exit. Lebroc’s boys forgot all about the conference. They slipped 
into the hotels and filled their pockets with everything they could lay hands 
on. THe indignant crowd kept grumbling: “No ladders! No hoses. 
The Fascists took the opportunity to carry on a little propaganda: ine 
regime’s rotten. Could anything like this happen in Italy ?” 

For a moment Tessa admired the scene. The flames were leaping up trom 
the tall building into the smoke-darkened sky. Despite his horror of disasters, 
he thought it was like a firework display and not very terrible. Then ne 
recollected himself and frowned severely—this was a national misfortune. 
Of course, Breteuil would take advantage of the fire. And what a coincidence 
—at the very time of the conference ! It was a good thing the Socialists and 
not the Radicals were in power on the town council. What would Villar 
say when they informed him there was not even one fire-escape laMerm 
town with a million inhabitants ? Loafers ! It was a pity 1it fc>rougt Ijnst 
Herriot’s mill; he’d got everything in order in Lyons. And besides, t 

poor shopgirls. What a terrible thing; how dreadful I! Miaiste rs 

The hotel where Tessa was staying was half burnt out. The Mimsre 
were given rooms in the Prefecture, and their luggage was taken over there. 
Many of the delegates found that their documents had disappeared Tag 

He had go-off lightly. All they stole from him was his dressing-case, b 

a very good one with tortoise-shell fittings. ... . hl „ Tessa 

The fire was lighted in the reception-room at the Prefecture. 

glanced at the cheerful flames and recalled the Cannebiere. Anyhow, 

beautiful. Smiling, he said to Daladier: 

“The losses are very small. Only a dressing-case- , fiu , 

Daladier was upset. He saw in the conflagration a bad omen. 

Tessa was quite cheerful; he was thinking again of his triumph at t m 
ence What, after all, was a fire-^uite a trivial event. In a week s tag* 
would all be forgotten. But the policy of France was nowJjetUed f <>r S 
number of years. A new era was about to begin. One more crisis an 

Tessa would be at the head of the country. t arTI was 

He was sitting with closed eyes in a deep arm-chair when ST had 
brought to him. It was from the family doctor telling him that Amal 

SUd S fed Sty taste of tears in his mouth. But he preserved his calm. 

He handed the blue form to Daladier. 
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'i must go back to Paris at once. But it doesn't matter. To-morrow's 
meeting is purely a business one. But you were right. It appears that the 
fire was a sign of bad luck. No, no, I'm not losing heart. I’m quite calm.” 
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Two candles were burning in the dim room. There was a sickly smell ol 
lilies. Amahe’s face was peaceful, even happy, as though she felt a sense of 
liberation from physical suffering and anxiety. Tessa sat beside the bed. 
He was still unable to realize what had happened. Thirty-six years he had 
lived with his wife. He knew that she was always close at hand, breathing, 
worrying and groaning. Dead, she still continued to live. When he said to 
himself: She’s no more”; it was just a formula. She lived. Her face, lit 
up in the twilight, among the flowers and flickering candle flames, took 
Tessa back into the past. For some reason he remembered his pranks as a 
student. ^ Everything floated up in the bright haze. He thought to himself: 
This isn t right.’ He felt that his sorrow was melting away, and wanted to 
devote it only to Amalie. It was a long time since he had brought her any 
flowers. Once he used to bring them. She was fond of pansies and anemones. 
He remembered how they had first met. 

It was in the spring—the year after he had taken his degree. At that time 

he was living in the Latin Quarter, wore a wide-brimmed hat and loose bow 

tie, admired the speeches of Jaures and the sculptures of Rodin, believed in a 

one and only love but ran after all the midinettes shouting: “Let the prole- 

tanans freshen our blood!” and, having drunk a couple of absinthes, he 

would recite to some enraptured little seamstress Remy de Gourmont’s 
lines: 

Que tes seins soient benis , car ils sont sacrileges! 
lls se sont mis tout nus , comme un printanier florildge . 


He also read these verses to Amalie, not long after she arrived in Paris 
trom the Ursuline convent where she was educated. When she heard the 
verses she was embarrassed and began to cry. She stammered: “You know, 

km * Vi ♦ i 6 ? aid no more » anc * crumpled her tiny lace handkerchief into a 
fo t0 ° k hei \? ut to the theatre. That night they were playing (Edipe. 
rhe famous tragedian, Mounet-Suliy, exclaimed: “How terrible is life!” 

^nrtain S c e there wei - e ? at>s with little windows hung with dark blue 

, the dr, I er „ a * l " front we aring a tall hat. As they drove down a 

h^t k like er ! U hnnH the » B h 0I | S de B ° u, °8 ne > Tessa kissed her. She was wearing a 
haoDnes^i” An^th °" 8 n nbb u—’ she embraced him and said: -‘What 

HeHips were s^oUen? like Paulette’s “ “ ^ hU8§ed a “ the more ' 

his erieTwas ibis was of P> a «- He knew tha: 

self^‘She^d^ P %hP’« h ,n ,? ol ? erent memories. He repeated to him- 

But’the word^i d « . P ? rha P s the word would convey his sorrow. 

thine about nth^rc ? P A y ’ ^ ow man y times had he said the same 

thing about others . And if he called Amalie, she wouldn’t hear him. Was 
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it possible ? She was a light sleeper. No, now he could only say: “She 
was.” He couldn’t tell her all about Marseilles, Fouget and the fire. He’d 
never be able to tell her anything again. There lay her knitting. She hadn’t 
finished knitting the scarf for him. There lay her knitting needles and the 
wool. He began to count the stitches. Then he dozed off. His anxiety had 
prevented him from sleeping on the journey. 

He did not hear Denise come into the room. She had read about her 
mother’s death in the papers and hurried round to the house. When she 
saw her mother she was surprised. She had never seen her like that before. 
There was so much wisdom in her face that Denise thought to herself: ‘I 
never knew her !’ And now it was too late. She looked at her father. He 
was asleep with a skein of green wool on his knees. And there were lilies 
as in a church. It was ail quite unbearable, like a bad dream. Everything 
seemed alien. Only her mother’s hand was familiar. For the first time 
Denise saw her childhood from afar. She pressed her warm lips to her 
mother’s thin cold hand and realized she was crying. Her tears made every¬ 
thing simple, but they neither assuaged her grief nor restored her calm. 
And having wept, Denise tip-toed out of the room. She went along the 
familiar long corridor. Tessa in his lawyer’s robes still looked out of the 
photographs on the walls. Outside in the streets there was a festive atmo¬ 
sphere. There had been a shower of rain and the lights glittered on the 


asphalt. Everything gleamed—black, dark violet and silver. 

Amalie had received the sacrament before her death, but Tessa made 
arrangements for a non-religious funeral. Why annoy the Left, especially 
right on top of the Marseilles conference ? The cemetery bell began to> toll. 
The funeral procession moved slowly. Tessa walked at the head. 
came the men, after them the women. The funeral of a Minister’s wife was 
an event, and ‘all Paris’ was there. Hundreds of cars were parked in t 
neighbouring street—the same cars that stood outside the Palais H° ur 5. 
on the days of big debates, or outside the theatres on first nights, t 
deputies of the various groups were anxious to express their c on d°lence ^ 
Tessa. Conspicuous among them was that old fox Marin, and Villa » 
Marchandot and Breteuil. There were also lawyers, representatives oi ^ 
companies with which Tessa was connected, attorneys and business rnen 
Baron Rothschild, Desser, Meuger, journalists with Joliot at the 1 *' De ~ he 
Paul Morand, theatrical producers and diplomats. They said that 
presence of the counsellor of the German Embassy was a ‘good sign. _ 
wreaths were brought in a separate lorry. Flourishing a malacca cane ovV 
a gigantic knob, Joliot was saying to journalists: “Fouget ? Him • 1 * - 
Marseilles. . .Tessa walked calmly, but frequently took out his hanox 

chief and sadly wiped his nose. . , m0S t 

They buried Amalie in the cemetery of P6re-Lachajse. This was tne^ 
luxurious burial-ground in Paris. Tessa had spared no expense. He se ie ^ 
a beautilul plot, and immediately bought a place for himself as well, n 
just one of the ordinary details of life. Everybody did the same. . 
conversation had been all about plots and so much per square yar , 
Tessa did not connect it with the idea of death. He signed the co “ lJ ^ veS . 
use in perpetuity.* It was proper to have a place among respectable gr ^ 
On the left of Amalie was the grave of an admiral aud on the right uxy 

wife of a senator. 
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th P fimfrJ]c d r ) [ t , en . been t0 cemeteries. It was part of his duties to attend 
„i^ f T ra ' S of . Mlnisters and deputies. But now he looked at the cemetery 
were 6ye and was ast °mshed. It was a regular town ! There 

™ re A C 'V V, ‘ h na , mes ’ a " d houses wilh numbers. No, not houses, but 
fhr d /^r S ° C ean - The gardener was cutting off the dead branches of 

somehow I^m f< i 0urse ’ " u 3S rather crowd ed. But when people died, they 
AiXhe together - ° n the other hand, it was a nice quarter. 

Tessa’s heart " ^ Cemetery was a town and formed Part of life comforted 

brown he°,H d in , f 0 h I !. e n at , the ° pen , grave ' He caught sight of Lucien’s reddish 
his Unrip Rnh^rt i an ^ turned away. How much Lucien resembled 

a memorial u« i ^ ot>ert v ^ as a crook.... But Lucien disappeared behind 
farewell to hk C0 /^ e J Lb f r ? ^ ,thout thinking of anything except to bid 

When st ^^ er fT he j ladn J bcen ab!e to make U P his mind to g° borne, 
undertaker^ mil ad ° rned Wlth s,Iv er leaves, the draped hats of the 

he realized JhTf w hc ? faCe of BreteuiI and Eliot’s cornflower blue tie, 

!rnSSf 0 ftS5“,sEi3“^S. ,hTO And l0 ° ki ™ him “ ke “ 

a few Lraiofr nCd U £ an< ?’ pa * sing the grave-digger one by one, took 

„rave 8 Th/n^h k fr ? ~ the p,a,e he he,d and scattered them in the open 
grave. Then they shook Tessa by the hand. 

widows^anH w'iH lad Te . ssa taken a P'nch of earth and shaken the hand of 

cold wind was hr 6 ' 5 ’ ? ut n °a W u a " Seemcd t0 him so s, r a nge. A bitterly 
Suddenh? ^ blowi " g - « made the eyes smart. Tessa screwed up his eyes. 

place!" V h P ' U n rr , Cd l ° h ' m f- T Crhaps i( ’ s me t^y’rc burying? Two 

sssk? ss kstsssf H e ,tashi - •** «■ 

con^ 0W It T !emin b HaH n h IOOk f n l r0Und atthe faces t0 sce which deputies had 
think that heYatal i^ $%"*' ““ he W3$ 8 ' ad 

mind n whe!h!r't n his h wo,UH 1° SC ,? Paulct ' e ' He was a Iong time making up his 
in the end h! wem . d be - show ' n 8 disrespect to Amalie’s memory. But 

was too emniv a! V h W3S * n !} eed of s y m Pathy and tenderness. The place 
Amalie. P V 1 bome ‘ And ever y little knick-knack reminded him of 

voice*"nd 1 sang S S ones"i n°th ° d ’ girl. She had a pleasant average 

ones about the wife of e .. rnusic ' hallls ; Sometimes they were sentimental 
sometimes thev witv>°h • a ,^ ai ! or ’ or 'he death of a soldier in the desert, and 
skte ofhfe si! hlgh ' y lm P ^er. She did not really like the salacious 

of children SS'^“^ed for comfort; she was fond 

after a silly’affair in her^Sut^ H^' , ShC Went - ?" ,he S L age by acc 'dent, 
ago. It was a liaison that flatter J1f r in V m ? cy WMh Tessa began three years 

lawyer, a deputy of the Chambe^ and n p,eased . h f to think that a brilliant 
little actrp«« 'Tui a '-namDer, and now a minister, was com ne to her a 

properlylnd nlverS an^th p 3 Pr ° vinC j al shopkecpcr - she couldn’t sped 

respect for Te«» • t,» a ,f„f nyth,ng f xce P> detective stories. She had a great 

and Latin proverbs and talked^f a" 8 ’ lardcd u' S co ," versation with Poetry 

corner. She also felt sorrv for ~ PAme J' lca as though it was just round the 
one aiso leit sorry lor Tessa; he worked hard and had a sick wife 
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and unappreciative children. She tried to give him pleasure, doing her hair 
the way he liked it, knitting scarves and cooking pasties for him. Tessa 
spoilt her, and she was convinced that she was faithful to him, although she 
had a second lover, Albert the jockey, whose existence was not suspected by 
Tessa. Paulette did not look on this as being unfaithful. Once a week 
she had a rendezvous with the young jockey, who only knew the names of 
stud horses. He even found detective stories tiring. Paulette did not talk 
to him, nor did she knit scarves or cook pasties for him. She just made love 
to him, greedily and in silence, as very hungry people eat. And when she 
left him, she felt neither sadness nor remorse. 

She was sitting at home dressed in a blue kimono embroidered with 
herons when the door-bell rang. She was surprised to see Tessa, as she had 
not been expecting him. He greeted her in silence, went into the room, sat 
down and undid his collar. He was feeling queer and could hardly breathe. 
Paulette was torn with pity. She didn’t know what to say, and the silence 
was unbearable. It was Tessa who spoke first: 

“When there was a fire in Marseilles, they said it was a bad sign. • 
don’t believe in omens. Anyhow, you sometimes wonder . . .” 

Paulette was superstitious. She was afraid to pass under a ladder ana 
cried over a broken mirror. Tessa’s words made her feel uncomfortable. 
Maybe, there really was a higher power? But Tessa was already talking 

about something else: ,. , 

“It’s dreadful it should have happened at a time like this ! I m completely 

off the rails, but I’ve got to go on working. They’re getting ready lor’ a 
general strike. It’ll be a catastrophe. We’ve only just managed to avoia war 

by a hair’s breadth. ...” , 

Paulette got out a bottle of old Armagnac. Tessa warmed the glass wim 

his hands and drank the spirit. Weariness came over him again, as at m 

graveside. His thoughts got all mixed up and he said all of a suaaeu .. 

“You know. I’ve bought two places.’’ Paulette turned away. He thougnt 

himself: ‘The same as I did—from Amalie.’ He put his hand under his sn 

and touched his chest. The warmth of his body comforted him. «e w 

alive ! He poured out some more Armagnac for himself and Paulette. j 

clinked their glasses and he said: crir4thp mv 

“Here’s to you ! The doctor has given me some stuff to s0 ° ir } Q ? t 
nerves. He said she didn’t suffer. All the same, it’s a terrible thing . I can 
realize what has happened. It was easier for her; she believed bh 
afraid of going to hell. But I’m simply afraid. Its next to A 

Leperier....” . . 

They had another drink. He looked at her kimono: 

“What a silly dressing-gown ! Why birds ?” there 

He looked round the room as though he had nev actors ’ 

before. There was an upright piano. The walls were hl ^ g ,. nd a 
photographs signed with great flourishes. There was a very 

dozen or so bright-coloured cushions. The Armagnac w g 

8 “Where did you get this Armagnac ? . . - She wantedtobebuned by^. 
Driest. I didn’t mind. But I have my political position to consjae 
course, Breteuil would have been delighted, but I have to r 

Left wing as well. They’re in a nasty mood at present. And it s all the 
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to her; she doesn’t hear. And if you call her, she won’t hear you. * . . I’ve 
thought it all over. Paulette, my child, sing me something sad.” 

“Lord ! you haven’t any heart ! Ni-ni. . . .” 


20 

The November fogs were yellow, brown and black. The ramshackle 
grimy houses of the suburbs dripped with ’ oistwe. That autumn a wave of 
despondency had come over the people. The workers had lost all the gains 
they had secured in the summer of 1936. Every new decree of the Government 
imposed fresh restrictions and privations. The hours of the working week 
had been increased, the rate of pay for overtime reduced, and the workers’ 
miserable wages subjected to taxation. Strikes were breaking out in a 
haphazard way. The police cleared the strikers out of the factories. Pickets 
were arrested and put in the dock, and the ludges imposed severe sentences 
on the ‘ringleaders.’ And who was ruling the country ? Daladier, who but 
a short while ago had raised his fist in the Place de la Bastille and declared: 
“I’m the son of a baker, a friend of the people”; Tessa, for whom the 
Communists had voted at Poitiers. Disillusion lay heavily over the land. 
The circulation of the Press had declined. Meetings were being held in half- 
empty halls. A weary stillness came over the little cafes where the workers 
gathered. People watched the agony oi Spain and said: “Now it’s our turn.” 

Daladier suffered from persecution mania: he was afraid of disorder. 
He had no idea of the extent of the fatigue which had overtaken France. 
And his opponents were living on illusions. The Trade Unions decided to 
carry out a one-day strike. They announced the appointed day a long time 
beforehand. Tessa forgot all about Amalie and livened up: he was comman- 
der-in-chief. Once again the walls were plastered with white notices announc¬ 
ing mobilization: the railwaymen and workers in the armament factories 
and public works enterprises were put on the same footing as soldiers. The 
Government announced that strikers would be treated as deserters. Smiling 
with self-complacency, Tessa declared: “It’s my own idea. Only it was diffi¬ 
cult to make a start. But now everybody realizes that mobilization is a 
natural phenomenon, so to speak.” 

After having a talk with Tessa, Joliot wrote in his paper that the strike 
was playing into the hands of the Germans—“Frenchmen, beware the gifts 
oi the Muscovite Greeks 1” 

Desser’s defeat was the talk of the day. At a meeting of industrialists he 
suggested a compromise: the workers were to abandon the idea of the 
intended strike, and the Government was to reconsider some oi the decrees. 
There was an outburst of indignation among the employers; were they to 
capitulate to the Communists? In vain Desser urged: “We’re threatened 
with war. This is not the time to anger the workers.” Montigny shouted 
angrily: “It’s time to put a stop to all this. Hitler has shown us the way. 
Let them go on strike. At least we shall be able to clear the Communists out 
of the factories.” 

Looking at the thermometer which he had just taken from his mouth, 
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Viliard exclaimed with a feeling of relief: “Thirty-seven point eight.” Influ¬ 
enza relieved him of responsibility. He was indignant at the policy of the 
Radicals and said: “They’re driving the workers into the arms of the 
Communists. It will end in a revolt and the victory of Fascism.” Before 
his attack of influenza he had written an obscurely worded leading article, 
in which he said: “It is our duty to warn the workers against the danger of 
provocation. If the plebs, in their just indignation at the new decrees, fold 
their hands, it will be a national disaster.” He neither supported the strike 
nor condemned it. But some of his friends appealed to the workers not to 
strike. 

The citizens of Paris opened their shutters and anxiously wondered what 
the day would bring forth. They were sweeping the terraces of the cafes. 
It was a dull, foggy morning. But near the factories helmets flashed. Detach¬ 
ments of special police were keeping guard at railway stations, Government 
buildings and post offices. A policeman sat beside the driver in the buses. 
Guardsmen with horse-tail plumes on their brass helmets looked up and down 
the streets. Everybody was talking about harsh sentences, gangs of convicts, 
penal servitude. . .. 

The older workers were glum and sullen; they were afraid the strike would 
be broken. For Denise it was the day of her baptism of struggle. She was 
convinced the Government would be unable to stand up to the blow. Then 
there would be an end to the disgrace. The workers of Paris would save 
Spain, which though weakened was still alive. 

Denise had long been preparing for this day. She wondered whether 
she would have the strength, versatility and daring. She felt she would be 
able to shame the faint-hearted by reading Michaud’s letter to them about 
the bravery of the Ebro fighters. And if any soldiers were sent against her, 
she would say: “You are our brothers !” Her dry, sparkling eyes revealed 
the tension of her mind. 

The workers were holding a m:eting. Nobody was working. Then 
somebody came and reported that part of the foundry staff had gone back 
to work. The crowd of workers tried to sing The Young Guard , but their 
voices soon flagged and died aw^y in the mournful stillness. The chief 
engineer came into the workshop. He was surrounded by plain-clothes men, 
one of whom waved a revolver. The engineer said: “Messieurs, if you don’t 
intend to do any work, I request you to leave the premises.” He was answered 
by shouts of indignation. The engineer waved his hand and went away. 
But the police remained. The woik^rs then began to discuss in low voices 

what they ought to do. 

“They’re working in the foundry.” 

“Nothing will come of all this.” 

Denise cried out: “Comrades I” 

The plain-clothes men caught hold of her and dragged her away. One 
of them twisted her arm till it hurt. 

Some ol the workers started work. Others went away. About a dozen 
of the less submissive ones were taken out imo the yard. A police van was 
standing in one of the side streets. They shoved the arrested men into it, 
knocking out the teeth of one of them in the process. They tore Demses 
dress. She said to her comrades: “Our men won’t go away !” She looked 
upon her pain and arrest as a reward. Neither her comrades’ depression no* 
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ihe dark dirty room in the Prefecture where they were taken could quench 
her enthusiasm. 

The police searched her. The whiskered gendarme, who smelt of rum, 
ran his big fat hand over her body and indulged in some obscene remarks. 
She gazed with empty eyes, as though she was not there. Her only thought 
was of how the strike would go on. 

At Billancourt at the other end of Paris, preparations were being made to 
storm the ‘Seine’ factory. Desser sat at his table, gazing dully at one spot. 
Me tried to light his pipe, but it kept going out. He found it difficult to breathe. 
His left arm and shoulder ached. He vaguely wondered whether he had got 
angina pectoris. For the first time in his life Desser felt a sense of helplessness. 
The employers’ stupid lack of foresight amazed him. They were blind men. 
Where were they leading the country ? He had done his utmost to prevent 
the strike. He had talked with Daladier, Tessa, Frossard, giving his reasons 
and trying to convince them. They listened to him politely and then said: 
“We must make an end of the Communists.” And the industrialists 
demanded solidarity. They said to him: “You’re a member of our confedera¬ 
tion.” Desser had thought of shutting down his factories for a day or two. 
In that wav he would save the situation and there would be no need to have 
recourse to repression. But Tessa began to scream: “Sabotage ! What will 
the Chamber say?” The engineers grumbled: “If the Government won’t 
deal with the Communists, we’ll form defence detachments.” Montigny 
threatened to make a row So Desser gave way. He became a mere spectator. 
Now he was sitting at his table, wearily waiting for what was going to happen. 

Legrais was afraid the strike would fail. The men were tired and had lost 
faith. But the threats now stirred them to anger. Thev shouted: “You 
won't frighten us !” Even the opponents of the strike had little to say. 
The red flags fluttered in the grey fog. In the workshops and the yard the 
workers were eettim? ready for the struggle. 

In the management building the engineers gathered round Pierre and 
called him a ‘demagogue !’ an ‘agent of Moscow !* 

Wild with rage, he shouted back : “Fascists ! Nazis !” 

They nearly came to blows, but Pierre had to answer a call from Desser 
You go home,” Desser said. “This is a bad business. This isn’t 1936! 
1 hey wanted this strike. And you’re breaking your head for nothing! 
l hey ll come down on you as an engineer. And 1 won’t be able to defend 


I" ? ot thinking about myself at all at present.” 

. \? u wron 8* You’ve got a wife and child. As for ideas—give them 
* V° U Ve a,ready come 10 the conclusion that Villard is an old farceur 
1 r ? are no b e * ler> Now you’ve got to save your skin.” 

a. Wh 5 l you ! re doin 8- Y es, yes, you’re trying to save your skin, 

xx/u^ich, .and now here. And you won’t succeed !” 

• en went out to the workers, thousands of fists were raised* 

wenf om tohim' 8 ' S ^ ^ AU the warrath 01 those rou 8b> angry people 

see KeZ the P fL ice Superintendent grew alarmed and went to 

™, e l;. Desser shrugged his shoulders with annoyance: “I’m powerless.” 
he sa d. And I advise you also not to insist.” 

Unfortunately. T have instructions.” 




When they saw the police, the workers were silent. Some of them had 
stones or iron bars in their hands. The police got the hoses ready. Legrais 
was standing at the main gates. 

Once again fate had intervened in the affairs of his heart. He had not 
told Josette about his sentiments. But a month ago his life had undergone 
a change. He had been to see Josette’s father about the Party funds. As he 
was going away, Josette asked him which way he was going. He said he was 
going to Suresnes. “So am I,” Josette said. On the Seine embankment she 
said: “I haven’t got to go to Suresnes.” It was a damp autumn evening. 
For some reason they walked along the deserted embankment as far as the 
bridge and back. At last Josette said: “I feel very sad when you don’t come.’’ 
“Really ?” he said. And then he added: “I’m too old for you, I’m—” 
She did not let him finish. She kissed him. And now there was the strike. 
Legrais had no time for sentiment. Only from time to time the thought 
passed through his mind : ‘I wonder what’s happening to Josette ?’ 

Pierre was in the laboratory upstairs when he saw the police break open 
the gates. They rushed at Legrais. He was a strong fellow and defended 
himself, but they tumbled him to the ground. A shower of stones came 
flying from the windows. Pierre ran downstairs. Suddenly he felt a violent 
smarting in his eyes. He grabbed the door-post for support. People were 
rushing about the yard. Somebody cried out: “Gas !” 

Desser was standing at the window. He saw everything and mournfully 
he asked himself: ‘Is this France?’ Was this the country he loved ? That 
country was no more. It was no longer the cosy amiable France, where the 
workers kind-heartedly abused their employers and then clinked glasses with 
them, where people made fiery speeches and then sat down to dine, forgetting 
all about the ‘social revolution’ over a tasty ragout, where people loved 
flowers and jokes. He wanted to save a fictitious France, memoirs, books, 
a myth. With gas. Well, let them ! It couldn’t be helped now. He had to 
think about saving his skin, smoking less and looking after his health. He 
would ring up Jeannette, get right away, go to Java or Chile. 

The police took away about a hundred workers. At the Prefecture they 
were at a loss to know what to do with those who had been arrested; the 
lorries kept bringing in new lodgers every half-hour. 

Denise listened eagerly to what the police had to say. They were angry. 
That meant the strike had succeeded. From time to time new prisoners were 
brought into the room. A telephonist said everything had collapsed, iney 
were afraid of the repressions. A Metro employee was brought in, his ta 
covered with blood. When he had rested a little while, he began to shout. 
“Cowards !” The Metro was working. By the evening Denise learnt that 
only the big factories were on strike. When it was getting dark, the po 

thrust three more workers into the room. 

“Everybody went on strike at the ‘Seine’,” they said. Tliey stayed 

And the police used gas.” , , . * 

Everybody was alarmed at the word ‘gas. The telephonist began ry- 

But Denise stood up and began to sing. The others took up the s g» 
Though the police threatened to beat them up, they went on singing, 
song was heard by the others in the neighbouring cells. It floated along the 

wretched corridors that smelt of damp, leather and mic». It 
the sentiments of courage, anger and brotherhood. And the workers 

202 


1 



Seme, the Gnome’ and ‘ Renault sang the song of the Siberian 
partisans. 

In the evening Daladier made a broadcast statement. He spoke from his 
own study, alone in front of the microphone. He gazed dull*' into empty 
space and the veins stood out on his forehead. 

“The Government has won a victory.” 

After so many retreats and Munich he was able to utter at last the sweet 
word ‘victory.’ 

They began to question the prisoners. On hearing the name ‘Denise 
lessa the Superintendent smiled: 

“You’re not a relation, I suppose?” 

No tortures would have been able to break Denise. But this man touched 
on what was most terrible to her. At hrst she was silent, then she thought it 
was^even more humiliating to conceal the fact. 

“I’m the daughter of your Minister. But it has nothing to do with the 
matter. 1 m a Communist. You may continue. . . .” 

The Superintendent blinked, made a wry face and went to the Chief. 
He intormed the Prefect. 

Tessa was asleep. He was wakened by the ‘urgent business’ bell. It had 
oeen a very warm day. Tessa had taken the reports from his secretary as they 
came in and had been constantly on the telephone to the Prefecture. He was 
alraid the strike was spreading. Not until late at night had he ceased worry- 
ing At three o clock in the morning he had a bath. The white tiles gleamed 

an ana Z' f H * l0C * ed at Ws slender [e & and began to hum 

r/i• j°.T . R,gole,, °- That would teach them not to strike ! If only the 
Right didn t try to make too much capital out of it! 

dauahter^ 3 ^; the u? ice at the tele P hone: “It concerns your 

hand, i wk H . real,zed everything at once. Now he was in the Prefect’s 

Whf. o ,., W ar n g r Uara u ntee was there that Breteuil wouldn’t get to know? 
What a windfall for the papers ! The damned little hussy ! 

lessa was standing in the Prefect’s study beside a plaster bust of the 

of her b 'h Wh f n Denise was brou g ht in - He was moved to pity at the sight 
aftpr a , He r dress was torn. Her hair was dishevelled and her face was pale 

so ai4iW P ahmn lg ^ t l An t thiS Wa ,f his daught er, whose health he had been 
° " nX '°. U , ab0Ut ’ taking her to the spas and providing the best medical 

adgem v tutwTh y fl ? Uld bUy ' , He tried t0 overcome lis disSsure^nd 
bdiu geniiy out with a tremor in his voice: 

Demse, I’ve come to release you.” 

write e a h novel S ahom fc-p 1 * r w ° uld tel1 Prefect that Denise wanted to 
cti.Hv abou t the hfe of the masses and had gone into a factorv to 

deserte^?^ hand ‘ He would *ake her back with him and^hi^ 

Denise said * “In l ° again> ** ow he would pamper her ! 

The wnrHc *n • ^ at ^ y° u must release all of them.” 

stunned him^’ ° S t0neS and her ^expected use of the plural ‘you’ 
“Denise I” 

Yesterda W y a had e frLd T her from 1"/^°' ** l ° “ different WOrld ' 

you’re saying Release those ruffians ? Do you realize what 



“Who are ruffians? With the Germans you behaved like cowards: 
We’re not ready. But this is what you needed gas for !” 

“Your Communists are working for the Germans,” said Tessa. “Yester¬ 
day while you were striking, the Italians put forward demands for Nice and 
Corsica. Those are the first results of the strike.” 

“It’s you who’re working for the Germans. Who closed the aircraft 
factories ? And it’s not for you to say what you did. When Fouget opened 
his mouth, you sent gangsters ...” 

“That’s a lie ! A malicious lie ! You little idiot, you believe everything 
they tell you. Sheep !” 

He went on shouting abuse for a long while. Then he suddenly became 
silent. What was the use ? She was possessed by a crazy idea. It was im¬ 
possible to open her eyes. The affair would have to be hushed up. 

“We won’t argue,” he said. “We’ve both of us got our own convictions. 
But you must understand me. If this gets into the papers, it will delight our 
common enemies, the Fascists, Breteuil.” 

“What makes you any better than Breteuil ?” 

“You turn everything into politics. There are such things as feelings. 
After all, you’re my daughter. Remember your dead mother. What a good 
heart she had 1 Denise, I implore you. Come back home ! In your mother s 
name I” 

Denise could bear it no longer. She cried out: 

“Shut up 1 You’re a vile man !” 

Later on she blamed herself for having said this: she had given vent to 
her suffering. 

Tessa went away having attained nothing. He was obliged to put pressure 
on the Prefect. The report of Denise’s arrest was kept out of the newspapers, 
and no mention was made of the sentence. She was tried together with other 
workers of the ‘Gnome’ factory, and all of them were sentenced to a month 
imprisonment. Denise was happy; the president of the court muttered he 
name rapidly and did not ask about her origins. She did not suspect t 

amount of trouble this had caused her father. 

From now on Tessa took a violent personal dislike to the Communists. 
Formerly he had been without enemies. Of course he sometimes fell ou 
with Breteuil or Vi Hard, but they were partners in the game. He was even 
sorry for Fouget, even though the bearded fanatic had tried to blacken mm. 
But the Communists had taken Denise away from him. They had turnea 
gentle, affectionate girl into a virago and a firebrand. Women nice ■ m 
danced round the guillotine in 1793. How could that be a political p y • 
It was the spiritual underworld. If they were not destroyed they wo 
torture, stab and stifle. They looked upon Tessa as a bug. But Fi ranCe nne 
stiU on her feet! The strike had failed. That meant we’d go on living, vn 
could go to Paulette’s for a little relaxation. 
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Desser was unwilling to part with Pierre. The sense of ms own imp ^ 
irked him; to think that he, to whom Ministers had toadied, should na 
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submit to a bunch of bawlers. Nevertheless, he could not make up his mind 
to let Pierre stay on at the factory: the Right newspapers had written up the 
story of the Red engineer.’ He said to Pierre: ‘Til send you to America. 
Yo V* bave to wait a year.” Pierre declined; he thought this was a sop. 

ey were talking on the terrace of a big cafe. The evening was unusually 
cold: four degrees below freezing. The customers puffed and snorted as 
they hurried inside to warm themselves up with a glass of grog. And on the 
em *SJ errace tbe lonel y braziers shone with a ruddy glow 
n ° f , quite right not to have any confidence in me,” said 

nre1ndir^ B FrI ? l £ e tlus '™ Q re t,ed b V our environment, public opinion and 

tl^wor^er^^hr> nStanCe ’ there u Cre P robabIy <l uite a lot of good men among 
’m obfcd t« r e H ga "[ St the strike, but they happened to be powerless 

lan™ 8 he's a F S '^ er , the ° Pln u 10nS 0f Monsieur Montigny. In your 
!fr n u Uage he s a f asc ‘ st * In m »ne he s a fool and a lout. They accuse Cot 

eLmeers re a S nd"r'm 8 f hf ^ lack ° f aircraft - But y° u yourself are one of the 

bKS a Wh,', JoSf C a “,b P »Il F ”Sir- Wha ' d ° ,hey Care ab “' 
^ once been infinitely trusting Pierre had now become 

SUS ‘‘w°h U v S d nd bru l q , ue - H , e felt that Desse r’s complaints were 
Munich!” y ° U b ' ame them? ” he said ’ “You too were in fhvour ol 

thev’ 1 reThinkm n a 1f ar T d pea “’ negotiations and a compromise. But aU 
nil 8 f to put themselves at Hitler’s mercy as quickly as thev 
can. Only the rogues can make out what is happening, and they’re in a 

1Ur !7 B ° tBe y c ,an- But honest people are blinded.” 

Ut there are others, said Pierre. “Have you had a talk with Leerais 

olLritk^rm 0 ^^? 0 h Ce a H nd H nOW r h . e ' S hospit a a.! a Th W ere h are g man y 
Usually they find I n , /, h _ un dreds of thoughts and feelings in a man. 

SM S SffS™!3 ^ 

at her father when she w« a^irl h admiration as she had looked 

seeSVbl^sp”!re by now d b2fra rty , which A but a short w hi!e ago had 

rent of the flat and the docto^fc^JLn* Agn *?„ s salary went on the 

month they had no monev left i/df D ?u d °u 1 * By tbe end tbe 

able poverty, but now they were riehn- hei ? had known respect- 
penury. ^ U P gainst it, m the grip of humiliating 

plo^rs^^onfederation^had'^nuTh'iP'n^ 31 would U \ e , Pierre The Em- 
vain to get a job as a mechanic name on tbeir b l ack list. He tried in 
with refusals everywhere. and even ^ a manua l labourer, but was met 
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He sold his watch to pay the milkman’s bill. Agn&s took her winter coat 
to the old-clothes* man—she said: “It’s too big for me”—and they had a 
dinner each day for a week. She tried to buoy Pierre up, telling him that she 
might get extra pay for the holiday. He went out early in the morning, 
wandered about all day, called at little workshops and studied the advertise¬ 
ments for hours. In the evening he told Agn£s he had met a friend who had 
stood him a meal. He was neatly dressed and shaved every day. Nobody 
would have taken the clean-looking grey-haired dreamer for a beggar. But 

when he passed a sausage shop, he averted his eyes. 

One day he saw a notice: in the event of a fall of snow, workers would 
be required for the cleaning of the streets. Application to be made at hve 
o’clock in the moming.^The snow began to fall in the evening in big na es 
which melted at first and then covered the pavements. At four o clock in 
the morning Pierre crept quietly out of the flat for fear of waking Agn . 
He felt chilly in the cold, but smiled at the thought that now at last he would 
bring home to Agnes twenty, or perhaps even thirty francs. He got t0 . 
place at a quarter to five. A big gas lamp lit up the wilderness of white 
snow and the crowd of men waiting outside the dark brick building, 
sorts of people were there: down-and-outs, hoboes, postmen dismisse 
taking part in the strike, a starving artist, some German refugees, old men 
and young lads. Forty men were needed, and no less than thr^ hunted 
had turned up. Pierre waited patiently. At last they called out. • 

He trudged back home. He felt weak and cold. His feet were sor 


head began to swim. . , liners 

He passed Les Halles. It was an animated scene: re f^ a " t " 1 [5 P on e 
butchers and greengrocers and owners of gastronormc storesi jost ed on^ 

another as they selected their goods. E Yf^ t ! 1,n8 A ,n .^ a ^ „ at damp 

changed except its ‘belly,’ as Zola described it. And ?. j t » ia t half- 

oozing arches and the piles of food-stuff, Pierre dim y amid the 

forgotten novel about the hungry visionary and fugitive 

well-fed, unfeeling dealers. . . . . - nV were hanging 

Enormous carcasses, purple, red and unbearably pi , lutton0 us 

from the hooks. How many bullocks and lambs were neededl by g u ^ 

city ? How many geese with artificially enlarged livers ? How many p 

guinea-fowls and beautifully breasted pheasants . though they were 

In the fish market lay enormous tunnies looking as though th 

modelled in plasticine, tender turbots, mackerel, whiti g,. PP ^ 
flat ‘Marennes’ oysters and the curly Portugaises, s^-urch» ^ re d 
of fruits de mer. The smell was unbearable. The fishwives hands w 

and rough with salt. The water streamed (row i the marbl' r roU, turnips, 
Further on were the vegetable dealers , pale en . i ettuces from 

asparagus. Mushrooms lay in dainty little bas e cheeses, eggs, 

Roussillon. Further on were slabs of butter from linc hes of bananas 
cream in tin cans, Messina and Jaffa oranges, app , 
with their spicy tropical smell, dates and pmeapples. m u e( ] fingers on 

The women dealers ate onion soup, .warming scat tered potatoes. 

» u b»«*» 
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in purple aprons cut up the carcasses. Market-gardeners unloaded turnips 
and leeks from battered old Citroens, and then drank coffee with a dash of 
cognac at the coffee stall. Red wine flowed like blood across the pavement. 
Pinks, carnations and roses were piled up in enormous bunches. From Nice 
and Grasse trains had brought sweet-smelling loads of mimosa, primulas, 
hyacinths, lilies of the valley and azaleas. There was no calendar season 
lor Paris: flowers bloomed on the street barrows the whole year round. 

And now the wet snow-flakes were falling from the sky. The lucky ones 
were sweeping the snow away. But not Pierre. He walked as though he had 
been wound up. He did not even feel hungry. The smells made him feel 
sick. The mountains ol food seemed to crush him. It was not food to be 
thought of with delight, but a challenge, a whole philosophy—a hostile 
world ot dealers, brokers, weights and filthy pocket-books. And a hundred 
rho ^J sand bouquets. What did Paris care about the tears of Vanek, the sorrow 
of Catalonia, the suffering of Legrais, the hunger of Pierre ? Paris went on 
living. The sausage-man hummed ‘Paris is still Paris' as he sold forty pounds 
of sausage-meat. There was so much pathos in this belief in life that Pierre 
felt pacified. He pretended to be in a hurry although he knew he had nowhere 
tx> hurry to. He began to feel cold and suddenly slowed down his pace. 
Turning back he wandered about the narrow crooked streets of the Bussy 
quarter, returning again and again to the cross-roads, where the slippery 
flat fish were dying on the barrows. 

Later on,^ Pierre sat down on a wet seat to read a newspaper he had 
picked up: ‘Tension in Europe relieved. . . . Tessa’s speech. . . . Peace 
guarantees. . . , Suddenly he became on the alert: there was a smell of 
tried potatoes. They were being boiled in large vats and served up in paper 
bags, while the shopwoman cried out: “All hot ! . . . Twenty sous!” 
Yes, there was a wonderful dream for twenty sous ! Pierre suddenly jumped 
up and offered the crumpled newspaper to a passer-by, some official on his 
Wa ^n t( j business. He stared with surprise at Pierre and hurried on. Pierre 
strolled back to the seat. Why had he done that he asked himself. Once 
again he tell into a sort of listlessness. From the distance came the hooting 
or cars and the shouts of the market women. A man and a girl went past. 

,*J e , . 0 ? d pierre and whispered something to her companion. An 

elderly dachshund trotted up, sniffed at Pierre’s boots, dropped her tail 
between her legs and waddled away. He was miserable; even a dog could 


More trouble was waiting for him at home. Agnes whispered to him as 
he came in: “Father s come.” 

i,„^T a Ti°‘l ler . Ume they would have been delighted. Agnes's father, who 
uved in a little town in south-west France, had long been meaning to visit 

^n^ a . U ^ ter and , see hi ! litt,e *randson. From time to time he wrote her 
short letters in a large childlike hand. 

nlri i ^^ a nS eD R U ? d to , mlk to Pierre about her father. Legendre was an 
J"- han - Be * ore rhe war he had spent ten months in prison for anti- 

and^nt^nnff^h years ago he bsgan ailing * He left the factory 

^ >aX ’ ^ here his younger brother ran a small garage. He helped 

^ P° ttered about in the kitchen garden. He was sixty-four. 

a S l big with hair but now he saw a dried- 
up little old man with a fluffy down on his head like a new-born baby. 
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Pierre realised at once why Agnes had whispered anxiously: ‘father’s 
come.’ The old man thought his daughter had married an engineer and was 
living in comfort and that Doudou was getting everything he needed. Now 
he had ch '‘s n this of all times for his long-promised visit. If they told him 
he truth, the old man would worry. But what had they got to feed him on ? 

He looked Pierre all over with curiosity and said: “That's a good strong 
pair of boots you’ve got.” Pierre remembered the dachshund, the newspaper 
and the fried potatoes. Legendre inspected everything in the flat, went 
into the kitchen and gave his approval; it was clean. “How’s your work 
g.tting on?” he asked Pierre. He listened with rapt attention to Pierre’s 
account of the new engines. Then they began to talk about politics. Legendre 
sighed: “I’m all behind. Dax is a sleepy hollow. My brother doesn’t bother 
much. He subscribes to Le Matin .” Legendre failed to understand the mean¬ 
ing of Munich and only livened up when Pierre mentioned Spain. Then he 
began to shout: “They’ll win ! They’re bound to win !” The conversation 
changed to the subject of what had happened in the past. Legendre beamed 
as he recalled the strikes and demonstrations. “In 1906,” he said, “we went 
out on the streets with banners.” He was proud of having known Jaur^s. 
“Whenever he spoke at a meeting,” he said, “he always took off his collar. 
They were stiff ones in those days. He used to get so worked up. And 
what a voice he had !” 

Pierre lapsed into silence. The cheerful old man made him feel intensely 
conscious of his own helplessness. Legendre interpreted his son-in-law s 
silence in his own way. Perhaps he hadn’t said the right thing ? Was he a 
man of his own class ? Pierre’s manner rather intimidated him; after all, he 
was an engineer ! Agnes was now living in a different world, and she had 

not chosen a working man. Legendre felt embarrassed and said: “I expect 

I’m in the way. I’ll go and see Douai.” 

Agnes and Pierre glanced at each other. They must hold him bacK. 
But it was already dinner-time and what had they got to give him ? Doudou s 
soup ? Ought they to say they had been invited out ? The old man wouia 
.take offence. Agnes said to him: “Oh, don’t go yet. Tell us all about Dax. 
The old man began to tell them. There had been a lot of tourists in tne 
summer. His brother had made quite a bit of money. But now it was a 
very quiet. People were afraid there was going to be a war. They w eren 
building and they bought very few cars as they were afraid they W0U, <V 
requisitioned. The business in lorries was particularly bad. Unempioym 
was on the increase. 

“Are there many unemployed in Paris ?” he asked. 

“A good many. In all branches, too. To-day I saw the men who came 

to clean the streets. There was a compositor and a confectioner a 


an artist. We waited for two hours.” 

At once Pierre realized his slip of the tongue. The old man 
understand, but Agnes. ... And he’d told her they were going to take mm 
on as an engineer. And indeed, Agnes glanced at him with a lo . 

as though she now realized for the first time all the misery of des , 
But Legendre was on the alert. He suddenly twigged everything. Agnes 

embarrassment, Pierre’s silences and the empty kitchen. „ t 

“I’m just going to pop out to the corner for a moment, ne saici. 1 wau 

to ring up Douai.” 
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Half an hour later he came back loaded with parcels—a litre of wine, 
sardines, a pie, cheese and coffee. And he hadn’t forgotten the sugar. He 
muttered to Agnes: “What about a little daughter?” He didn’t ask any 
questions. At dinner Pierre told him about the strike, the gas, his talk with 
Desser and the black list. Legendre beamed at the thought that Pierre was 

come out S al^righ^ ^ being ^ wam “~ well » thc >' were young; they’d 

Then he clinked glasses with Pierre: “To victory !” 

F»J^«?c^ thi H 8 *u WaS C l ear t0 ^ m—the Spaniards would soon smash the 
and^barricades the WOrk:ers woldd nse everywhere. There would be strikes 

somehow h?cV' ZZy with * he food and wine - He was w arm and snug, but 
Thpv^inrt £'depression did not seem to pass. So this was the old generation. 

hnHn't Pi h d know " * hiU 11 was t0 sutf er defeat and disillusionment. Why 
hadn t Pierre got the laith, the simplicity and gaiety of this old man? 

want to y pp U L D |^H d k U C ° r leep ’ u e Was in one 01 h,s ta ntrums and did not 
S at 8 hii bU , ° f COU [ se he dropped off to sleep at once. Legendre 
ga z ed at him and said in a whisper: “He’ll have a peaceful life you’ll see 

Ch 0 am h p e aane rl Wh*/" 8 ^ had \ bee " ^ w£.Tw!ts?n 

^ f * , ba * misery it was . But there won t be any more wars now 

The workers have got a bit wiser. Besides, the Germans won't go [o waT 

They ve got workers in their country also. Do you think they would allow 

He was accustomed to going to bed early and getting up at five o’clock 

r; i ,r"“n and H **?• Hc ' n ^ 

of a child d ff h Doudou s little bed. And his face was like that 
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was^uTt and D^h^Th* 0 ^ 3 ^ 0 slowly as durin 8 that winter. Paris 
menu of pasl atorv 8 |'n ^ ^ Dece . mber twll 'ght shrouded the monu- 
marrons jacfs still pavi ,^ „ ° P W ' nd ° WS the multi-coloured dolls and 
revellers still roamed aimut^hi^ 10 " ° f 3 peaceful Christmas. A few lonely 

midinette But the smrit nf'nhr' 1 - 6615 ’ purs ^ ln8 the Muse or some confiding 
Everv morn „ Fhl kJ ° bllvi0n seemed to have descended on the city 

insubordinate "delraphisu'and'sUm^Th S,8ned , the deCreeS d,smissin 8 

<■“«? rr, b „v» b “' h “»' 

totoset.^Thelfule farmin’ whknereHh" 16 ^^- C b ?niberlain with a gold 
market!” But when Chamberlafn ^ boast ^ ,1 y* ^ s the very best on the 
the railway station and booed him^Thk 0 Par !u* l ^ e workers gathered at 
people. Afterwards all was quiet^r.iTa W *f the aSt lntervent, °“ of the 
ceasing. In the prisons mechanics ™r 8 u and m f gistrates worked without 

workers varnished chocolate^boxes* ki the prisom. ^ ° ther industnal 
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Legrais was taken to the court from hospital. Two gendarmes stood 
on either side of him. He began his defence with the words: “I accuse 
Daladier . . The president said quietly: “Take him away,” and five 
minutes later he began droning the sentence: “In accordance with the law 
of the 19th of July . . . Legrais Jacques ... is sentenced to hard labour.. •..” 

At a meeting of the Radical Party, Fouget’s friends demanded the 
resignation of the Government. Smiling jauntily, Tessa answered: “The 
resignation of the Government would lead to war with our powerful neigh¬ 
bour.” After spending the evening over an atlas he had dinner with one of 
the deputies and during that solemn interval between the cheese and the 
pear he said: “You’ll see, the Germans will go East! There’s oil there, 
my dear chap. And do you know what oil is ? It’s the blood of this age.” 

Ribbentrop came on a visit to Paris. As a precaution, the police cleared 
the streets and the visitor was presented with a fantastic picture: the red 
winter sun over the empty Place de la Concorde. He said politely: “Pans 


has particularly pleased me this time. ...” . 

The Italian divisions were approaching Barcelona. The deputies held a 
meeting and decided to send Senator Berard to General Franco. Tessa 
welcomed this decision and said: “It’s time to dispel any misunderstandings I 
Villard spoke at a meeting. He deplored the fate of the Czech women 
and the Catalonian children. He said the Government had attacked tne 
working class unjustly, and then he exclaimed with a sob in his voice. u 
republic is the last bulwark of liberty in enslaved Europe ! There was a 
round of half-hearted applause. Then Duchesne, the old watchman oi tne 
‘Seine’ factory, who was sitting in the front row, got up and said. wno 
going to die for this bulwark ? Only the saints and the tarts. But the sain 

are in heaven and the tarts never die.” cmile- 

When Tessa was told about Duchesne s retort, he said with a. smu • 

“Whatever you may say, the French are a witty people. I m not airai 

Ducane’s croaking. We’re not Czechs.” . H himself 

Nevertheless, Tessa often had fits of despondency. He asked himseu 

why he had loaded himself with this burden. The ^mmimwts were s:ho tmg. 

‘Death to Tessa !’ Ducane had taken up the story of the letter to n 

and was yelling about ‘A German spy in the Chamber! Even the I»r|» 

mentary commissions were grumbling and demanding the lifting 


^ViUarTcalled on Tessa on behalf of the Commission for Labour. 

“I defended you at a workers’ meeting a few days ago * L :’ ck The 

interrupted me and wanted to lynch me. You ve 1 

Government is more unpopular than ever.” 9 ? 

Tessa shrugged his shoulders. “But who is popular ? You^tm , 

Breteuil ? It’s all nonsense ! I’ll tell you who .be in the 
Personally, I’m sorry I took your place. It s far more peace! to ^ 

opposition at present. You say: Stop the repressio .. nists y st0 p their 
What do you take me for ? A wild beast ? But let the S “ s P etting 

camnaitm We’re doing our best to arrange peace, but tneyreup 
everything. Yt’s far better to send a few thousands than m sen j 

millions to the slaughter. They want a preventive war, but my idea, na 

-%£; «*!>«• ■<“ i— *«■ “ ta ' ltere " ef 
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aud said as he looked at Tessa with his mild unseeing eyes: “Do you really 
believe in peace ?” 

“What shall I say ? There’s a chance that the Germans may go East. 
In that case we’re safe for twenty years. One may miscalculate. I’m fond of 
a gamble myself, but at present we happen to be the cards; we’re shuffled 
and dealt out. An atrocious profession ! I envy the unemployed; they 
sleep under the bridge and have nothing to think about. Auguste, we don’t 
live. We haven’t time to concentrate. When Amalie died ...” 

His voice quavered. He remembered the two candles and the lilies. And 

Villard experienced a change of feeling towards him. He had never liked 

Tessa. He looked upon him as a business-man. Now he saw in him a man 

who was dear to his own heart. They had grown up on the same books. 

They loved the same pictures. And both of them had sacrificed themselves 

ior nothing and lost their spiritual fire in debating, voting and playing the 

rough parliamentary game. He went up to Tessa and shook his hand 
warmly: 

“I understand. 1, too, am lonely.” 

They forgot about the vote of the Commission and the fate of France. 
The two old men gave themselves up to their personal sorrows. Viljard 
complained: “Once upon a time there were monasteries. People used to 
u U -t themselves up, read, think on the mysteries of the universe and water 
their flowers. But now there’s no place of refuge anywhere.” 

But Tessa quickly changed the subject. Wnat good to him were such 
dismal thoughts ? “Don’t say that,” he said gaily. “The day before yesterday 
I went to the Folies Bergeres. One must admit, the girb are a marvellous 
invention ! Of course, one can’t have the same approach to it as to choreo¬ 
graphy. It isn t Pavlova . . . But when they leap about, well really it 
honestly makes me feel I’m alive.”^ 
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R .J eS fu WaS n n0W -P, oking to ^ Right for support. He tried to win over 
ureteuil but Breteuil became daily more exacting and insisted on the resigna- 

V? n ® . • an ^?P * w. 1 ? sporting club’s dinner, Breteuil said: “Alas, the Jew 
Mandel is still a Minister ! He is trying to make us quarrel with Germany.” 

RretPMiMc , n r d ^ his re «rets to Mandel: “What can you expect? 

fanatic. He has an Oriental mind. He wasn’t born in Lorraine 

Tn SrpSi, Bu Cartesians - Th at sort of thing is quite alien to us.” 

about Mande? S ThP i YeS ’ yes ’- there ’ s a good deal of truth ^ y Qur remarks 
about Mandel. The Jews remain an alien body.” 

W ? rded b £- the shadovv of OrandeL The man went about 
friend “ And^T^L ^ .^ 1S captivating way and murmuring: “My dear 
inn?’* rr^H d iT. sa sa,d himself: ‘Perhaps he wants to ensnare me 
a , b ?f ame , }hc darling of the Paris drawing-rooms. He gave 

a l^ture to a fashionab e audience at ‘L’Ambassadeur* on the subject of 

v r orld and struggle against Bolshevism.’ He was 
med hy the newsreel cameramen. He went about everywhere, smilin g and 
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casually dropping the hint: “You know, the Ukraine is really worth studying. 
Yesterday I read the life of Mazeppa. It’s most interesting and instructive !” 
Tessa did not know who Mazeppa was, but he was suspicious of everything 
Grandel said. From time to time he remembered Kilmann’s letter, but more 
often he thought to himself: ‘Grandel is aiming at becoming a Minister. 
I must be more careful with him !’ 

Breteuil continued to back Grandel. Nobody would have dreamed there 
had been any misunderstanding between them. Fouget’s assertions were 
now taken up by Ducane. Everywhere he was heard warning people to 
beware of Grandel. When they asked him whether he had any evidence, 
he said: “No ! But I feel it.” He no longer passed the time of day with 
Breteuil and left the Party. The Right wing attacked him, calling him a 
‘degenerate,’ a ‘revenge-monger,’ a ‘national-Bolshevik.’ But his personal 
integrity had given him the reputation of an honest patriot, and this was not 
easily shattered. Many of Breteuil’s friends continued to meet Ducane, and 
disruption began to spread in what had hitherto been a disciplined 
Party. 

General Picard became alarmed at Ducane’s agitation and went to see 
Brejeuil. “I don’t have any secrets from you,” he said. “But this man 
Grandel comes to me with questions about our armaments. How can I 
trust him ?” 

“Grandel is working with me.” 

“Yes, but you know what’s being said about him. We’re not in 1936 
with Blum at the head of France. If war breaks out, it’s we who’ll have to 


be responsible for it.” . 

Breteuil fumbled nervously with the table-cloth. “It’s a very compli¬ 
cated game,” he said. “And a dangerous one; I don’t deny that. Were 
incapable of winning by ourselves. We’ve only got to yield and then we II 
have the Popular Front again. Of course, if I could, I’d choose other allies. 
After all, I’m a Lorrainer. But we’ve got no choice. The British are like 
gods on Olympus. We’re just pawns in their game; they’ll pay with our 
Tunisia or Indo-China. Besides, it’s easy for them to talk about a Tripartite 
Pact, when they’ve got only one Communist in Parliament. Yes, yes, only 
one ! But look what we’ve got ! I look at it from the national point or 
view The Germans want to take advantage of us. That’s quite under¬ 
standable. But France is a single body. It can’t be broken into pieces* 
The infection hasn’t affected the framework. Therefore, the very opposite 
will happen: it’s we who’ll take advantage of the Germans, not they or us. 
You understand me ? The war menace will give us the chance to get n 
of the Communists. Victory will be on the side of the one who says; to 
the people: ‘Peace !’ But Hitler won’t dare to make war; after all, our 
army is something to be reckoned with. However, you know that bette 


“I no longer know anything,” said Picard. “I’m afraid our army won 
stand up to the blow. It’s not a question of armaments, though even on 
that score I have my doubts. I’ve just been talking to our attache who was 
in Spain. He’s got a very high opinion of the German air force. Bui 
reoeat it’s not a question of that. The morale is low. The officers don 
want to fight. And it’s hardly likely they will want to even if the circumstanc^ 
demand it. You reckon on retreating to a certain limit. But I don t kqo 
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if we 11 be able to hold out even there. The army is a living thing It’s an 
organism.” 

Picard got excited; the army was something very close to his heart. 
But Breteuil, having expounded his plan, remained quite calm. He had 
said everything he had to say. The only thing he failed to mention was the 
question of Grandel’s contact with Kilmann. But that was a detail. Of 
course the game was complicated. How many times had Breteuil hesitated 
but he was sustained by his belief in God—in Providence. He always 
remembered the Shepherdess of Lorraine, who was sent by God Almmhtv 
to save France. No, France would not perish. ° 

Shortly after his talk with Picard, Breteuil insisted on Tessa’s issuing a 
dema of the rumours about Grandel. “These rumours defaming Grande! 
can all be traced back to Ducane,” he said. “He’s an irresponsible fellow 
But your name is constantly being mentioned. The question of that forgery 
has been dragged out into the open again. You’ve got to put a stop 

Tessa was obstinate. “I don’t affirm anything,” he said, “but I’ve no 
intention of denying anything either. What’s it got to do with me’ 

Besides I ve no feelings of sympathy towards Grandel. I’ll tell you can- 
d‘dly—he doesn t tnspire me with confidence.” 1 

“And do you think I have any liking for Grandel? He’s a money-grub¬ 
bing adventurer and a gigolo into the bargain. If I had a daughter I cer¬ 
tain y wouldn t give her to Grandel. But we’re dealing with a question of 

aglin^’rr^nHil 31 ^ 11 ® ‘. kC n Wh ° ' S 'i Wh ° is carryin 6 on 'his campaign 
against Grandel—Fouget, Ducane; and the Communists are behind them 

uS tMr p°ans.'” Ve P ° PU ' ar Fr ° nL lf you refute the sender, we’li 

“That’s all very well,” said Tessa, “but I’m far from being convinced that 

very^unwhofesome'afifa? e > f . wccn ourselves ’ 1 ‘hink Grandel is mixed up in a 

‘‘Impossible. But have you got any evidence?” 
tN o • 

™ siss; ss sriis- gsx 

sff TtortSJi as "” , ' n do,oor you ' Now '~ k - 

R,oM e H Sh °T d I eSSa a ' etter which D "cane had sent round to some of the 
!!nfv n^r PUtl ^ S | d K mai ? dlng r an mvestl g a Bon of the financial resources not 
amongsuhem-Sssa ° f everyon c implicated in the ‘Kilmann affair’ and 

Aftpf JhP”. l ° cough indignation: “Good God, what villainy 
™p A £k£"l W “ “ Sy “ ■“ Tessa's signature t’oTfe, 

Munich, the collapse of the strike, 
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declaration. As they used to say in the old days—one more victory like 
that, and everything will go to the devil!” 

“What will go to the devil ?” 

“What ? Why, France.” 

Paulette took no interest in politics. The only things she ever read in 
the papers were the murder cases and the serials, but she had been brought 
up in the cult of Joan of Arc, Napoleon, Hugo and Verdun. She looked 
horrified at Tessa. But he was shaking with laughter. 

“What are you laughing for ?” 

“It’s better than weeping,” said Tessa meekly. “I’m tired. I’ve got a 
right to a little recreation. Now don’t be annoyed, my little kitten. I was 
only joking. It’s impossible for France to coDapse. That won’t happen 
before the world comes to an end.” 


24 

Wishing to influence the policy of Daladier and Tessa, the Spanish 
Government refused to help the international brigade. The Paris L° ra ‘ 
mune’ battalion was languishing in a tiny Catalonian village near the ‘ r0D ‘ 
tier, as the men were not allowed to enter France. The peasant wotne 
scrubbed their washing in the little stream and gathered pale winter salads. 
Life seemed to be at peace. Suddenly, like whirlwinds ot dust belore 

storm, the refugees began to pour in. trnnns 

The people of Barcelona had taken to flight as the Moorish troops 

approached the town. The peasants left the countryside, k 

mules and goats before them, or killing their cattle. Sideboards and ducken 
coops jolted on the carts, while the women walked alongside carrying 
bundles. Then the soldiers began to flee. Boxes of ammunition we 
lying by the roadside. Artillerymen dragged the guns And a* 1 the 
the Fascist planes bombed the roads, and little children squatted in 

craters, clasping to their the toys they had managed t° sa y g- 

The TeiTiEed peOpleTlteamed towards the distant dim blue mountains 

beyond which lay France. But Tessa told the French press* tryw' 
admit the refugees. I don’t like blackmail and the Communists are tryin 

to blackmail us with compassion.” So the frontier was dose . , up 

A few commanders still tried to organize resistance. TJby 
the flagging spuits of the men and brought back the 
frontier and put them to shame. Tiny newspapers came o 
for courage and calm. The Government Ministries and another. 

led a nomadic life, moving every da y fro ™ ° n ^° | ”„ t ‘! 1( . w?i j an bombers 
Underwood typewriters clattered in the sheds and barns. halconied 

bombed Figueras, the last town of the republic, sha .H*™8 j among 
houses and murdering the refugees. And the mutilated bo y 

thS The’lasumeeting of the Cortes took place in a cellar- ^deputies 
covered with the dust of the roads, unshaven and tired. TJf it eyes w 
^ from sleepless nights. Negrin made a speech. He spoke of the holy 
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war ol the Spanish people, the barbarity of Hitler and Mussolini and the 

heartlessness of France, who refused to allow the women and the wounded 

to enter the country. Several times during his speech he was obliged to 

cover his face with his hands. Some old man had laid a carpet on the 

stairs leading down into the cellar. “After all, it’s the Cortes,” he explained. 

And all around were burning villages that had been set on fire by the 
bombs. 


When the sound ot the cannonade reached the village where the French 
battalion was quartered, Michaud said: “They’re coming and how » 
Don’t let them take us alive ! Fall in !” 

The battalion went out. They helped to evacuate munitions and beat 
on a tank attack. For an hour there was a lively interlude: it was war 
again. They were sustained by the spirit of Madrid, Teruel and the Ebro, 
and tor a tew last hours the ghost of victory turned up again. But in the 

° 1 u C ^ r drove U P to battalion headquarters. The hood was riddled with 

bullet holes. A pale adjutant with his arm in a sling, called out: “To-morrow 
ihe last units must cross the frontier.” 

Michaud actually screamed with anger; he considered the fight had only 
US V b vf 8 r n ' tuning their rage, the Frenchmen turned towards the north. 

Ihe frontier region was like a vast camp. For two weeks the refugees 
nad been waiting lor the frontier to be opened. They killed the last sheep, 
and burnt cupboards, archives, rags, boxes, and trunks of linen. Why did 
they bring all these goods and chattels with them ? The night was cold 
and the women warmed themselves around the camp fires. The donkeys 
brayed. A trumpet sounded in the stillness. y 

The military authorities told Daladier that if the Spaniards were obliged 
co defend themselves right up to the frontier, the fighting might easily cross 

r^ r *f DCh H eml0ry - . S ° Da,ad J er ordered the^fronTier To be opened 

rhro ?ah° ^ CnC lf rme ^ an ° sold,ers » for the most Senegalese, filtered the people 
through, searching them and taking away their arms, their cattle and part of 

their belongings. In Perpignan the police did a brisk trade in ‘cantured 
booty ’ especially revolvers, typewriters and watches. P ed 

init Th, c r l C ° mmUn u battalion was far from looking like a defeated 
init. The soldiers marched in step with their rifles slung over their shoulders 

men ^ h ° were barrin § the way shouted something the French- 

f o d .„.,u y sis s "” e,le “ 

"h&ss gs hii=„"&-- rr b o "aw“wh? f ; iend 

-hem _Spaniards and* Sv^des °‘ hers were along with 

the breast, professors of the Ro ai }^ ? erb ?» vvomen with children at 
casi, proressors of the Barcelona University, village children, poets. 
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shepherds and the gravely wounded. Those who lagged behind were driven 
on by the Senegalese who used the butts of their rifles. 

Behind the barbed wire fences the people were jumbled together like 
sheep in a pen. The cold north wind blew the sand into their faces Towards 
evening it began to rain. There was no shelter anywhere. They were told 
they were going to be given some bread but nobody brought any. The camp 
was right on the seashore and the breakers rumbled on the beach the whole 
night long. From time to time came the sound of shooting in the distance. 

Tessa’s friend, Piroux the deputy, arrived from Paris. He sat in the 
customs house waiting for the Spanish Fascists the whole day long. When 
through field-glasses he caught sight of the red and yellow flag his face 
beamed with pleasure. A quarter of an hour later he gave his visiting card 
to the Spanish General and said: “I congratulate you on your magnificent 
victory.” The General answered with a condescending smile. 

Days went by. The prisoners in the camp were tortured with hunger. 
The water from the shallow well smelt of urine. Tourists began to arrive. 
They gazed at the Spaniards as though they were wild beasts in a menagerie. 
Every night the corpses of those who had died of dysentery or pneumonia 

were carted away. « 

Perpignan was a gay, happy-go-lucky town where people had eaten 

almond nougat, drunk strong ‘rancio’ wine, listened enraptured to the 
military music in the squares and voted for the Popular Front. Now tney 
were hunting for people in Perpignan. The schools were turned into prison • 
The police were looking for Spaniards. In vain the Spanish women, who 
were used to going bare-headed, spent their last pennies on the tin y £ 
which were the fashion that winter: their tear-stained eyes gave them 


O tlf If • 

Many French men and women concealed the Spaniards in their attics, 
wine cellars, bathing huts and shepherds’ shelters. Thousands of d 
people went up to the mountain passes and guided the refugees by untam 

P It was a melancholy evening in the camp. A gendarme struck a 
Spaniard in the face. He could not bar the insult and hanged hi ms ^ 
All the prisoners were in low spirits. Then the daily a,, °wanc 
was reduced again. All they got now was fifty grammes. Michaud ga ^ 
his share to Fernandez, a Spanish drawing-master who had command 

“It’s a disgrace !” said Michaud. “It’s not so bad for you. You are 

responsible for this. But I’m a Frenchman.’’ • the g rs t 

Fernandez said naively: “I was never abroad before. This is tn 

“I’m only sorry you can’t see other people, our comrades. 11 ^ s t^ tm^ 

I’m telling you. There are other‘ are th^ ; Weca||ed 


divisions the ‘Munich Divisions.’ You know what our troume.s:-^,- 
got an easy life in France. People have forgotten ah about tte war 

They say to themselves: ‘The trouble s all over. It won t 8 to0 

We’re wiser now.’ As if reason could save you from disaster 1 They l 
well They eat well, the girls are pretty, they ve got the sea and the m 
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tarns, gardens and cates everywhere, and the climate is neither too hot nor 
too cold. And so they’ve not only begun to be afraid of trouble but to 
despise it. Twenty years ago they despised the Russians. I was a child at 
the time but 1 remember it quite well. They used to laugh and say: ‘The 
Russians want to change the whole world, and they haven't got any trousers 
or n ‘ 3r j eac ^ themselves!* Now they despise the Spaniards and say: ‘They 
talked about dignity and said they didn’t want to “live on their knees,” 
and now they’ve had to come and ask us to give them refuge.’ What a base 
philosophy ! And they don’t see the danger. They don’t set any store on the 
simple feelings ol triendship and fidelity. It seems to me that only great 
s ™ n 8 save France. Great human suffering.” 

Thousands of stars twinkled above them, and a threatening murmur came 
irom the sea. The time of the March gales was at hand. 


25 

Joliot looked at the photograph and smiled. The young actress had had 
nersep photographed wearing a gas-mask. Her low-cut dress afforded a good 
view ol her Jeminine attraction, but her face in the mask looked like a pig’s 
snout, and Joliot said to his secretary: “The star Honk-honk. We’ll print 
that. By the way, to-day is Mardi Gras.” 

_ up ? n tl . me ^ ardl Gras was a holiday. Joliot remembered the 

doulevards ’ the wh,te robes of the pierrots and the glittering 
f th , e harlequins, the boleros, the plaits, the black velvet masks trimmed 

KiSLrtSi and ,f he coloured confetti. Later on the carnival began to die out. 
So . ’ lhere was 81,11 some semb, ance of' masquerade on Mardi Gras; 

h^rHT Ummen ; w ! nt round the <****' childre ° ,n masks with false no>es 

s d -^ dS H r ^ d t ° U . 1 \ hQ l treets \ But what had il come to now * f he 

narhnf Lh k * , Jo,, °! h ? aved a heavy sigh—he did everything with 

excess fhelr Pe ° P , C ° f hlm ’ he a,ways said: “ ln Pans P eo P le 

pr ,^?^hetr reason. In Marseilles they express their feelings !” 

Governmem\ ago l ng splendidly; he was getting large sums from the 
saDDhir^neiki^ U ? ds ' u He overw helmed his wife with presents: a 
Madame R^m?;r a CaSkel w u h,c u h accord,n S 1° th e experts had belonged to 
Joliot sunnnrt^H a ? airn which bad won a first prize at Cruft's m London. 

lo£s and w^rv-^?. H Pa u k ° f paras,tes out-of-work journalists, Marseilles 
Anarchists. NnhnHv Cd s ^f rpe T s » w h° !° r some reason called themselves 

Depmiermadiecf^o hin? W u*? SUe Joliot for defama <ion of character, 
to his ^secret an!^ d ‘ d,ned w,t h ambassadors and said disdainfully 

sympa^heucf^besidt? * ab ° Ul Ruman,a ! The Hungarians are far more 

his new P tie-Dhi hlS an U ^r S iiH e began t0 look older and rather faded - Even 
atmearanee P h7u!® merald parrot with a ruby eye-failed to brighten his 

said to himselF ‘I d^n^unde ^ t! J e com P 1,cated § ame of his patrons. He 
Tela m h, d . -w ndersland myself whal 1 wnte *’ 

Make^awee ^h^th^ nt , e Up H 1101 * OD the weakoess of the Red Army. 

gree with the statement of the Italian attache.” Two days later 
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Tessa put forward another demand: “1 want you to stress the point that the 

military resources of Russia are inexhaustible.” 

This morning he was again rung up by Tessa. “The international situation 
is becoming serious. These are the ides of March. It’s important for us to 
maintain communications with the colonies. But Central and Eastern 

Europe is not our concern.” , 

Joliot began: ‘As M. Marcel Deat has so well expressed it, we dont 
want to die for Danzig. . . .’ What was he to write after that? Then he had 
an inspiration, screwed up his right eye and wrote furiously: ‘We don’t want 

to die for Warsaw, for Belgrade, for Bucharest-’ He threw himself back 

exhausted. The main thing was to dish it up properly. The word ‘die 
would have to be printed in big letters. And underneath the article he would 
put the photograph of Honk-honk. 

He lunched with Gezier, the editor of La Republique. As a sweet they 
had pancakes soaked in maraschino. “It’s all the most terrible nonsense, 
said Gezier gaily, with his mouth full. “Chamberlain is said to have ottered 
Tunisia to the Italians. And Bonnet shouts: ‘We’d better give them Malta . 
It’s a regular brothel ! Daladier said to me yesterday: ‘Not a word about 
collective security.’ To-morrow we’re publishing a leading article on tne 
Jewish menace. By the way, it was written by a Jew. I tell you, it s a regular 

brothel!” hllf 

They drank some armagnac. Gezier was in a hurry to get away, dui 

Joliot walked back to the office in order to get a breath of air. He saia t 
himself: ‘Gezier is a scoundrel and a lool ! What has Malta got 
it ? Is Malta in Europe ?’ He walked along the Boulevard Wagram as mr 
as the Place de l’Etoile. The weather was fickle. Whenever ffiesuncame 
out, everything brightened up. The buds of the chestnut trees. opened ana 
the women looked prettier. Then the cold wind blew up lowclouds anda 
wintry rain began to fall. When he reached the square Joliot pp 
tomb of the Unknown Soldier. It was the same as always-a pale fiam^ 
wreaths, provincial visitors. Over the tomb rose the great ar . 
always had an emotional effect on Joliot. Sometimes he too j 

sometimes he whistled the Marseillaise. Like most people of toff™™"* 
he looked on the years of the war as the years of youth and spuiual mtegr^ 
He even recalled with warm affection the sergeant s bawling voice, the > , d 
in which he lay for two months with typhus, the sickening feeing ana co^ 
chill before going over the top, when the troops were• jpveniDofleewwm 

and how they eagerly clutched at the hot tin mug. He 

comrades: dumpy little Domier, short-sighted Deval and jovial Clement 

he was killed, poor chap. , 0 .. . ? Whv not ? And 

Who was buried under the arch ? Maybe, Clement. y. opnerals, 

Clement was having flowers brought to him milsic outof a jew’s 

ambassadors, Tessa. Poor Clement, couldn t he knock music out 

harp ! And he wanted to marry a girl from Marseilles. Danzig.’ 

Joliot remembered the words: We dont v/anl to The girl 

a'asasJsssiS'i* zw w* A 

w«« —« 

ired of thinking. An article had been sent in by the Mims y 
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was entitled: ‘Italy—the bulwark of Latin culture in the Near East.’ Honk- 
honk grimaced on the front page. Outside in the street the newspaper women 
were wailing with a nasal twang: “Fifth edition ! We don’t want to die.” 

After finishing work for the day, Joliot went to a cabaret. They had long 
been inviting and imploring him to come. A young male singer with a 
heavily painted face was singing: 

‘If only we live till to-morrow, 

We don’t care a damn what’s ahead !’ 


public took up the refrain: “We don’t care a damn what’s ahead f ” 
Then another actor, remembering it was Shrove Tuesday, came on the stage 
wearing a mask—a white mask, with a sharp beak and black holes for the 
eyes. Somebody in the hall called out: “It’s Death.” Someone else said • 
Nonsense ! It’s Tessa. That’s his nose.” 

Joliot got bored with the ridiculous show and went home. His wife was 
sitting in the dining-room reading a newspaper. She never asked Joliot 
about his business, being far too preoccupied with her own affairs. She was 
always busy with dressmakers, sales and fashions. But of late she couldn’t 
help thinking to herself: ‘Good Lord ! What do they really mean in the 
newspapers ?' She ventured to say to her husband: “1 don’t understand ” 

Joliot waved his hands. “Do you think I know? They’re up to some 
game. Maybe, they’re not even that, but only pretending to be. I used to 
admire their cleverness, but now I don’t know. Sometimes I think they’re 
out of their wits with fear.” 

His wife kept staring at him. Then she asked in a whisper: “You’re 

not taking anything from the Germans ? I’m worried. They can shoot 
people for that.” 3 uul 


Joliot began to shout. “You’re out of your mind ! What on earth nut 
that idea into your head? Who do you think gives me anything 7 Whv 
our own people, Frenchmen, the Government!” 5 * y ‘ 

And suddenly he started muttering: “To die for Paris. Poor Clement <" 
Mme Joliot could not understand what on earth he meant 


26 

“How are you ?” 

“Not too bad. And you ?” 

Desscr passed on without listening to the rest. Suddenly he thought- 
whatever would it be like if we all answered truthfully ? There would be 

C ,° nfessl0ns of woe fears. But it was^ust a formula l£ 

Tessas speeches, prayers in church and lovers’ vows. Probablv there 

“ “• lf «"*“»« »*»0 

were floShTnr CWcLo 6 ^ ^ 00 th , C decIine ‘ A » •>» business affairs 

IBs^iuSrefwUh Daladier a h' Llverp ° o1 waited as before for his orders. 

episodes MomiCTV thoueh» d thf, n eCCheS before the strike remained casual 
episodes. Montigny thought that Desser was merely ‘trying to be original/ 
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And Tessa nodded his head admiringly and said: “That’s a clever man ! 
He’ll dish them all. He’s got the devil of an eye ... !” 

But Desser didn't see anything. He went on with the game but the seat 
opposite him was empty—he was playing with a dummy. Events now seemed 
to him to be like a convulsion of nature. He was reading at night a long 
history of Byzantium, and it made him laugh, as everybody knew what was 
wrong but nobody was abie to prevent disaster. 

Of course Munich was the only way out. Of course it was necessary to 
come to an agreement by all means. But how ? And with whom ? With 
the hurricane ? Marvels ! Marvels ! 

Until he was fifty Desser had never had any serious illness. He drank a 
good deal, smoked incessantly, and never got enough sleep. He began to 
ail all of a sudden. He was very touchy about his health and listened atten¬ 
tively to what the doctors had to say, but he was too bored to carry out their 
prescriptions and went on living as before in his old haphazard, enervating 
way. He even took to drinking more than ever. He was afraid of dying. 
At night he would get into his sports car and driye on and on miles away 
from Paris; then he would stop at some little roadside cafe, drink white wine 
with the railway workers and talk about the weather. # , . 

Like many other people Desser was saved by the very inertia of his 
thoughts, mental reactions and behaviour. He went on with his financia 
operations, opened a couple of new factories and took part in the negotiations 
with Rome. He did all this without any enthusiasm, but he found comjor 
in working. It was much easier than thinking about the decline and rail 

Byzantium, angina pectoris or loneliness. 

In the hope of finding a few moments of forgetfulness he even went 
see Jeannette. He did not admit he was in love with ‘that crack-brain 
girl.’ And after spending the evening with her, he felt even more Ione, y 
before. “It’s still not the right thing,’’ he told himself on the way horn • 

But he didn’t even know himself what he really wanted. 

They saw quite a lot of each other. They used to go to the little ca 

in the outskirts of Paris. Sometimes he would take her in his car a. o g 
wet, deserted roads, rushing along at nearly ninety miles an hour and in ecu ^s 
her with his own restlessness. Then he would drive her t oack and ki n 

hand ceremoniously when they parted. He was relieved whenev Z^mess kept 
tiresome telegram waiting for him or when the piles o[urgem busme *5 

him at his writing-table, stopping him from thinking; 

his emotions seemed like a convulsion of nature which no mental calcuiai 

Wer Desser^called S for*Jeminette at the studio. He had 

on the radio. Somehow he felt it wasn t the right thing; she wouldnt quest 0 

him about the Stock Exchange ! He was asked to wait and was shown inm 

an empty room with heavy red blinds. He heai rd ^ nnett \L V n °{f^ f scho^ 
reading some poetry. He thought he remembered having seen it in .a sc 

anthology of verse: 



‘Even Death admits thy mighty sway. 

And earth scarce holds the power of love. 
Together we’ll find the ship of oblivion 
And roam about the Elysian fields.’ 




# 




He didn’t hear any more; depression, like a thick fog, descended on 
aim. 

Jeannette came in. “You recited nicely,” he said. 

She laughed. “It was an advertisement. A dye for eyelashes.” 

W6nt °u' ‘, oge u ther - A ‘'Sht rain was beginning to fall, 'she asked: 
What do you think about war ?’ She remembered the talk that had been 

F.p" 8 n °" the st . udl °- Desser would probably know. But all he said was: 
i m not an oracle. 

A woman in a tattered old-fashioned cape was walking alongside them 
She was carrying a lot of parcels and bags and muttering to herself: “I’d 

“She\ m min n - er | n h t0 h r S , gU,,e u There ’ s a fine to-do r Desser whispered: 
She s mad They felt embarrassed and hurried to the car. Desser did 

£Lf~ the self ‘5t art ^ r al once; he sat for a moment as though dazed. 
Then they were off. Green and red lights flashed througi the streaming 

out d the S raiI h H e hea h d '' amps poured a ' et of light into the darkness, picking 
out the ram-drenched trees. Desser drove Jeannette to his house in the 

mouth S the ^whole'way '* She "“«* » £& S 

When they got there he offered her some brandy. 

■ . “ avea *° warm yourself up,” he said. “You recited very well 
indeed. You ought to go on the stage. You remember you said vour 
manager had no money. That’s a mere trifle.” y 

She shook her head: “No. I can’t act now. When you speak vou must 
believe every word. U you don’t, then the audience doesn’t Se U e.Ther 
Then there s a silence in the theatre, and one’s voice seems to get lost Ynn 
don t understand ? I’m lost loo. Once upon a.tune lbelieved Then I was 

SS5£'£, H '.f “ «— « 1 * '■»» 

She went out into the garden. There was a smell of earth and wet |«, m 
Spring was coming on with a rush, and the patter of the ramdron sn^H^' 

ir&r'ssr&tjrzsa sjsm; af£3« 

rHi 

-JSsEnnss.* 1 Sffls r *«.. ^ 

‘In the iand where the golden spring is eternal 

free from a11 care and woe 
Where, fed by the hand of fertile nature, 

The fruit on the golden tree hangs low. 

There on the shore in gentle play 

Or roaming in the myrtle grove. 

Even in the tents of paradise 

We U never forget the vow of love.’ * 
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Suddenly Desser asked: “Jeannette, why all this sadness T 
“It isn’t sadness. The sadness is at Fleury—our tree. Or in the poetry. 
But this is despair. You remember the mad woman ? You’re lost too, 

Desser. I know now/’ 

As she said this she kissed him. , 

They went back to Paris in the morning. Jeannette couldn t make out 
why the papers made so much fuss of Desser. They thought he was all- 
nowerful. They called him the ‘uncrowned king/ And m reality he was 
destitute. His heart was empty. And he had come to her. How ridiculous 
to think he could find salvation with her ! She was sorry for him on account 
of his boyishness. And he was sorry for her too. But you couldn t buna up 
love on pity. What about poetry ? It was an advertisement for lace-creams, 
vacuum-cleaners and oblivion. / She would never be an actress. And she 
would never marry him either: When he suggested it, she laughed No, 
she had no desire to become an ‘uncrowned queen. It was a good 
had his own business to attend to. Presently he d be going off to work, 
just like a workman. He’d sit down at his desk and reckon in millions. Why 
couldn’t he see that she was just as much a beggar as himself. She ha been 
plundered. She had given something ot 1 .ersell to Figet and Lucien An 
now she was empty. Yesterday it wasn’t herself^at foke-'t ttera^, 

and Ronsard. It was only when she was with Andre that she was 
free from guile and unconscious of pity. Andre lived like her PmP . 

,o field.” Only they were drifting in different directions. No dou the ^ 

were many people like them. She had read ^T^/ofAnd^ ? Simply 
were ’poisoned with art/ But why did she think only ot Anar 

because she was in love with him. . , f And s u e turned at once 

This was the first time she admitted it to herseU. And any 

to Desser and said: “I’m in love with someone else 11 again, 

difference. 1 don’t see him and I don t think I shal e 

“KT-SSi' officially- He stopped .be cat aud Used 

"“'You've touched me,” be said. " Y “'™ t.rS 

It’s a pity you don’t want to go on the stage. Anyway, 

"S; her to her dab They™!.a-J- » 

evening and parted. Everythmg became clear at once, it was e 
a “Ser read the cable; the German troops were in Prague. Suddenly^ 

began to laugh out loud. Then he got thebottle from the time it 

^?U-ffiey would bud d« ship of 

oblivion together. 
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“I often saw you there. The hills are red and there isn’t even a bush. 
And the air is heavy and thick. It’s so hot. And suddenly I felt you were 
next to me and I was putting my arms round you. Ah, Denise, why mustn't 
I talk about it ? I’m talking about love ! Don’t you understand ?” 

Denise said nothing, but kissed him ail the harder. 

I used to think it was terrible to die—according to what everybody says. 
No, it s quite simple. It s even wonderful. Dike now. Everything was hard 
to understand, but it wasn’t terrible. It was defeat that was terrible. You 
had a horrible feeling. You didn’t want to talk to anyone. But death’s 
another matter. That’s your own affair inside yourself.” 

“I used to lie awake at night in prison,” said Denise’ “I could hear the 
shooting. But I knew they wouldn’t kill you. It sounds silly, but I knew it. 
They couldn t kill you. I was with you ail the time.” 

“Denise !” 

“What?” * 


“Nothing.” 

There were red asters on the wall-paper. They must have been blooming 
for nearly a century already but still they hadn’t faded. Why was that 
portrait of a mustachio’d marshal hanging on the wall ? And on the mantel¬ 
piece was a money-box a dwarl in a red bonnet. It was a casual room 
with casual furmtur . Others might live there all their lives. But for these 
two it was just a halting-place. For an hour, for a week-it was all the same. 
But the asters wouldn t dare to fade. The marshal looked awkward and 
envious: he was biting his grey moustaches. Whom he conquered and where 
was forgotten with the school-books. The dwarf was empty: there wasn’t 
even a sou in his little belly If you flicked him on the nose he wouldn’t 
mind. Perhaps she d remember this dwarl when she was next in prison ? 
The walls there were white and dull; you looked at the cracks and you thought 

Cl0UdS ’ °l the face 01 a vik,ng * And Michaud in [he trenches 
would suddenly see a red aster. He’d stretch out his hand to pluck it and 

then a buUet ... But the bullet was sure to fly past him. ’ 

Michaud, you re really here ?” 

She felt his breath on her cheek but she wanted to hear his voice She 

C,iSP ^ aDd tned aU the tlme t0 rea ^ 

“Mlri!l e ?H they t ? egan to r ™ about the room like wanton children 
Michaud, you ve gone off your head ! What will they think below f 
And how ;< are you gotng out into the street ? Look at yourseh rn°me 

Obediently he looked. 

“Well ?” 


“But your eyes ? Don’t you see ? Oh, you lunatic 1” 
trying lor “» He frowned, 
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why Villard writes about death; their outlook is empty. And everybody’s 
laughing at the Government. I heard a man shout in the bus to-day: ‘You 
traitor, Daladier ! We’IJ smash them—I’ll say we will, and how !’ ” 

“Michaud, is it you ? Tell me, is it really you ?’’ 

“Luc Michaud. I confirm it. You know where 1 heard they’d arrested 
you? In Perpignan. You were already released, but I didn’t know it. I 
nearly went mad. 1 wanted to bash some ruddy police-spy on the head. 
I was very proud of you. What fine people we’ve got ! Thorez thinks they’re 
going to suppress the Party. That's Tessa’s line. But we’ve got everything 
ready for underground work. The skeleton organization is really strong. 
The main thing is not to upset communications. They’re sending me to 
St. Etienne to arrange everything... 

“When are you going?’’ 

“I don’t know yet. Maybe, to-morrow or Saturday.’* 

He put on his overcoat and cap and assumed a preoccupied air. Only 
his eyes still spoke of his happiness. They went out together and walked to 
the Metro. There were jostling crowds in the long dim tunnels. The air 
was warm and damp, and the trains thundered as they passed. On the tiled 
walls were enormous geese in ladies’ bonnets, skull-caps and fezzes—‘The 
best pate de foie gras' 

So to-morrow they would part again. It was impossible to talk now. 
There were too many people around. They could talk neither of love nor of 
underground political work. Everything was secret. But Denise was proud 
of Michaud’s courage, of the battles that lay ahead, and of her love. Michaud 
was unable to restrain himselt and whispered: “And how !” 

And how—that would be their password. They said good-bye to each 
other. Michaud went off in the train. Another red light faded away into 
the darkness. Denise hurried along, down, up, and then down again. The 
underground passages were complicated and tortuous. Everywhere was 
bustle, noise and indifference. Denise thought to herself: ‘We’ve put up 
with one separation, but how many lie ahead ?* Life was terrible when one 
had to wait all the time ! Later on, people would say to them: “May you 
be happy.’’ But it might be too late. No, it wasn’t really like that. They 
were young. They had oniy to wish and to wish strongly that everything 
would happen: their meeting, the revolution and their happiness. And Denise 
wished. She stood on the platform among the people, automatic 
and advertisements and whispered to herself: “And howi” Michau , 

Michaud !... 
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Andre’s studio was tidied up in the most unusual manner. The empty 
bottles had been taken away. The shabby old boots were hidden in h 
cupboard. The canvases were arranged in decent order along the wallSj 
The big table was bare except tor a texi-book of astronomy and a 
with a view of Rugen with sand-dunes and white clouds It had been se 
to Andre by the German who had amused him by telling him that he was 
fond of landscapes but was studying fish. The ichthyologist had only writt 
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the word ‘Greetings,' but Andre immediately remembered their meeting in 
the ‘Smoking Dog/ The German had said to him: “I’m glad to have seen 
Paris while Paris still exists.” More than two years had passed and Paris 
still stood on the same spot. But something had happened to Andre. He 
wondered whether the German could now take any interest in his fish. 
Andre had given up painting. The studio no longer smelt of turpentine. 
The easel lay on a shelf beside a rusty teapot. The tidiness astonished even 
the master of the studio. He walked about as carefully as a visitor. The 
concierge gasped and asked if he was going away. No, he wasn’t going 
anywhere. It is said that people put their house in order when they feel 
the approach of death. But Andre was strong and healthy, ate enough for 
three, roamed about all day and dropped oil to sleep as soon as he lay down. 
Where then was the cog in the wheel ? 

He spent the summer in Paris. People kept wailing: ‘‘There’ll be a war,” 
but went away for their holidays just the same. The same as last year. 
Andre was tired of it all: the waiting, the hullabaloo in the press and the 
arguments. The agony before death became part of life. Life had fallen to 
pieces, but life still went on. He had just received an invitation to the 
Autumn Salon.’ What strange people ! 

After a wretched six months, Pierre got a job in a fountain-pen factory 

He went to see Andre one day and said: “We must keep our courage 

up! and looked away sadly. His hands shook like those of an 
old man. 


Andre ran into Lucien on the Boulevards. Lucien shouted that there 
were traitors everywhere and life was only worth living for one’s own pleasure. 
But when Andre said to him: “Then I suppose you’re living well ?” Lucien 
swore: ‘In the lavatory, my dear chap.” 

Then there was another alarm and again the papers were splashed with 
sensational head-lines. This time it was Danzig. Andre did not read the 
papers and seldom listened to the radio. From time to time he remembered 
Jeannette, but it all seemed a very long time ago, another life. One rainy 
evening as he was looking out over the purple-coloured city, he heard some 
poetry mingled with the names oi business firms. It was Jeannette on the 


O stay with me, I will not break my vow. 
Revive once more my faith in happiness, 
Inspire me with the life of your own soul 
And soothe away the sorrow of the past!’ 


beautiful™‘i e nmpn n '/ lsively: i a c ye ror e y elashes i a good dye which allows 
beautiful women to weep! Everyone had broken their vow himself 

Jeannette, the whole world. And not a soul was alive. . 

kitchen >W r ? aid Jos ?P hine > a11 U^hed with the heat of the 

Ordvthe ° ,le ? u Sa,d * The Cherche-midi was still alive. 

sr f ^ 

hni^r^i 6 S r, k i ng ^ 0g f° x ’terrier continued to beg with a cigarette- 

holder clenched between its teeth. One day Andre said to if :^‘You^k ^ 
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much like Tardieu, my friend. I’m afraid you may start talking about 

Danzig!” . 

That summer all the women took to knitting. Thev said it soothed the 

nerves. Andre had picked up an old textbook of astronomy at a bookstall 
on the quay of the Seine; he couldn’t knit. The stars became terra firma for 
him, and the earth slipped away from under his feet. He pored over the 
book for hours on end; he would read a few lines and then soar away on his 
thoughts. The figures, tables and names all helped to soothe him. 

In Nicaea two centuries before the present era.lHipparchfis j mea sured the 
distance between the earth ^nd. theLsqn. And even then kingdoms were 
crumbling; people made gods of clay and burnt heretics, soldiers died and 
the clash of bronze resounded. Hipparchus spent the time compiling a 

catalogue of the stars. f -——» _ . 

Another time Andre envied the fate of( Herschel. ( This son of a poor 

musician gazed into the sky at the time of the*autumnal equinox. He had no 
money for a telescope, so he ground the lenses himself. He discovered the 
planet Uranus as one discovers a girl in the window opposite. Revolution 
was raging over Europe. Napoleon was threatening to conquer England. 
Pitt was weaving coalitions like a spider. But Herschel went on describing 


the variable stars and nebulas. 

Andre went over to the window. The newsboys were shouting: Kome 
expected to mediate ! Repercussions of the Moscow Pact ! Danzig 1 
Danzig !” Andre went back to his beloved book. Once upon a time 
Hevelius lived in Danzig. He was engaged on making a map of the moon. 
Suddenly a fire broke out and consumed all his notes and drawings. He was 

then an old man, but he started the work all over again. 

“And as for me,” said Andre to himself. “I’ve forsaken my pain« and 
betrayed my brushes.” No doubt there were astronomers in Pans and they 
were going on with their work. Maybe, the old physicist whom Andre 

had seen at the Ma.son de Culture was working too. Docl ° l ' s 0 v !'% e e ^ son e 
cancer. Andre’s father was gathering the first pale waxy apples of the season. 
Should he go and see his father ? No, you couldn t get away from it. Andre 
was a rolling stone. In his unsettled mood he went out to Che corne o 
^trlet anddrank a bitter Calvados at the bar. Then he roamed across the 

dtv that was wrapped in a white sultry haze. rhe n 

y it was a hot day. A storm had been threatening all the ’ hole 

the clouds dispersed but still the air got no fresher. Andl * * ^ ey 

day in the stifling studio. The people on the floor below ^f e A^^iempIf* 

were nailing up the boxes, and the constant top, i mad ® 

throb. Towards evening he decided to go to the Smoking Dog realized 
could soothe that dull ache. When he got out into the st r^t he rwirzeu 

ssrsiss sr swf 

SJTSSJ^yo°u U ! No^we d s^tv^£ e i waited Ion, enough. 

M0 people 'were 1 arguing with one another: “There’s no war yet. It’s only 


m °“So ' U’s'war this time. Wo can’t get out of it. Damn that Hitler 1 
“Oh! it’s nothing. They’re sure to come to an agreement. 
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A workman in a cap gave the fox terrier a lump of sugar. 

“Come on !” he said. “Sit up and beg for the last time. Why did they 
come to an agreement last year ? It’s quite simple. They were afraid. They 
didn’t want to be on the same side as the Russians. But now it's a different 
pair of shoes. Now they’re howling. In their hearts they're for Hitler. 
They’ll betray us. That’s as clear as daylight. And who’s got to go and die ? 
We have ! Sit up and beg, dearie, sit up and beg ! I’m a soldier of the 
second line too.. ..’’ 

The cobbler pinned up a notice on the door of his shop: ‘Closed on 
account of annual mobilization.’ He didn’t believe there would be any war 
and grumbled: “What next! I’ve got urgent orders on hand !’’ The florist 
went on weeping. 

Once again the men trudged through the streets with suitcases and bags. 
Little blue lights gleamed in the darkness. Good-bye Herschel and the 
nebulae ! With an air of indifference Andre put shirts, soap and shaving kit 
into his large suitcase. He thought lazily: ‘It’ll be the same as last time.' Or 
were they really going to war ? He didn’t trouble to think any more about 
it. It bored him. To-morrow he would have to go to Toul. That was 
certain. Did it matter what came after ? Anyway, it wouldn’t be this life. 

There were neither songs nor shouts. Nobody vowed, nobody spoke of 
hatred, nobody raved of victory. There was a certain amount of commotion 
in the street and the florist was still sobbing. A small faint light gleamed 
through the leaves of a chestnut tree. Jeannette—that was his star ! Bui 
he hadn’t discovered her. He hadn’t put her on the map. She had flashed 
past. Where was she, not the star, but the living girl with her slender, warm 
hands and unhappy fate ? Probably she was weeping like the florist. 

A trumpet whined mournfully along the boulevard. And the tipsy 
cobbler shouted out: 

“Right I Left I To the right, to the grave I” 



PART THREE 


1 


LUC1EN WALKED THROUGH THB TOWN IN THE BLACKOUT. HB WALKED IN 

an unusual way, as though he was groping for the unfriendly earth. A light 
rain was falling. The little blue lights gleamed mysteriously among the dark 
leaves of the plane trees. Lucien was in an angry mood Only a day or two 
ago he had thought there would be no war; it was merely his father working. 
up another ministerial crisis. And now what a surprise ! It was rumoured 
they were already shooting on the Maginot Line. To-morrow evening 
Lucien had got to present himself at the mobilization depot. What would he 
have to fight for? For Monsieur Beck of Poland? For ‘human dignity,’ 
as Papa said ? He might get killed. But there were worse things than that. 
What could be more unpleasant than the trenches, the corporal’s vile language 
and forty-mile marches ? Besides, it was all so boring. 

Lucien yawned loudly. A woman called after him: “Like a little bye- 
bye ?” He smiled; they weren’t losing any time !—prostitutes with gasmasks 
were standing at the corner. “So you’re at your action station already . 
Lucien said. One of the women let loose a torrent of abuse. 

He caught sight of a light behind some blinds and went into a bar. it 
was crowded with people shouting and drinking. The proprietress naa 
tear-stained eyes and was clinking glasses with her customers. 

“What about your husband ?” 


“He went off* to-day.” T , ... 

A greengrocer was drinking rum and roaring: “No, you don t tell m 

there’s any need for this war ! Let the Poles go to the devil . 

There was a chorus of approval. 

“If the English want to fight, let them !” 

“It’s an open secret that Tessa has received a million francs. 

Lucien took no part in the conversation. He drank and raged in \s\ie • 

Then he went to see Jenny, in order to say good-bye and gel: a^ fewtnou 
francs into the bargain. To-morrow he was going to -drink the who y 
long. Besides, he would have to have some money in his pocket in tne ar my 

He couldn’t exist on a soldier’s pittance. . s0 

Jenny looked sad, but she greeted him enthusiastically. It all s 
extraordinary to her; Lucien was going to fight in defence of I toty, but 
Paris would be destroyed and the Louvre would be blown to pieces- • * 
flung her arms round his neck and said: “Everybody will have to do some 


officer, and I’m only a soldier or tne seconu imc. - - 

September now. It’ll be all over before the winter. . h1 flv over 

“Have you got a gasmask, Lucien ? The Germans will proba y y 
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Paris to-day. 1 went to get one, but they won't give them to foreigners. 
At the chemist's they gave me some sort of liquid and told me to sprinkle 
it on my handkerchief when there's a gas attack, Here it is." 

“The bottle is charming. Why not use Coty’s perfumes ? ‘Long live 
la vie ilegante' I say. I hope the lice in the trenches will also be elegant." 

He began to sing in a cracked voice "Pans is still Pans.” Jenny covered 
her ears. Then her expression became serious. 

‘‘Tell me, Lucien. Are you afraid ?” 

“No. It’s merely disgusting.” 

"But truth is on our side ?” 

He hadn't drunk four glasses in the bar for nothing: he laughed uproari¬ 
ously. His usually pale «ace flushed red. 

“Truth ? Wait a minute and I’ll explain it all to you." 

He dragged the lace bed-spread off the bed and threw it round his 
shoulders. Then he put Jenny’s hat on his head, folded his hands and becan 
to mutter: 

“My children, the Holy Ghost has descended on Bonnet and Tessa. We 
are going to the aid of the great martyr Beck. That holy despiser oi the 
goods of this world was vouchsafed a vision of the Virgin in the Czech town 
ol Teshen. And in the Bialovezski Forest he fasted together with Saint 
Sebastian, who is known to the world as Marshal Goering. But now Beelze¬ 
bub wants to deprive Beck of Danzig. Tremble, ye ungodly ones ! Ppu! 
Tessa is setting forth to liberate the Tomb of the Lord ! Amen !” 

Jenny was at a loss to understand. Who was Beck ? And where was 
Teshen ? She never read the papers and had no idea of politics. But she 
felt that Lucien’s buffoonery masked a deep sorrow. They drank coffee 
in silence. At last Jenny timidly asked: 

‘‘Then you don’t think it’s a war for freedom ?” 

“What freedom ?’’ 

“1 don’t know. Freedom in general. I mean being able to write wha» 
you like in the newspapers.” 

He yawned. “Yesterday Joliot was a Red, to-day he’s a Snow-White 
to-morrow he'll be dark purple. It’s so boring.’* - — 

She thought for a while and then said naively: “Then you must have a 
revolution." 


Lucien goi angry. What a lot of trouble he had taken over that word ' 

He had attended the Matson de Culture, written articles and books and 

quarrelled with his father. And now this idiotic American woman wa< 
telling him to have a revolution ! 

“Have one yourself. We’ve had one four times. I’ve done enough < 
All right, get undressed. I want to go to bed.” 

He was roused from sleep by the wailing of the sirens. Jenny was tremb- 
ing so hard she couldn t get her arms into the wide sleeves of her dressing- 

f lur . n ^ over OD dls oliier side i ^ didn’t care a damn! In vam 

on the Too?Income ouf.“ ° W ° t0 lhe “ llar - At last some body knocked 

“Go to hell!” said Lucien. 

“I’m the air-raid warden.” 

. . to go down. The cellar was stuffy and crowded with men in 

triped pyjamas and dishevelled, half-naked women. The unshaved individual 
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who called himself ‘air-raid warden’ kept calling out: “Silence. Have your 
gasmasks ready !” At his command the little old concierge began to splash 
water on the walls. A woman sniffed as she clasped her children to her body. 
A rumour went round that a bomb had fallen in the next street. Jenny 
clutched her bottle of mysterious liquid and a lace handkerchief. One of 
the women had beautiful shoulders. Lucien stared at her and elbowed his 
way through the crowd in order to stand beside her. She moved away. 

“It’s war-time now, madame !” Lucien growled angrily. 

Jenny’s eyes were wet with jealousy, fear and grief at the prospect of 
parting with Lucien. But Lucien kept on yawning and yawning. 

The adventures of the night prevented him from having a good sleep. 
In the morning he came out feeling sleepy and irritable. A woman was 
making a row in the doorway. She had a wine-shop and they wanted to 
turn the cellar into an air-raid shelter. 

“I’ll go and see the Minister !’’ she shouted. “They keep telling us that 
France must be strong. Then why interfere with trade ? I won’t empty the 
cellar. You hear me ! Not over my dead body !” 

Lucien raised his crumpled hat. 

“Splendid !” he said. “You’re worthy of the best heroines of Racine. 
To arms, citizens ! What a punch and judy show.’’ 


Every night the Parisians were wakened by the howling of the sirens. 
Some people talked of having seen bombed houses. But Tessa said with 
smile: “It’s merely a precaution. The Germans have only to fly acr °s s “JF 
frontier and we sound the alarm. It helps to teach Pans the idea ot sen- 
sacrifice.’’ A large number of people preferred to leave the capital. ™e ric 
quarters were deserted, but the seaside resorts of Normandy an . 

were crowded. The soldiers were going to the east, while the discriminating 

bourgeoisie flocked to the west. . caiH “Nj 0 t 

Montigny sent his family to Auvergne. An ideal spot . he sai • 
a single factory within a hundred miles !” After seeing to the comfort of h 
own manage, he set about another and more complicated affair. He ocgd 
transferr.nl his capital to America. When Ducane got to hear abou ,t he 
wrote an article under the heading: ‘A bad Frenchman Jhe art^ie w 
refused publication by the censorship, and two wh <te wlumns in he newsp^p 
were adorned with the picture ot a pair of scissors. Wh® n Montig yw 
of Ducane’s attack, he flamed with anger and cried out. Does 
Danton ! I want to save what belongs to me and to me alone. 

likely to gain anything if I’m ruined.” . . v ranrl > as she 

Paulette decided to go to her aunt at Morvan in cen deprived 

was terrified of gas raids. Tessa was upset. It was terrible to be dep 

of the solace of feminine affection at such a time . 

“You want to leave me all by myself, he protested. 

n. »»•. fly «•» • 
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If they touch Paris, we’ll start bombing Berlin. And that wouldn't be to 
their advantage.” 

Paulette began to whine: “Why did you bring about this war ?” 

“Me?” said Tessa with a resentful tremor in his voice. “How can 
you say such a thing? You know 1 only wanted one thing, and that was to 
preserve peace. But what could we do ? They’ve gone mad.” 

Paulette went on whining: “Why send people to their death ?” 

“Nobody is being sent to his death. It’s the Poles who are tighting. After 
all, it’s their affair. It's Danzig, not Strasbourg. Of course, there may be a 
few accidental victims on the Maginot Line. But think of the number of 
people who are killed on the roads in peace-time ! You must realize, my 
little kitten, that everything has changed now. You mustn’t look at things 
from an old-fashioned point of view. This isn’t a war in the sense of the 
word as it was formerly understood. We’ve got the Maginot Line and they've 
got the Siegfried Line. Neither side can advance a single kilometre. So 
we shal su opposite each other and gape. ‘Like china dogs on a what¬ 
not,' as my dear Amalie used to say. The Poles are defending themselves 
magnificently. 1 always said they were a chivalrous people. They'll hold 
out till the spring and perhaps longer. Meanwhile we shall have equipped • 
ourselves very nicely. And then we shall be able to come to terms with the 
Germans. So you see, you've nothing to be afraid of.” 

“All the same, it’s dreadful. Especially in the black-out. And at night 
the sirens wail. ...” 


Her tear-stained eyes made her seem even more attractive to Tessa. 
He pressed his little bird-like head to her breast. 

“My little kitten, don’t go away ! I’m absolutely done in. You can't 
imagine how much work I’ve got. The next few weeks will be decisive.” 

“But you said there wouldn't be anything.” 

He smiled. “Silly ! Of course there won’t be anything. I’m talking 
about home affairs. The majority in the Chamber is assured. But do you 
realize what it means to liquidate the Communists ? It isn’t a simple police 
operation. It’s a real campaign on a big scale. One needs a Napoleon for 
it. But we’ll root them out !” 

His face stiffened. He thought he was setting an example of civic virtue 
Did anyone know how much he loved Denise ? Yet she had taken sides with 
the enemies ol France and he had tom his paternal feelings from his breast 

Suddenly he began to snigger. “I’ll tell you something very amusing » 
Guess what's in store tor me to-morrow? You’ll never guess I’ve «ot to 
represent the Government at a solemn Mass. Can you see me on mv knees 
Now isn’t that amusing?” 

But Paulette went on sniffing. 


Tessa had noi been to church since the days of his childhood. He hated 
everything connected with reltgton. Whenever he wanted to make fun of 
somebody, he would say: “He smells of incense.” He called the priests 
black crows and had otten wounded Amalie’s feelings in this way. 

He thought that only old women went to church and he was astonished 
when he saw men and even soldiers among the worshippers. Inside the 
church it was dim and there were l.ghteu candles reminding him of those 
round Amahe s colfan. A sadness came over Tessa. The delicate voices 
ol the singers and the sunbeams hltermg through the coloured windows spoke 
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of a lost paradise. Tessa now understood that language; he had lost Amalie, 
his children and his peace. Of course these ceremonies were just a form of 
superstition, but sometimes it was pleasant to get away from the petty 
wranghngs and forget oneself. 

He looked at the tat bishop. There were red veins in his face, and his 
eyes were sad and intelligent. No doubt the bishop had his worries like 
everybody else. He had to keep on good terms with the Pope, the Cardinals 
and his flock. Life was a form of politics. And at the end there were wax 
candles. 

A little bell rang. Everyone went down on their knees. Tessa smilea 
to himself. It was like a theatre. But he knelt submissively and then stood 


up with all the others. 

He was bored with the ceremony, and could hardly restrain himself from 
yawning convulsively. Suddenly he livened up; standing on his right was a 
young woman in a long black dress. She had a large prominent forehead 
and thin bright lips. Tessa thought she was like a Florentine, a Bronzino 
portrait. That type was passionate, very passionate indeed. 

Suddenly he felt that Breteuil was staring at him. Tessa shuddered ana 
began to move his lips as though he was praying. The fools thought that 
BreteuiFs game was played out, because he had been in favour ot a rapprocne- 
ment with Germany. But Tessa realized that the future belonged to Breteuu. 
Everybody was cursing the Popular Front. That meant the Government s 
majority would be transferred to the Right. Besides, the war wouldn t last 
for ever, and who except Breteuil could reach an agreement with hum ' 
Yes, it was advisable to keep on good terms with that superstitious 

Br6 Thc notes of the organ again filled Tessa with sadness. There .^° < ! 
doubt about it, the organist played beautifully. In 1917 there was a dis *s . 

a shell from the German ‘B.g Bertha’ struck a church and many I^ u Mn’t 
killed. What if a bomb suddenly dropped at this moment ? No, it aHiian 
happen; they were afraid to begin. Nobody wanted to make war. CandKliy 
speaking, the Poles were savages. The Germans were-carrying; an olo 

war in Poland. But they respected the French. What a pity they haa 
been able to reach an agreement ! Mussolini would no doubt have ' [in had 

everybody. People had panicked. And now there ^ war. Gamel 
got die idea of carrying out some sort ot operation in a forest. B 
were mines there. It was killing people tor nothing. Luc^n m ght ge. 
killed too. Of course, it would have been possible to get him a sta P 
but the damned young ne’er-do-well had vanished and was “«wh 
found. It was very sadTYes, it was all very sad ! Would they never 

Pla H° 8 caught^sight" of General de Visset. How devoutly he waspray^ 

And yet he was said to be a friend ot Fouget, a Red v . a ^nage 

General was in command of an army and yet he was % r * y c j ?nceotion ? Well, 
wench. Could he really believe in the Immaculate Conception r ^ 

let him, if he wanted to! It was better than having y 
F0U A?'iast the service came to an end. After the dim light ot 1 ^h^hjfessa 


Champs- 
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rippling water. The women looked particularly smart. As a precaution 
against air raids the window-panes of the houses were covered with strips 
of paper, that made ingenious designs. Tessa smiled and thought: 
There’s a new style of decoration for you !’ 



October came in with heavy rains. Tessa shouted in the lobbies of Parlia¬ 
ment: I said all along the Poles wouldn’t hold out even a month ! They’re 
thieves and drunkards ! But we haven’t lost anything. On the contrary. 
Hitler has lulled the Germans with his victories in the east. Now they’ll 
hnd something different in the Maginot Line. Next 14th of Julv we’ll be 
dancing the whole night long in the streets—all lit up. You’ll see !” 

Leaflets were dropped from the sky instead of bombs. And cue fashion¬ 
able quarters began to wake up again. Montigny wrote and told his family 
to come back; what was the use of getting wet in the ram in a dull country- 
place ? Hts wife grumbled at the food restrictions. 

“God knows what it’s all about,’’ she said. “What business has the 
Government to poke its nose into people’s kitchens? One never knows 
what to order for dinner. On Monday it was impossible to get mutton 
cutlets, on Tuesday it was forbidden to sell beef-steaks and on Wednesday 
they weren t making any pies. It’s an insult!” 

For several days there was no coffee to be had anywhere. Madame 
Montigny ms at her w it s - ’ -end: “I’ve been to all the shops and I couldn’t 
hnd any coffee anywhere. And to think we've got to put up with all this on 

** ™ es! rm convinced the English are dnnking their tea 
They don t deny themselves anything. . It’s Daladier’s fault. He’s a nobody 
a schoolteacher, not a Prime Minister !” y ’ 

Coffee began to appear again in the shops, and Madame Montianv 
quietened down somewhat. monugny 

w “ flourishing. The nearness of death made even misers 
extravagant. The restaurants were crammed with people. The fashion 

Mn^ Thfch 8 a H° ann f tr ? de ’, Women ’ s hats were modelled on mditar? 
^■.K T ., hp T ,n , d0WS dls P‘ayed brooches ,n the shape of tanks compacts 

’HeVsomewhTre m Fra^!'“ ** S “ k haQdkerchiefs w ' th the -ascription: 

i,»Ir°M eW Tl re in France ’ became a stock Phrase in place of the tiresome 

SSSSS; as -£= 

of *• ■*— 

HLZ r ss«a 
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stories. Loving wives sent their officer husbands camel-hair waistcoats, 
Napoleon brandy and preserves prepared by the best chefs of the capital. 

It had been feared that the war would bring sorrow and privation. But 
the autumn season opened more brilliantly than ever: first nights, receptions, 
exhibitions, bazaars and auctions for charities. And fortune’s favourite, 
Grandel, was to be seen everywhere. No reception was complete without 


him. r 

In the early days of the war Grandel demanded to be sent to the front. 

“I want to fight!” he repeated. His fellow-deputies protested: “You’re 

far more useful here.” His popularity grew to such an extent that when 

Ducane attempted to bring up the subject of the lost document, they fairly 

hummed with indignation: “Don’t shatter the national unity with personal 

squabbles !” . . m * 

Grandel himself made no secret of the fact that he had been in favour or 

a compromise right up to the last minute. “On the evening of September the 
first it was still possible to avert everything,” he declared. “Bonnet haa a 
talk with Ciano on the telephone. I urged that the four Premiers snouia 
get together. I was backed by the deputies of our group. But events toLlowea 
too quickly one on top of the other. History will show who was to blame. 
But this is not the time to argue. Now war has been declared we must g 

on with it till victory.” . . 

The war released Grandel from his entanglements; the cards had Men 

reshuffled. He was ready to fight. When he spoke about the necessity 

winning the war, his voice had a note of sincere emotion. -ialiste 

The deputies were delighted with Graadel’s patriotism. The industnahsts 

called him ‘sober-minded,’ and society women were in love with turn, 
was so handsome and spoke so beautifully it made you fed you warned 
cry; you felt that underneath his quiet manner there was hidden 
Y Even Breteuil began to doubt whether he might not havei beenThevie 
of a hoax. He had believed Lucien who adored cheap romanticism. 

Grandel was behaving irreproachably. . a u out t o 

Breteuil looked on the war as a drama He‘ the 

the end, but failed. Sometimes he said to himself. We ve got w ^ 
war.” And then he laughed, realizing that the war could e er^ 

while authority was in the hands of a gang of ’ dba ° DU °^der lock 

win the war unless Parliament was dissolved and the windbags put uuuc 

and kev? Maybe the enemy’s fire would reforge France. I/V ,t,jne at 

Grandel’s temples turned white and his eyes b^me M • 3 !^? when 

him, Breteuil thought to himself: He s w orried, the same .. ut ’s 

they happened to be alone he shook hands with Grandel a 

t0rS Nobody 3 knew of the quarrel between Breteuil and Grande 1 which had 

lasted over a year, nor was anyone aware of their record ^n. and 

of the deputies and the country they had always re , Grandel 

colleagues. Nobody was surprised when 

should be appointed to the responsible post ot t Tessa to 

Breteuil remembered how difficult it had been f opp | s ition from 

rehabilitate Grandel. Even now he expected to meet wit regar ded 

Tessa. But Tessa was not in the mood to bring up rem0 te and 

thTaffair of the document which Lucien had stolen as something remo 
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uninteresting. Who had suspected Grandel—Fouget and Ducane. Fouget 
had been expelled from the Radical Party; during the Moscow negotiations 
he had attacked Chamberlain and nearly embroiled Paris with London. 
And Ducane was playing the orator. Despite his stutter, he imagined himself 
to be a Gambetta and set everybody against him. Villard had called him 
A chauvinist with a smell of moth-balls,” and Breteuil was suing him for 
defamation of character. No, Grandel’s enemies were not the people to 
inspire confidence. Besides, one had to take a sober view of things. Grandel 
hated the Communists; he had been amongst them and knew them inside 
out. The public imagined him to be a‘Leftist’because he was fond of showing 
up the Two Hundred Families,’ and had written a pamphlet against the 
American plutocracy. As tor the war industries, that wa~> the very front 
where there would have to be a general round-up of the Communists. So 
let Grandel pop them into gaol, extend the nours of the working week and 
reduce wages. If he laid it on too thick-he could take the blame, and Tessa 
and the Radicals would remain without a blemish. 

Not very long ago Breteuil had said he wouldn’t let Grandel marry a 
daughter of his. Now both he and Tessa lorgot ail about that conversation. 
One had to rise above Party squabbles when there was a war on ! So Tessa 
said: ‘‘Well, I approve your choice.” 

All the big industrialists, with the exception of Desser, backed Grandel. 

Montigny shouted: “At least he will restore order. How is it possible to 

carry on the war with anarchy in the rear ? The workers don’t want to give 

up anything. You won’t convince them with words. You need a firm 
hand.” 


Meuger, the chairman of the Employers’ Confederation, also gave his 
backing to Grandel. One day Ducane declared that Meuger was still supply¬ 
ing the Germans with bauxite through Switzerland. Meuger said: ‘‘It’s a 
slander. But I’ve got my own programme.” His programme was quite 
simple; he thought the war ought to be fought against Moscow, not Berlin. 
Meuger s hobby-horse was a crusade against the Third International.’ 
When Tessa tried to object: “Unfortunately, we re fighting against Germany ” 
Meuger answered significantly: “Wait. This is only the first act.” After 

war was declared, he had gone to Madrid, and it was rumoured that he had 
talks with the German Ambassador. 

OnJy Desser was angry when Grandel’s appointment was announced, 
it s a iob for a technical expert, not a political intriguer,” he said. But 
Desser s position was no longer what it used to be. His unsuccessful political 
speculations were the talk ot financial circles. The deputies thought he 
had made a fool of himself; he had supported the Popular Front and wanted 

cL P ked e a ioke by the League ° f Nation!Bmeud 
redded D J ^er‘asffai.L eman W,th 3 Even Tessa now 

A month went by. Grandel proved to be an indefatigable worker Not 

f pas ? ec ^ WIthout his having a meeting with Breteuil in order to make a 
report and receive advice. “It’s the Communists and Desser ” he said “It’s 

Augeaa slables 1 We ’ ve e° l clean them out’before anything 

,, ^. y ,|- hlrd of lhe , workers remained at tlie ‘Seine’ factory. Desser 
ded to have an explanation. He entered Grandel’s study it?a state of 

235 



L-reat indignation. He kept bis hat in his hand and waved his walking-stick 
as he talked. Grandel smiled and kept turning over the papers on his desk. 
He was enjoying the situation; the once all-powerful Desser, the patron of 
Briand and Boncour, was sitting before him like a petitioner ! 

Desser struggled for breath. He was ill and knew that it was a serious 
illness, although he was taking no treatment and went on drinking. His 
personal life was neglected and depressed, like his business; his meetings 
with Jeannette were full of pity and anxiety, his nights in the suburban house 
were lonely and his mind was racked with thoughts of death. He was 
afraid to die. He tried to overcome the fear, but failed. He saw how the 
country was going to ruin, and he was tormented by the sense of his own 
impotence. Only a short while ago he had felt all-powerful. Now he was 
left out of the game. They listened to what he had to say, but nobody took 
any notice of him. He had become a vyi do wed empress, a Stock Exchange 
academician, a relic of idyllic times." People paid attention to bawling 
Montigny and Meuger, who would sell his own mother for a few millions, 

but nobody took any notice of Desser. 

Now he said to Grandel: “How can you expect me to deliver the orders 

in November when I’ve got no workers left ? The war hasn t begun yet bu 

all the skilled workers are at the front.” • 

“It’s very unfortunate,” said Grandel, “but I don t see any other y 
out. We can’t put the workers in a privileged position. Our country is an 
agricultural one. What will the peasants say ? Have they got to die while 
the workers are earning double ? It’s impossible to win the war by neglec i g 


the dictates of elementary justice. . ^ frnnL 

“What about the men in their forties? They re not at the front. 

Mechanics are washing windows in the barracks.’ ^ 

“We can’t make distinctions among the workers. 

“I ask you: do you want engines or don t you ? I d like to kno 
you’re going to fight without aircraft. But if you want engines ^ve us bacK 
the workers. Yesterday they arrested another two hundred workers 

‘Seine’ factory.” . . . ^ nn A *i “We’re 

“You can’t cure a pest with soothing ointment, said Grandel. 

now paying for the Popular Front.” , , • ctick 

“What’s the Popular Front got to do withi it ? Desser waived■ * w 

as though he were going to hit Grandel. And beside, you we 
the Chamber as a Popular Front candidate yourselt. in order 

“As far as I remember, M. Desser, youdidn t spare any money 

to secure the victory of the Popular Front.” . licate eve brows, 

Desser looked at Grandel's handsome lace with those deh<» 
the chiselled nose and the cool, hardly perceptible smile which tnlur 


eVe “I^iso’remember,” said Desser. “I remember everything. The Fouget 

d0< Grandel did not move a muscle. Still smiling, he said: “Duels are out oi 
place in war-time. For that reason I must ask you to leave. ^ # 

As he went out of the room, Desser dropped his hat a 
fit of coughing. Grandel pretended to be reading a reporu ^ ^ 

In the evening Grandel gave a party. The rnvitatio 
inscription ‘Soldier’s Supper.’ The guests were served with saint,s ae / 
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on pewter plates and drank excellent Hospice de Beaune out of mugs. Mouche 
received the guests. After her break with Lucien she had been in a bad state 
of health for a long time and had gone to stay in the Alps. She was still 
pretty, but one could see she was already beginning to fade. Sorrow and 
sulfering showed themselves in all her movements. 

When all the guests had left, Grandel took off his dinner-jacket and 
waistcoat. His thin black braces showed up against the dazzling white shirt. 
He said to his wife: “Colonel Moreau seems to be dangling after you. He's 
an outstanding figure. 1 shouldn’t be surprised if he ended up as Chief of 
the General Staff.” 

He yawned. It had been a tiring day. He carefully took off his trousers. 
“All the same, we’ll win,” he said suddenly. 

Mouche never interfered with his business. She had even forgotten all 
about the unfortunate letter. Her last encounter with Lucien had devastated 
her completely. The war, the talk about the Maginot Line and bombing, 
and her husband’s career were like a vague projection on a tiny screen. 
But now she suddenly asked: “Who do you mean by ‘we’ ?” 

She realized at once that she had said something tactless. She turned 
away, expecting to be reviled. Grandel quietly answered: “We Frenchmen.” 

He was a gambler. His whole life somehow reminded one of the bated 
whispers and muffled cries around the green cloth. It had been just the same 
in those terrible months when he had done so many stupid things and nearly 
come to grief. He had lost eighty thousand francs. Vernon had come to 
his rescue. He had been obliged to meet Kilmann, and had been engaged to 
get documents for the Germans. But why remember all that ? He was after 
big game. He said to himself: “We’ll win,” but he was quite sure what victory 
he was relerring to. Aloud, he said—as much to himself as to Mouche— 
“A stupid question ! The fools want to argue with fate. It’s the same as at 
roulette: they keep backing the same number. But one should change, try 
and get the feeling of where the luck’s going and go out to meet it. . . . The 
whole trick is in that.” / 


4 

Even Montigny was grumbling: “It’s one thing to arrest the Communists 
but it’s quite another to send old men to the barracks. I haven’t got enough 
workmen.” The problem of the war industries had become the fashion in 
the lobbies of the Chamber since the secret opposition had taken it up. 

In his conversation with Desser about ‘the dictates of justice,’ Grandel 
had merely repeated Breteuil’s words. Grandel hated the French peasantry 
and was afraid of them. He said they were not human beings but turnips. 
On the other hand, Breteuil firmly believed that the troubles of France lay 
in the excessive growth of industry and the towns. Life in the villages was 
dull. There were no cinemas, the work was hard, and the young people 
were flocking to the towns. How many deserted villages there were through- 
OU u r ^ nce ‘ The houses were tumbling down, the barns were rotting and the’ 

• wilci V > Hence Communism, the Popular Front, 
trreligion and disintegration. Breteuil fflOuglitThat the war would bring the 
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peasants to the fore, and suggested to Grandel ‘not to pander to the 
workers.’ 

However, he was obliged to yield. At the end of October the Government 
decided to release the forty-year-old workers who were needed for the war 


industries. 

One of them was Legrais. At the beginning of the war he had been sent 
to the south. He was stationed near Toulouse, where he guarded a bridge 
over which a narrow-gauge railway used once upon a time to pass. The 
branch line had long been done away with and the bridge was overgrown 
with yellow shrubs. But it still figured in the lists of the army command, 
and for two months Legrais gazed at the meadow and the dappled cows. 

He had plenty of time to think about things. He remembered the last 
war, the Forest of Argonne, the trenches and the hospitals. It seemed only 
yesterday, while more recent events now appeared to him hazy and ghost¬ 
like, as if there was only a single day between the two wars. In those days 
they thought people had grown wiser and would make short work ol the 
war-mongers. Some believed in Wilson; others repeated: Lenin . • • 
Lenin. . . .” What if they had been told then that it would all start again 


in twenty years’ time ? , , . __ c 

Legrais pined for Josette. He seemed fated never to know happiness. 

Back in the summer they had decided to get married and started voicing 

for a flat. The war put a stop to all that. Josette’s father was arrested. Mie 

went away to her sister at Besangon. She wrote brief mournful le • 

Gazing at night at the myriad stars of the southern sky, Legrais though 

Josette’s tenderness and yawned wearily. . Michaud 

He found none of his old friends at the factory when he got back. Micnau 

and Pierre were at the front. In the evening he went out in search of ta 

faces. He called at the cafes where his comrades used to gath©r, r iamen 

around the shut library, went out to Montrouge and then to Villejutve. 

met nobody; some had been arrested and others were mi was 

Legrais was lonely and unsettled. He had no idea whatt y 

doing, and this to him was like blindness. He angrily ‘ os , s ^ p aS '^ s ^ s ® ere 
papers which said that the Communists were traitors, that .theRussiai we 
fighting on the Siegfried Line and that Maunce Thorez had fled<3ermany. 

In Toulouse he had been told that L Humamte A Priced with 

and distributed, but how was he to get hold of it ? The AAnah wondering 
were strangers to him. They looked at him suspiciously as though won 

whether he had been sent by the police. ^ went on for 

He felt lost in his loneliness and enforced idleness. This 

four days. On the fifth he was arrested. th _ rp * nolitical 

He spent the night in a tiny cell. All so r t | > ws wits who’ had been 
prisoners and pimps, German refugees and ■Jews* , ap eritifs or 

taken into custody for repeating an ““fote about Daladier^a^g t0 

Tessa’s amorous adventures, citizens w ^ > ' v f, r ® p .°^u^. r eg 0 ing to call up 
sigh pathetically: “There won’t be any milk, or They re going 

the seventeen-year-olds.” Neuville, the Com- 

mi w^i? suss. «£ .... “ “ 
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leaders of the Communist organization at the ‘Seine' factory, if Legrais 
recanted, it would make an impression. The newspapers would write: 
‘Another one sees the light.' Tessa would appreciate Neuville's efforts; 
one penitent was worth a thousand sinners. 

Neuville was exceedingly polite and offered Legrais a cigarette. 

I m an official, he began, “and I'm not entitled to express mv con¬ 
victions, but believe me. I'm no Fascist. I was sincerely pleased bv the 
Popular Front victory. We thought at the time that it was going to' be a 
settled alliance. It has turned out otherwise. However, this is not the time 
for Party struggles. All Frenchmen must be united. You’re a Communist, 
but you’re a Frenchman. You were wounded in the war. I can’t look upon 
you as a traitor.” 

He waited to see what Legrais would say. But Legrais crumpled his cap 
in silence and gazed at the table littered with blue tiles. 

‘‘Why don’t you say something?” 

“I don’t really know what to say. You’ve said it yourself. I was a Com¬ 
munist and I remain one.” 

‘‘I understand your obstinacy. It is dictated by considerations of a noble 
character. You don’t want to betray your comrades. But, my friend, this 
I® be fastidious. You’ve been a pawn in the hands of others 

rhey ve deceived you. They talked about patriotism and called on vou to 

light the Fascists. And now what has happened? Maurice Thorez is a 
deserter. 


‘‘We’re not the deserters. You’d better leave that subject alone 1 don’t 
know where Maurice Thorez is at present. Only he’s not in Germany as 
your papers say. 1 think he is publishing L'Humanite. That’s a genuine 

business. But 1 know where the deserters are. I seem to remember Munich 

And what happened with regard to Spain. Our men were lighting against 

the Fascists there, but Bonnet was helping the enemies of France Even 

Jhe children know that. I listen to you and I’m astonished. You talk about 

Fascists. You’ve always defended them with truncheons. And now the 
Fascists are in power.” 

Neuville smiled a condescending smile. 

“You're forty-three years of age,” he said, “and you’ve got the ardour 

of a youth. That s very praiseworthy. Only it’s a pity you don’t want to 

part with your blinkers. Your Party has betrayed you. It is working for 
the victory of Germany. b 

“I’ll never believe that!” 

“Then what is it they do want ?” 


Legrais knit his brows. “I don’t know what the Party slogans are at 
present, he said. That s all thanks to you. You’ve suppressed L'Humanite 
and arrested all the honest people. And you’re trying to throw dust n my 
eyes. But 1 can see through some of it myself. Who is it that’s houndmg 
down the Communists ? Daladter, Tessa, Blum, Villard, Breteuil Lava- 

^ S I?," 8 ' , N °’ il isn ’* the Communists who are trmtors. 

iv? d enemies. If Laval was to begin shouting: ‘Bravo Communists •’ 

I d think twice. But now we know where we are ” ommumsts . 

Neuville threw away his cigarette and rang the bell. 

Take him away, he ordered. 

Legrais was sent, together with other Communists, to a concentration 
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camp. The train with the prisoners stopped for over an hour at the junction 
of Noisy-le-sec. The police refused to allow the public to come near them 
and explained that they were deserters. Soldiers and women threw angry 
glances at the carriages and muttered: “Rotters ' They can let other peop e 
die for them !” Somebody called out: “Cowards !” Whereupon Legrais 
began singing the ‘Internationale.’ The people on the plaWorm listened 
astonished. And from the carriages the prisoners shouted: We re no 
deserters! We’re workers, Communists.” After the ‘Internationale tney 
sang the ‘Marseillaise.’ The soldiers on the platform took up the retrain. 
In vain the police tried to press the crowd back. Leaning out oi the window, 


Legrais shouted: r 'ru**, 

“I was wounded in the last war. I’ve got the mark on mv face. 1 y 

can’t rub that off. They’ve taken me from an aircraft factory. They re 

taking me to clean out lavatories. Bonnet. Tessa, Flandin ! that s wno me 

traitors are. But we’d give our lives for France !’ 

He raised his fist—a half-forgotten, threatening gesture, that 
the great hopes of the year 1936 which were destined not to be fulhIH*. 
The police dragged him away. As the train moved ofT bund ‘ i at f on n 
were raised in farewell greetings by the soldiers and women on the platform. 


The arrests were carried out according to lists, denunciations and simple 
inspiration. One criminal had raised his Pst, ano ^ Kremlin 

whistling the ‘Internationale,’a third had hu ^ u PJ‘P' ct "';^ d h fo, hand; 

in his home. When he read the police reports Tessa amterea 

the Communists had penetrated everywhere. ot - var,’ the 

Anglers’ Association,’ the ‘Chess Circle of th ® ^ branches of the 
‘Grenoble Mountaineers’ Society ah mrned otit o be J strong 

Communist Party. Tessa said to himself. Yes, it sn Denjse 

are ! Now I begin to understand how it was they managed 

off her feet. Poor naive little girl!” . . . nt Tessa nut him 

Breteuil demanded that the Communist deputies they may be, 

off with the answer: “Be careful, my friend. W hatever e i ey^^ was 
remember they’re the elected representatives of the P e °P‘®‘ jona , espr u de 
afraid of creating a precedent. He had a feeimg of P^ es ^ em . He told 
corps towards the arrested deputies and wanted to “enounced the Third 
them that if they signed a document declaring that > ^ (he chamber. 

International they would be allowed to retain the «ts ^ ous and 

When he heard that the arrested deputies refused o yield ne 

shouted: “The fanatics 1 I’ve done everyth '"I hi Mareeilles £1gsters had 
Fouget now began to renew his attacks. The . came out with 

- SSi. fc«S. Soa.pa.i- - «“* 

natured jeers. 
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.Never in his life had Tessa been called upon to work so hard. He was 
seldom able to snatch an hour off for Paulette. He began to feel so exhausted 
that he asked himself whether it wouldn’t be better to throw it all up. Why 
pretend ? He was old. How much longer had he got to live ? He dis¬ 
missed the thought at once. Didn't Clemenceau save France when he was 
well advanced in years ? Tessa imagined he was Clemenceau’s successor. 
His statues would adorn the squares. He once said to Paulette: “La rue 
Tessa —that doesn’t sound so bad.” 

He was obliged to deal with strategy, economics, even engineering, and 
to talk about cotton supplies, new bombers and a trade agreement with 
Venezuela. Everybody came to him with various claims and everybody 
complained of chaos. Formerly he had had to do with deputies and finan¬ 
ciers. Now he had to listen to army men without understanding the meaning 
ol the military terms, not knowing what to promise or how to put them off. 

. The army is another world,” he said aloud, and to himself he added • ‘An 
inferior one.’ 

When he heard that General de Visset intended to call on him, Tessa 

frowned. He was going to have a tough job to keep on the right side of 
this renowned grumbler. 

General de Visset had come to the fore in 1915. He was then in command 
at Chemin-des-Dames. Though wounded in the foot, he refused to leave 
his command. At sixty-four he still retained his vigour and had lost none 
of his ardour. His round weather-beaten face with its stiff yellow mous¬ 
tache looked like a bulldog. He was a kind-hearted man but with a fiery 
temper. He shouted at his wife and swore at his adjutant. His two passions 
were the army and gardening. He spent his free time pottering about with 
a watering-can, tying up rose-bushes, pruning and grafting. 

He never talked about politics; whenever he was asked what he thought 

of this or that Minister, he would reply: “The army is a great dumb beini ” 

Some said he was a Monarchist and hob-nobbed with the emissaries of the 

Pretender. Others—including General Picard—said that de Visset was 

practically a Communist. He listened to Fouget without contradicting him 

and had a good word for the Soviet air force. When Tessa saw de Visset 

praying in church, he was genuinely surprised and thought to himself • 
‘And yet he’s a friend of Fouget’s !’ ^ nimsen. 

What was he coming to see him now for ? Perhaps he wanted to com¬ 
plain about Picard who had forbidden the troops to read the LeftNews¬ 
papers? Or Perhaps he was going to demand that the institution of army 
chaplains should be confirmed ! God alone knew what he was coming for* 

box^oTcigars. e(1 ^ GeDera m a cornlor *able arm-chair and held out a 

i* r Pa rtagas, ’ he said, “and they seem to be in really good condition 
1 m afraid it U be a long time before we get another consignment. The ships 

General?” ^ N ° W whal bnn ^ * ou ^see me, my deS 

De Visset had long been preparing himself for this conversation. At 
home he had composed an elaborate introduction dealing with patriotism 

JeSft 03 ol lhe ia * war an Q ^ duty of a soldier But nSw evSS 

SKissr > - * “«“ w. .pa. »«•syasa 
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“The situation is atrocious ! There’s a shortage of everything ! Do 
you know how many machine-guns there are to a battalion ? Not to 
mention aircraft. For instance, 1 have ten bombers at my disposal. Yes, 
yes, ten, you didn’t mishear the number. Ten ! And no boots, no blankets ! 
And the winter right on top of us !” 

Tessa shook his head regretfully. “1 know, 1 know,” he said. “It’s 
the outcome of the Popular Front, holidays with pay and so forth. But the 
situation will soon change. We’ll buy stuff from America.” 

“You’ll have to buy as quickly as you can !” 

“One can see that you’re not an economist, General.” Tessa smiled 
patronizingly. “It’s exceedingly expensive to buy aircraft in America. 
It’s far more intelligent to buy equipment. We’ll economize on every engine. 
Besides, the industrialists are up in arms. Meuger is opposed to it; he 
says we mustn’t prejudice our national industries. But I repeat, we’ll buy 
stuff from America. We’ve already placed a few orders in Italy. By the 
spring of 1941 ...” 

The General interrupted: “But what if they start fighting in the spring 
of 1940?” 

“You know better than I do that it’s impossible to take the Maginot 


Line.” , , 

“Nothing is impossible. It all depends on how many men they re pre¬ 
pared to sacrifice. Besides, the Maginot Line doesn’t protect us from the 

north 55 

“What about the torts of Liege and the Albert Canal ? If the Belgians 

start, they’ll fight like lions. They’re a chivalrous people.” 

“That may be. But one can’t rely on others. We must tortify tne 

northern frontier.” t 

“It would take years to do that. And we’re obliged to husband ou r 

resources. It’s the one who has the most gold who will win this w&ry “7 

"' Tessa glanced condescendingly at his visitor and thought to himseii. 

‘What a child !’ The General’s lace went purple. The ribbons on his chest 

began to heave. . , , n , lt | 

“I’m a military man,” he said. “My business is to obey orders. But i 

can’t keep silent. General Picard says that heavy artillery is necessary to 

1942 in order to take the Siegfried Line. But you saw what happened 

Poland ? You saw what mechanized units the Germans have ? Inej tray 

try to break through the front, on a small sector. And yet I m towi m 

production of anti-tank guns has not only not been increased, it has 

decreased. Why ? Because the workers have been sent to concentrat 

camps. I’ve seen them with my own eyes. They’re makingsacks. Its 

a good thing it’s not chocolate boxes. I’ve been to see Grandei. H y 

‘Not before 1942.’ Monsieur \q Ministre, this is a disaster . W y 

Tessa said angrily: “It’s very wrong of you to listen to FougeU u y 

the Communists are being sent to the camps. I don t interfere in 

ctratfiffv. Please don’t interfere in politics 1 j 

“What •have politics got to do with it ? 1 m talking abou g 

‘ Ur< l£a rose and took a turn round the room. Then he held out his hand 
1 in a strident voice as though he was addressing the jury. * 
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and said in 




you saying your prayers the other day, General. I must admit 1 was aston¬ 
ished. I was brought up in a non-religious family myself, but I respect 
religion and I understand the feelings of a believer. Tell me: how can you, 
a Catholic, stand up for the Communists ?” 

“I'm not standing up for the Communists. I’m entrusted with the army. 
Religion has nothing to do with the matter. Who will be held responsible ? 
We, the military. I detest the Germans. You understand that ? They 
may come here to Paris. Yes, I’m ready to put into the factories not 
only the Communists but the Devil himself if only we can have the 
armaments !” 

“You’re getting excited over nothing,” Tessa said. “You forget this 
war is unlike any other. It’s more like an armed peace. I don’t know why 
Gamehn has sacrificed so many lives in the forest of Warndt. France is a 
country with a low bi rth-.rate-. We must be doubly economical. Fine 
gestures are too expensive for us. Besides, the war will be decided in a 
different way. The blockade—that’s our weapon ! Moreover, the British 
will bear the brunt of it. It’s the British who are being sunk by the Germans. 
That’s all to our advantage; let England come to the peace conference well 
bruised and battered. The blockade is an enormous press which we’re 
going to screw tight. Not too tight, though. It would be a mistake to 
drive the Germans to despair. In that case they might really attack the 
Maginot Line. They’ve got to be frightened a little and then they’ll be more 
tractable. Why are we fighting Germany? It’s a fatal misunderstanding 
and nothing more. You will excuse me, but I’m accustomed to speaking 
my mind. The military must keep in the background. It’s not the generals 
but the diplomats who will win this war.” 

Afterwards, when he described his conversation w ; th the Minister, 
de Visset shouted: “He showed me out like a servant and told me it was none 
of my business ! They don’t want to buy in America. It’s too dear. They 
don’t do anything here: the workers are Communists. And they’re not 
even preparing to fight; the soldiers have got to sit still. What is it they 
want ? Can anyone make anything out of it ?” 

Thar evening Tessa broadcast ro the nation. He disliked talking into 
the microphone. He missed the visible presence of an audience—the eyes 
that lit up or became moist with emotion. When the broadcasting staff 
arrived he sent for his old messenger: 

“Maurice, sit down here while ! read my speech. Your face inspires 
me. 


Maurice smiled and sat down. Then Tessa began with a jaunty smile: 
We have crossed the Rubicon ! Our war is the crusade of the twentieth 
century. We have drawn the sword on behalf of the supreme moral values 
Christian humanism and the humanizing of brute mechanical force. Our 
sword is a terrible sword. I shall not be giving away any secrets to the enemy 
when I say that never before have the skies of France seen such a powerful 
air force. Never before has the soil of our country known such thundering 
hordes of tanks. We are working day and night without ceasing in order 

iniic Cr r S DTK 8I8a , nt, u armamen *. We are being helped by our noble 
aJlies, the British, and the great transatlantic Democracy. But our principal 

strength is our spirit, the fraternal feeling that binds together people of all 

Parties, all classes, the unity of the nation and its will to win. Frenchmen, 
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we will not sheathe the sword until we have defeated the accursed enemy of 
civilization !” 

Maurice was afraid to stir. He remained sitting on the edge of the chair 
and smiling with the same artificial smile one wears when being photo¬ 
graphed. 



The Army Staff H.Q. was stationed in the country house of a rich Alsatian 
industrialist. It was a spacious house with a conservatory and a billiard- 
room, where the officers played in the evening. In the library the officers 
studied the maps. In the secretaries* room, which had formerly been the 
nursery, the type-writers clattered ceaselessly. Underneath a picture of 
Mickey Mouse which still hung on the wall, sat Lucie, the stenographer 
secretary. She had straw-coloured hair and long, violet-tinted eyelashes. 
Major Leroy, the General’s favourite, dangled after her. 

The owner of the house was fond of knick-knacks, and on the writing- 
table where General Leridot worked stood an ink-pot in the shape of the 
tower of Pisa, a penguin of Copenhagen porcelain and a clock with a dial 
indicating the time of Paris, San Francisco and Tokio. When the General 
sat down to work, he invariably moved the penguin aside. He was terrified 
of breaking it. He couldn’t bear the sight of any damage. He was furious 
if a drop of ink was spilt on the parquet floor or the soldiers trampled the 

lawn with their boots. 

One might have thought that a man with such a temperament would nave 
chosen a different career, but all the men in Leridot’s family were in tne 
army. In 1914 Leridot had commanded a regiment. He had shown him¬ 
self to be efficient and was promoted to the rank of General. He knew how 
to get on with both heads and underlings. He never pushed himself f°£ w ^ r r* 
He called himself a disciple of Foch and said: “What we need most of all in 
our jobs is calm and a sense of proportion.” Always polite, clean-shav 
and smelling of eau-de-Cologne, he was a general favourite and na 
soothing effect on everybody. His one drawback was his small staiure. 
He never allowed photographers to take pictures of him if there was anyon 


standing beside him. . . . . . . 

His success was largely due to his tact. He hated deputies, but whenever . 

civilians began to talk about politics in his presence he would reply. 

trust the elected representatives of the nation.y Breteuil, Ducane an 

Villard were all on good terms with him. He willingly d ' sc . u . ss ^ w ‘ t | h a ho” 
the part which the 75 mm. guns played in the victory of the Marne, or abo 
the beauty of classical poetry. He adored literature, bought de-luxe editio 
of Racine and Corneille, and thirty years ago had even P ub ‘ Ist ! ed 
vincial journal an article on ‘Some Errors of Stendhal, which dealt w 
the Chartreuse de Parme from the point of view of military science. 

Leridot loved his profession, but the chaos of the war filled -| t 

dismay. Everything that had been perfect on manoeuvres was now spo 
by a thousand accidental factors. And in the last ibree mo jt 

grown thir .er and older. He complained of pains. The doctor sai 
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was his liver, but Leridot put it ail down to worry. Everything irritated 
him: the front was a short one and he didn’t know how to dispose his troops. 
He kept repeating : “The trouble we've got too many.” The men were 
sleeping under the opeD sky and in Novembe. there was an outbreak of 
influenza. The officers pampereJ their men and neglected to give them any 
orders, and the men were bored *o dea.h and took to drinking. When 
Leridot was told that Gameirn was massing heavy artillery for an attack on 

the Siegfried Line, he said with a sigh: “The officers haven’t even got 
revolvers.” 


He kept a strict watch over the daily routine at H.Q. Everybody rose 
at six o’clock in the morning. Colonel Moreau received reports. Major 
Leroy read boring newspapers and tried to look in at the secretaries’ room 
where Lucie was tapping on her machine. Major Giset gingered up the 
commissariat officers. Colonel Javotte studied maps. Dreamy bald- 
headed Captain Sanger sighed for the cafes of Paris and reported to the 
General: “Two soldiers were wounded at Zwincker. ... A movement has 
been observed opposite the 16th Division. The Germans have brought up 
the 186th Regiment. ... Yesterday no enemy aircraft operations were 
observed. ... A hospital for venereal diseases has been opened at Tan- 
ville. . . .” The General moved the penguin aside and muttered: “That’s 
that !” At twelve o'clock they sat down to lunch. 

That day there was Strasbourg pate de foie gras . Colonel Moreau said 
it was the gift of the local gods. The General sighed; the doctor had put 
him on a diet. By way of consoling himself he remarked: “Salad is better 
for you than anything. When a man gets on in years he becomes a grass¬ 
eating animal. It’s one of the laws of nature.” 

Captain Sanger guiltily swallowed a delicious morsel of the pdte. “Of 
course it is, mon General" he said. 

They talked about Hitler being a vegetarian. The General was surprised. 
He kept repeating: “There, now ! A very interesting trait” Then Major 
Leroy began to give the current views of the newspapers. 

Finland was the main topic ot the day. Everybody wondered what 
the Russians would do. 


The General livened up and said: “That’s very interesting ! Of course 
they may begin an encircling movement and try to come out on the Gulf 
of Bothnia in order to cut off Helsinki from Sweden. They may even make 
a frontal attack on the Mannerheim Line. We’ll see, we shall see.” The 
war m Finland provided him with a strategical problem. Somehow it took 
him back to the comfort of his study in Paris and he heaved a melancholy 
sigh. And what do they say about our own affairs ?” 

mY CI J ^ ttle * -T he censorshi P has suppressed two columns of VEpoaue .” 

And quite right too. It was probably an article by Kerillis or Ducane 
l can t understand how they allow them to write.” 

Colonel Moreau was a close friend of General Picard and both of them 
hated Ducane. 


, 1 ^ rv!i^ y a° from P a ns that Ducane intends to come here,” said 
the Colonel. As if we couldn t do without him 1” 

Whenever he felt angry the General always licked his lips. He per¬ 
formed this operation now and said: “Never ! Daladier can spare us 
surprises of that sort, Ducane is capable of infecting everybody with his 
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panic. 1 myself heard him shouting out: ‘The Germans are going to 
launch decisive operations in the spring’ What can you expect ? The man 
was an airman once upon a time, but he’s an ignoramus as far as strategy 
is concerned. He’s behind the times and can’t see anything. He looks 
upon the Maginot Line as though it were the same as held fortifications on 
the Aisne or the Somme.” He carefully selected a pear, feeling it all over to 
make sure that it wasn’t sleepy. Then he peeled it with a fruit knife and 
wiped the juice off his fingers. “Ah ha, when the knife goes in as though it 
was butter, the pear is sure to be a good one. . . . Taste it. Major.” He 
passed half the pear to Sanger. “Colonel de Gaulle’s influence shows 
itself in Ducane’s chattering. I’ve read de Gaulle’s report. Gamelin is 
right: the man’s a fantastic. He doesn’t wish to realize that the Germans 
are bluffing. He mixes up everything, Poland and Spain, where anarchists 
fought against the regular army, and our front. Anyway, it’s a bad thing 
when people feed their minds on newspaper sensations instead of the classical 
science of warfare. This fellow de Gaulle thinks he’s got an inventive mind. 
In reality he’s hidebound. He has got his mind fixed on Sedan or the 
Napoleonic wars. He’s forgotten the experience of the world war. He 
imagines tanks are going to rush across Europe, where once upon a time he 
cavalry dashed. But the age of lightning wars is past. We’ve returned to 
long sieges. This is a Trojan war; that’s what it is !” 

He carefully folded up his napkin, slipped it into the ring and got up. 
Coffee was served in the drawing-room. 

“General Monet has been ringing up,' said Colonel Moreau. “They 
want to carry out some sort of manoeuvres in order to accustom the troops to 

the action of dive bombers.” . 

The word ‘manoeuvres’ reminded Leridot of peace-time, but he frownea 
at once; that Monet was up to something again. An upstart. He was 

always wanting to get ahead of everybody else. 

“The Prefect is against it,” Moreau went on, “for the reason thar tne 

population beyond Munster hasn’t been evacuated, and the peasants are 

afraid the vineyards will suffer.” „ . 

The General nodded his head. “1 entirely agree with the Prefect, ne 

said. “We must be particularly nice to the Alsatians. It s a nd,cld °“: 
idea altogether. Dive bombers indeed ! Yes, in Poland or in Spam w 
there are no anti-aircraft guns. These silly people snap at every nai 
Germans throw out to them. They get into a panic at every rumour, 
let General Monet know: the usual exercises and nothing more, oes 


we must give the men a rest.” .. . 

After lunch the General and Captain Sanger set out ! or the a 

Leridot’s chauffeur was the son of Meuger, the 

snorting type of young man, who had been given a job at , Headdl ^7 ol 
owing to his father’s influence. He drove the car at top speed and Leridot 

keot saving to him; “Not so fast, my friend, not so fast. that 

Leddot liked talking to bis chauffeur. Young Meuger knew all that 

was going on in the neighbourhood. 

“What’s the news, my friend ?” tig’d 

“All quiet, mon General. 1 had a talk with a lawyer at Munster. H ^ 

come from Pengueux to fetch his belongings. He says the Rosset affair b 
made a bad impression on the Alsatians.’ 
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“That’s just what I expected.” Lender turned to Sanger. “They’re 
quite blind in Paris. Even i* Rosset was connected with the German secret 
service, this is hardly the rime to drag out the affair. Why intensity political 
dissensions ?” The General turned his head slightly towards the chauffeur. 
“Did you drive the Colonel to the positions ?” 

“We were at Erstein, mon General. Major Lesage complained the men 
there were getting out of hand." 

Meuger would have liked to have told how the men had rubbed Major 
Lesage all over with cow-dung, but he managed to restrain himself: it would 
have made the General furious. Meuger only grinned at the thought of how 
the poor Major had shrieked. 

“What can you do?” said Leridot. “The men are bored to death. 
Reasonable distractions must be organized.” 

They drove into Strasbourg. The town was empty. Newspapers dating 
from the end of August were still hanging behind the windows of the kiosks. 
Marble tables and wicker chairs stood in the cafe terraces with an air of 
waiting for customers. The cathedral porch was piled up with sand bags. 
The clocks in the square all told different times. On catching sight of a lilac- 
coloured dressing-gown in a shop window, the General sighed : Sophie 
had a dressing-gown like that. Four years ago he had married his second 
wife, the young daughter of an army doctor. At twenty-six Sophie was 
discriminating and considerate. When Leridot was working, everybody 
in the house went about on tiptoe. Sophie prepared his favourite dish: 
calf’s head & la vinaigrette. Her favourite scent was ‘Corsican Jasmine,’ and 
plenty of it. 

The observation post was at the top of a slope in a nook camouflaged 
with branches. Leridot looked through his field-glasses and saw some men 
standing near a pill-box. Automatically he thought to himself: that’s the 
enemy. Then he noticed a large sheet on which was written: ‘Frenchmen, 
our common enemy is England !' It was flanked by pictures of Hitler and 
Joan ol Arc. Leridot frowned and thought: How vulgar it all is ! Instead 
ol military operations they indulge in propaganda. As though war were 
an election campaign. Further on he saw houses with brown roofs, wisps 
ol blue smoke and vineyards. There was no word to express it ! It was 
indeed a strange war. You might imagine you were on manoeuvres and the 
Blues were trying to force the river. It had been altogether different in 1916. 
He remembered the ruins of Peronne, the rubble, the craters and dead 
men s bones. Nothing like that would happen now. In those days we went 

into war with songs and the red trousers of the poilus . Now we had the 
Maginot Line. 

Leridot walked along a muddy path. There was a smell of damp earth. 

A pale winter sun struggled through the clouds. Suddenly he heard the 

sound ot music: Schubert. It was a piece that Sophie was fond of 
playing. 

“What’s that ?” he asked. 

The regimental commander replied: “It’s a loud-speaker. We're 
drowning the German propaganda. The enemy hears familiar music. 

» wmg l ^ ern we’ve got nothing against the Germans.” 

That s an excellent idea,” said Leridot. 

It has been suggested that we should make short appeals in the German 
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language in between the music. They’re already doing that in the 27th 
Division. But I didn’t think it was suitable.” 

“You’re quite right. Wars were meant to be fought. We can leave 
politics to the politicians. Do you have a concert going on all day 
long ?” 

“This morning there was an artillery duel from seven a.m. till seven-forty. 
Their batteries are ...” 

“I know, I know. Were there any casualties ?” 

“Three men killed and one sergeant severely wounded.” 

All was quiet for a few moments. Then from the other side of the Rhine 
came the words of a song in French: 

‘And so behind your backs 
They sold you well and good: 

England agreed to send the guns, 

And France—to shed her blood.’ 


They proceeded to the headquarters of the 27th Division. Leridot 
was anxious to find out whether it was true that they were indulging in 
political propaganda there. But he forgot all about the loud-speaker when 
he was informed that a German fighter plane had crashed near Erstein that 
morning. The pilot was killed and according to documents found on the 
body his name was Lieutenant Karl von Schirau. 

Leridot gave orders to stage a grandiose funeral. 

“That’s real propaganda !” he explained. “We’ll show^ them that we 
know how to respect the enemy. I’ll send Colonel Moreau.” He thought 
for a moment. “You say it was von Schirau ? . . . Von. ... No doubt, 
he belonged to an aristocratic family. It will have a tremendous impression 

in Germany. I’ll try and come myself.” ■ . 

He inspected the hospital and went into the barracks. As soon as tne 

men saw him they hurriedly threw their coats over the playing cards. 

“Well, my lads, are you having a good rest ?” 

“Oui, mon General .” 

Leridot didn’t know what else to say and went out. As he was going 
through the doorway he overheard someone remark: General 
Thumb !” Once before he had heard that offensive nickname ^ the stree 
in Paris but he had never dreamt that anybody at the front would dare 
make fun of him. Doubtless it was a Communist. He licked his lips, , a 
Captain Sanger sighed; he had just been on the point of sugges 1 g 


^Throughout the drive back Leridot sat nursing the insult. Inthetojj 
of the chateau there was a large mirror. As he passed it, the 


back. He sent for Colonel Moreau. „ ., « tThe mea made 

“The 27th Division are getting out of hanj hejsaid. ™General 

an abominable impression, instead of smartening up Ins 
Monet is spending his time on propaganda. He s passing on some 
of political speeches to the Germans. Probably speeches by^retugees^ 
Communists. We must draw up a report,at once to the Commander 

Chief and a copy for Daladier immediately. . u:iij«rds—a 

The Colonel heaved a sigh. He had intended playing 
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return match with Major Giset—two games of a hundred up. The captain 
said to Leroy: “He’s licking his lips. Somebody called him ‘Tom-Thumb.’ 
And I thought yesterday he was going away to Paris. What a life !’* 

Six o’clock struck. The secretaries’ room was empty except for Lucie, 
who still went on working. At last she finished typing: “Dubois Pierre, 
jergeant,” folded up the copies, pulled the cover over the machine, and, 
looking cautiously around her, went upstairs. Major Leroy was waiting 
for her. 

“My child, let’9 imagine we’re in Venice, in a gondola.*' 



It had been pouring with rain since dawn, the cold dreary rain of winter. 
The yellowish grey sky was enough to give you the hump. Pierre gazed at 
his sodden brown boots. He often gazed at one spot now as though he was 
looking for something. But he didn’t see anything. He wasn’t even think¬ 
ing. Everything going on around him seemed to be vague and unreal. He 
wanted to pinch himself and cry out to make sure that he wasn’t asleep. 
Nothing ever happened; as a private of the 39th Regiment, he got drenched 
in the rain and listened to the rhapsodies of Liszt or the sergeant’s abuse, 
occasionally interrupted by the thunder of gunfire. There was something 
horrible in it all, but Pierre didn’t dare think about it. 

It had begun one hot day back in August. When he woke up that 
morning he had stretched his limbs with pleasure. Agnes was making 
coffee; Doudou was playing on the floor and his little brown horse was 
rocking in the bright sunlight. Now all that was a memory. 

Since then he had lived in a sort of torpor. He could no longer move 
about at will and he scarcely spoke. His nature demanded a life of noise 
and bustle. 

In his own part of the country the weather was warm at this time of 

year; the December roses were in bloom, and the naked brown peaks or 

Mount Canigou were visible in the distance. He had once climbed right 

to the summit. But here the rain would go on the whole day long and 

to-morrow and the day after as well. And sood the angels would be singing 

like a loud-speaker ‘Gloria in excelsis’ in the sky that looked like dirty 
cotton wool. 7 


Before he had left home, Pierre had wandered about like a condemned 

man. Agnes had seen that he was going to pieces, and tried to find a way 
of escape. 

We’lffind^work “ Said> " let * S 8 ° aWay somewhere - Let’s go to America. 

h w' 1 ltS ba d . for everybody. Do you think I want to 

save my bacon ? We can never bring back the days that are gone.” 

He was thinking about the days of the Popular Front. 

_ f ih/o!rr aSl i he had f u-, that was taking part in events and h ad a share 

ge . nerai responsibility. Even after Villard’s betrayal he could say: 

I m sending aircraft. But now he was like a tree marked by the wood- 
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cutter s axe, and even his death would make no difference to the course of 
events. 

On the day of his departure he nearly had a quarrel with Agn6s. She had 
frowned in perplexity and said: “But you wanted it. . . .” 

He had answered indignantly: “Not this war ! It isn’t ours.” 

Agnes saw no distinction. To her, war was war—shells, mud, blood 
and death. How could he try to make out that September 1939 was any 
different from September 1938 ? She objected that his attempt to draw a 
distinction was ‘mere twisting, politics, a game.’ But to him it was the 
truth. There was something different in the sound of the marching steps 
of the conscripts. Nobody sang. Their faces had the look of men who were 
being sent to their doom. And Pierre saw no prospect of relief. 

He now began to realize what it was that separated him from Michaud. 
Their former arguments were not accidental. Michaud was a strong 
character. He could be broken and then he would fall, as Jules had fallen 
yesterday. But Michaud could not be bent; he would smile, exclaim ‘And 
how !’ and survive the attack. Where was he now ? Was he being drenched 
in the rain ? Had they put him in gaol ? How Pierre would have liked to 
have bad a talk with him ! And yet even Michaud wouldn’t be able to help 
him. Michaud was sure to say: ‘You must look ahead. The logic ot 
events. . . .’ 

Pierre felt the burden of loneliness. He found bimsell in a company 
consisting almost entirely of pious and timid Breton peasants. They had 
been told (hat he was an anarchist nfidel who had burnt down churches >n 
Spain. Lieutenant Esterel, an ugly dwarf, was one of Breteuil’s ‘Ironclads. 
He adored poetry, said that poverty was romantic and that there was a 
‘mystical quality’ in Fascism. He despised his men: they smell or sweat, 
spoke French badly, and wore scapulars with an image of St. Gwenole. He 
was afraid of Pierre and warned the other officers against him: A man 
that is capable of shooting you in the back.” It annoyed him to think 
Pierre was an engineer, went to the ‘Atelier’ theatre and read the poem 


Elusrd 

Pierre chummed up with Jules, the only other Parisian in the company. 
Before being called up, Jules used to work in a gas works. He: was 
incorrigible jester and said to Pierre: “You mustn’t take it so har , * 

It won t do you any good. No doubt, Maurice Thorez is thinking up - 

thing at present. But I’m off to do a bit of scrounging. There s aw 
chicken dung around here. I’ve not had a mouthful of omelette o 
time.” He made Pierre laugh when he said: “I’m an optimist. Le 
at events from the pig’s point of view. Before the war th ey anc j 

seven days a week. But now it’s forbidden to sell pork on M y Qbuiin 

Tuesdays. At that rate it won’t be a hundred years before the pgs . , [S 
personal inviolability. You’ll see !” For a moment Pierre came 
daze and laughed. And now Jules has been > killed.^ Agn es. 

Pierre’s letters were very short: he didn t knowwhat to say ^ 
The rain ? Jules’ jokes ? Or how he kept saying ‘Turnip when he 
dying ? About Lieutenant Esterel, who read Valery s P°ems an fuJJ ot 
of touching a soldier’s coat as be passed by ? Agnes s letter r ^ sQ 
/•nAotinnc Ck hnnt his health or stories of Doudou’s pranks, iney n* f 
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Agnes. She was like a straight road leading into bright July sunlight. If 
he went along ft he was bound to get somewhere. But now he had come 
to the cross-roads and he couldn’t make out which was the right one. He 
had gone astray. 

Lieutenant Esterel sent for him. 

“Take this to Captain Gemier.” 

“At your service, mon lieutenant 

He took the book. The Lieutenant wanted to humiliate Pierre. He 
was a Communist and probably only read proletarian poets. So let him 
take a walk ! It was four miles to the farm where the gunners were stationed. 
Captain Gemier was also an aesthete and had asked for something to read; 
he was compiling a rhyming dictionary out of boredom. 

Pierre took shelter in a shed and opened the book. It was a book of 
poems. He didn’t look to see who the author was but opened it at 
random and read the lines: 

‘Some day he'll get a glimpse of joy. 

He will not bloom, but he will live.’ 

Pierre shut the book with a snap. He felt as though Agnes had called 
to him and touched his wet cheek with her hand. It was a warm hand, 
but drops of rain were trickling down his face. 

He went further along the steep path between the vinevards. The farm 
was hidden by a little copse. On his right was a :hurch. The weather-cock 
had been knocked off the steeple. Pierre skirted a shell crater and thought 
to himself automatically: ‘They’ve been firing pretty close.’ Then he 
turned olf the road. 

He delivered the book to the bashful, short-sighted captain, drank a 
mug of sour new wine with the gunners and set ofT on the way back. The 
ram stopped. The loud-speakers were shut off an hour earlier than usual. 
There was a rattle of machine-gun fire somewhere down below, but nobody 
replied to it. It was all quiet at the front. Pierre kept repeating drearily 
to himself: ‘Some day he’ll get a glimpse of joy.’ In the evening there 
would be a letter from Agnes. Then he would go to the hay-loft, where it 
would be stufTy and warm and red-haired Yves would fill the place with 
happy snoring. 

Suddenly the stillness was shattered by a thundering explosion. This 
happened about twice a day, but Pierre was unable to get accustomed to it. 
All of a sudden the whole world seemed to change and the air was rent. Our 
men would reply presently. Pierre crossed to the side of the road and 
snuatted down in the wet. He would have to stay there an hour. But in 
the evening there would be the letter from Agnes. 

He was hardly aware of the second explosion. He fell forward: the 
fragment had struck him in the groin. Half an hour later he was picked up by 
some of the gunners. 

He opened his eyes and saw the bright light of an unshaded lamp and 
immediately closed his eyes again. Gradually he remembered the book, 
gunners, the wine and the shell. Then he must have been wounded. . . . 
Maybe, he was dying ? No. Was he sleeping ? ... He wanted to turn 
over on to his right side—he always slept like that—but he cried out. Then 
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he must be dying. There was something important he must remember. 
He tried his utmost to remember but he couldn’t think what it was. He 
wanted to see Agnes as he had seen her under the shed, but he could not— 
there was no face. All he could do was to repeat her name in order to 
soothe himself.. The nurse came and straightened his pillow. She had 
a long face, like a straight line, and he thought to himself: ‘She’s not one of 
us.’ Then he saw a bright plaything on the bed-cover. It was a red sand¬ 
box with bright green stripes. He was sitting on a heap of sand. Little 
pies were coming out of the sand-box. No, they were fish. Or was it a 
dwarf with a long beard ? . . . The sand was dry. The shapes all crumbled 
away. 1-Je cried out: “Why is it dry ?” The nurse came up with a wet 
towel and laid it on his forehead. He did not feel anything and lapsed into 
unconsciousness again. 

The music of a band could be heard coming from outside, the third 
battalion which was saluting the dead German pilot. General Leridot 
made a speech: “We bow our heads before the remains of a gallant fighter. 
The love of one's native country. . . . The sentiment of duty . . 

Then the rain came down again in still greater torrents than the day 
before, as though trying to make up for lost time. 

Agnes’s letter came in the evening, as Pierre had expected. It lay in 
the office for three days. Then they sent it back with the inscription: 
‘Addressee dead.’ 



The censorship was known as ‘Aunt Anastasia,’ and Joliot complained 
that she was driving him to the grave. La Voie Nouvelle came out witn 
white spaces all over the place. It was forbidden to write that the weather 
was bitterly cold in the Vosges, or that the Italians had greeted the German 
Ambassador with enormous enthusiasm, or that the Chinese Government 
was giving shelter to the Spanish refugees. Joliot waved^ his hand ana 
exclaimed: “There’s only one subject and that’s bromide !’’ 

It was rumoured that the authorities were mixing bromide witn ine 
soldiers’ coffee so that they shouldn’t yearn for their wives. And Jou 
published in his newspaper the following jingle: 


‘Outside your house, Gretchen, I patiently wait, 
Please don’t think I’ve taken my bromide of late. 


The eclipse of Desser obliged Joliot to look for a new patron. Breteuil 
put him in touch with Montigny. It was the first time that La Vote Nouveiu: 
had changed its policy, but this time Joliot was rally sad. Desser na 
known how to live, he had smoothed over any unpleasantness with a jok 
and handed over his cheque as easily as a cigarette. But Montigny shouted 
at hin as if he were a servant. He inter.ered in the business of edmngtne 
paper and flew into a rage if Joliot dared so much as mention the marnag 
£f some Radical or Socialist. But how could Johot get himself m wro g 
with everybody ? After all, Montigny wasn t going to last for ever. 
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When one of the contributors used the word ‘Bodies' in an article, 
Montigny was livid with rage. “Outrageous!” he shouted. “You’re 
pandering to the basest instincts. Of course we’re fighting Germany, but 
it’s a chivalrous duel. If you like, it’s an historical tragedy. Hitler is a 
great statesman !” 

It was not surprising, therefore, that Joliot was delighted when he heard 
of the grand funeral of the German airman. A whole column was devoted 
to the description of the ceremony and Leridot’s speech. But next day 
Joliot was once again racking his brains over what he was going to write 
about. The war had already been going on for four months, yet there was 
no sign of it. It was a phoney war. Soldiers were dying of influenza. 
Yesterday in the Chamber they had announced a treaty with Germany 
regarding railway communications across the Rhine. Only when it was put 
to the vote did somebody point out that the bill had been introduced in 
Parliament in the summer and that the bridges over the Rhine had already 
been blown up. The war was nicknamed ‘the phoney war !’ and people 
said: “How do you like this phoney war?’ Everybody liked it all right. 
Only there was nothing to write about. 

The enemy seemed to be unknown. German airmen dropped leaflets 
and people picked them up and said: “How well got up they are !’’ They 
listened to the broadcasts in French from Stuttgart. The speaker was a 
Frenchman. Joliot dubbed him ‘The Stuttgart Traitor.’ The name caught 
on. But the ‘Stuttgart Traitor’ became a popular character. The deputies 
asked one another: “What did the Stuttgart Traitor say about the secret 
session of the Chamber ?” 

And then a miracle happened. Late one evening Montigny sent for 
Joliot. He was cheerful and even polite and gave Joliot all he had asked 
for. Then he added eagerly: “Hand the political side over to Breteuil. And 
let’s have more military anecdotes, heroic stunts and exploits. Send out the 
best war correspondents.’’ 

The enemy had been found at last. Two days later the war correspondents 
set out for Helsinki. 

Tessa invited the Italian Ambassador to lunch. He praised Italian 
cooking, Piedmontese wine, the art of Veronese and the statesman-like geni^ 
of Mussolini. 

“You can’t imagine,’’ he said, “how distressed I was when war was 

declared in spite ot the Duce’s intervention. These months have been a 

nightmare to me. So they have to all cultured Europeans. But here’s the 

first gleam of light; the reactions to Moscow’s war on Finland show that 

all is far from being lost. In particular, I’m greatly encouraged by Italy’s 

position. I’ve always stood for the alliance of the Latin countries We 

are the friends of great Rome. What does Danzig signify, or the whole ol 

Poland for that matter, in comparison with the fate of civilization ? Let’s 

be quite frank: our common enemy is Moscow. The future of Paris and 

Rome, and ol Berlin as well, depends on the result of the strueale in the 
Karelian isthmus.” 

Everybody livened up. Madame Montigny organized ‘Northern Tuesdays’; 

)Y omen knitted socks and scarves for the Finnish soldiers to the strains 
of Sibelius. Meuger gave a million and a half francs for Mannerkeim’s 
cause, and the cheque was ceremoniously handed over to the Finnish Marshal’s 
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daughter. The Marseilles gangster Billet demanded that the rue Moscou 
should be re-named rue Helsingfors. 

A service was held in the Made'eine for the victory of Finland. Breteuil 
prayed devoutly. When he came out of the church, he went straight to 
the offices 01 La Voie Nouvelle, He astonished Joliot, who was seldom 
astonished at anything, by saying to him: “Go at once to Viliard. Get him 
to write a few articles on Finland.” 


Montigny disliked Viliard intensely and shouted: “He’s the man who 
corrupted the workers and taught them to lounge about on bathing beaches !” 
Joliot had been obliged to respect the whims of his new patron, avoided 
Viliard. Once they met in the (Marius restaurant near the Palais Bourbon. 
Viliard gave a melancholy sigh and said: “You’ve forgotten me.” 

“Do you take me for Zeus ?” Joliot protested. “I’m only the messenger 
of the gods. I’m Mercury. You know what a swine Montigny is. It’s a 
misfortune that Desser gave in, not only for me but for France as well. 
Now I’m writing at Breteuil’s dictation. He’s a dry stick and as savage as 
a wild cat. We’ve got nobody like that in Marseilles. He’s a mixture of 
the Gallic cock and a German wolf-hound. I’ve said to him several times: 
‘What about Viliard?’ Alas, national unit^jjxtS-ts^onlyJn--w.or.dsJ Per¬ 
sonally 1 appreciate and respeci you, and"what’s more, I like you !” 

Viliard smiled sadly and chose a quiet corner table. He was going 
to have a hard job ordering lunch in accordance with his doctor’s instruc¬ 
tions. He carried a list of forbidden dishes about with him and always 
consulted it: “Sorrel? No. Tomatoes? No. Carrots? Permissible. 

And now Creteuil was sending Joliot to Viliard. The tubby little editor 
was so taken aback that he talked to himself all the way there. What times 
we were living in ! Nothing was ever the same two days running. It 
was quite bewildering. One never knew from one moment to the next who 


one had got to smile at or who one had got to run down. 

Viliard was now living in retirement among his books and pictures. He 
watched events with disgust, like a spectator who is obliged to sit out a ba 
play. “1 don’t see any sense in it,” he said. And to himself he thoug 
complacently: ‘Anyway, I was lucky. Tessa took over from me in goo 
time. They made the mess. Now let them clear it up !’ Of course n 
continued to vote for the Government in the Chamber and on two occasio 
made patriotic speeches, but he spoke in a dull tone as though repeating 
uninteresting quotation. The ‘phoney’ war seemed to him to be a_ lot 
unnecessary fuss. There was already enough killing being done in cnin . 

He livened up a little when they started attacking the Communists, 
old resentmen came to life again. He regarded the Communists as 
cause oi his defeat. It was they who had eng.neered the^seizure 
factories, upset the shopkeepers and driven Daladier into ^reieu 0 f 

They shouted about patriotism and hummed like hornets at the shame 
Munich, but when it came to war they wriggled out. N, o>w tlhe i wo rker« 
saying that only the Communists were against war He thpugnt tmsvv 
cunning election manoeuvre and said to himself: They 11 ge * st 

votes.” Ol course, he supported the proposal to arrest the Comm ru „ 
deputies and said: “It’s impossible to make any obiecuon. It s only rg 
And when he heard that Senator Cachin had remamed at large, n 
grieved. He detested Cachin. Once upon a time they had belonged 
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same party and addressed meetings together Me reoar i ti-,~ 

To“tl5S P !L? ,m an0th r er ^ ,anet a,,d cons 1 dered 'cachinas"a 

h —t and a democrat. 

PwnQ • n° people were being arrested every day. In some provinces 

in * h Villard alLmed. SO Th\ P was th" 

SStt"* 4 id “ : * “»"> °& ■* PlSi™ too the Com! 

« c r f tired int0 his shell again. He had recently acquired a still life nt 

bobbed up and down like twenty years aao an c ’*? P |nce ‘ nez 

sss : . : " Tbe to «4 

wKXWiWg i 5Sija ; iSff ■ 

Joliot waved his hands. “To tS you the t^th ’^fe said ^don’? 05 ''' 
know exactly where Finland is R..t i*,, ™ , •*, V ne ? aia * 1 don t even 

our men are sent there, they’ll’freeze to^deadi'* C °' d U P there ’ 11 

But what do you think about thT^titude^f ita v 9^® my ° atd on that •' 

seilles patriot. They m ay attack fit ” " ? V ° U See ’ 1 m a Mar ‘ 

menaceTnow averted/’ ,ndie " ant With Moscow as we are. The Italian 
husbanded'bridled up'^ 8 dauehter came to see him. Her 

said.^There'are^o'anti-tenk guns ancTtfie^men'h Cha >° S ’ D u he arnly ’” she 

m a very bad mood. Gaston is afraid to say anvthfne to fh^ b °S tS ’ The y’ re 
going to happen to France y anything to them. Papa, what’s 

™f t d lis . t f n ?, < ? with a distracted air. 

to anything. There’s nosensTin it Nmv^Y 5 tdlS war wouJd n’t lead 

He began talking excitedly abou/Thf'o and ’, that S 3 different matter.” 

troops, and the collections for Mannerhein?^!^" 5 ‘ n Karelia > the ski- 
can’t get to sleep now till four or interrupted him: “I 

thinking. . . . What would happen if ^ ra ‘ ng - 1 kee P thinking and 

“It might happen.” PP ^ “ the Germans were to win ?” 


R 
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He said this so naturally that Louise was taken aback. 

“Papa !” she cried out. “What are you saying ?” 

He saw that her lips were trembling and that she was on the verge ot 
tears. He tried to soothe her: “Don’t be afraid. We’ve got the Maginot 
Line.’’ 

When the papers were brought in, Viliard saw that La Voie Nouvelle 
contained his article. He read it through attentively, nodding his head and 
approving his own words. Then he looked at a photograph. It showed a 
wilderness of snow and a couple of dead soldiers standing upright and 
frozen stiff. They had rifles in their hands. They looked as though they were 
going into battle and continuing in death the gestures of life. Viliard thought 
it was repulsive: there was no appeasement, no way out. 

Louise left. Sitting in his arm-chair, he wallowed in the sense of restful¬ 
ness. He now realized that it was a matter of indifference to him who won. 
And even in Finland. What did it matter? Some people or other were 
running about, falling and freezing. Life was like that- But he was above 
it: he was a world in himself like the apples. He’d had enough ol excite¬ 
ment, words and worries. It was time to take a rest. 

He was disturbed by a photographer from La Voie Nouvelle , a fellow- 
townsman of Joliot, a bustling but rather pathetic little man. 

“Excuse me for intruding,’’ he said. “We must have your photograph 
for the front page in connection with the events in Finland. The inde¬ 
fatigable fighter for freedom and justice.’ ” . . 

Viliard adjusted his pince-nez and tried to give his face an expression 

of courage. 


Tessa would hardly have recognized his daughter in the dainty_™° 
who was delivering dresses to fashionable women. Herhairwas cut s™" 
and elaborately waved; her lips were scarlet; she wore a hat like a mini 
chef’s cap and carried a cardboard box tied up with lilac ribbon. 

Denise was working at a dressmaker’s on the Boulevard Maleshwbto 

The girls modelled evening dresses. There were long mirrors m 

room Customers were few, and the proprietor complained tha b^mess 

was bad. He was a middle-aged man with a short grey' 
mournful eyes. From time to time he looked through the Pages o ^ ' 

des Modes or Vogue. In. the dim light the marm^mns looked bke oismme^ 

There was a hum ol sewing machines, a constant waving was 

and the rippling ol long finger-nails over lengths ' Eugene was 

beyond endurance. But in the back room a a h illegal printing 

board box for distribution in the various quarters ot the oty- sbe > d 

To-day was a holiday for Denise. She was hunying 
got the address. She was going to meet Michaud there. It was tneir 

meeting after four months of separation. 
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beeD • Sent to Brest at tirst ’ « was m the ;savai reserve 

££?5? T, OI 5’ Headquarters wondered how they couJd 

best get rid of this firebrand. Two weeks later they sent him to an infantrv 

His job was to wash the floors of the barracks. Sr 

Lfe the , ba ^ IOn c ° mmander > was . a crank and a drunkard who desnised 

ESt22 an A had r° fa,th u in the authorities. His favourite saying was : 
There are two pleasant phenomena in life—taxis and cactuses.” At first 

he took Michaud for a thief, but .after discovering that the ‘criminal’ had 

marks of favour. Now he had given Michaud a couple of days leave d 

clr i! e ^ e excited. She had difficulty in finding the narrow -loomv 
street which had nothing to distinguish it from scores of other An old 
woman opened the door. Michaud had not yet arrived 

Michaud wTsoTn ^ y ° U S ° me C ° ffee ’ Are vou ^ozen ? 

Mlchaud was a long time coming. “You never knew my Jeannot ?” 
the old woman asked “The Fascists killed him at the facto™.” ' 
Denise remembered Michaud’s stories of Clemence. 

Is it you ?” she exclaimed. 

Clemence wiped her eyes with her apron. Jeannot! Denise now be°an 
to understand the meaning of the things in the room. The portrait of a bov 
with big ears hung on the wall. Books and exercise-books lay on the chest 

fhinesTat ca P hung on a peg. Clemence refused mpart with the 

things that had belonged to her son. She looked after his comrades save 

them meals and sewed on their buttons. When the war broke out ehil ^ a 

to sit alone all the evening and cry. They were IllTien away from her" 

Bu ***V? ^ ovem ^ er a stranger had called on her. 

I’m on Ve th C e 0 mn. fr0m .^ IChaUd ’” he Said ' “ Could 1 the night here? 
She was now hiding the Communists. She never asked them their nam^c 

.JSW.&KS.* * 11 u '’ abou ' F “*» a in » d » » 

M. iSS js? 

“You ! ,,MlChaUd ° ame ‘ How funny he looked in uniform ! 

“ d “* old «°"*» tanediaM, served him 

iock£ STd Sa’fftoS Js 8 ? r y tef r 1 

voo, Michaud, 

257 



the same. We shall want you later on. I’ve been telling her you’re going 
to be like Maurice Thorez.” 


When she was gone, Michaud took Denise in his^arms and murmured: 
“I’ve been pining to see you. I’ll say 1 have, and how}!” 

The short January day drew to a close. 'The twilight in the room was 
like a blue haze. Clemence would soon be coming back, but they still had 
a lot more to say to each other. 

“Everything’s in a mess. We’re stationed on the Belgian frontier. They 
wanted to dig fortifications and then they changed their minds. I heard the 
Colonel shouting: ‘Only defeatists can say the Germans will come here P 
That’s their favourite word. But who are the defeatists ? Themselves. 
They’re doing everything so that the Germans can smash us. Of course, if 
there was a different Government, it would be another matter. The front 
can be held. Only I’m afraid they’ll smash us *o begin with, and then we’ll 
be asked to save the situation. The men keep asking about the Com¬ 
munists. When I got some leaflets, they made a rush for them. The officers 
are Fascists. They’re pro-Nazis too. The only exception is my man, who’s 
crazy on cactuses. But the rest keep saying it’s all due to the Popular Front, 
the treachery of the Communists and so on. They’re afraid of the men. 
And the men are waiting. They don’t know what for themselves. There’s 
plenty Of powder, but there’s nothing to set fire to it with. But if it starts 
in Paris, they’ll back it up.” 

“It’s just the same here,” said Denise. “The people in the factories are 
angry, but they don’t say anything. Only the Furnish affair has given them 
a jolt. They say they won’t make planes for the Finnish Fascists on any 
account. They may come out on strike. And then the fat will be in the fire. 

He asked her about the news from abroad and what was the news from 


the U.S.S.R. Denise explained everything. 

Michaud smiled. “See how important you’ve become,” he said. You 

remember how I took you to your first meeting?” 

They recalled the first days of their love, the hesitations and embarrass¬ 
ment. Neither their lips, hands nor their eyes could express the strength or 
their emotion. And soon they would have to part again. „ 

“I read in the papers about an English captain on board a ship, # sai 
Denise. “It was round about the New Year. They were having dinner. 
Suddenly there was an explosion. A German submarine. His young wue 
was with him. He fastened a lifebelt round her and dragged her to the siae 
of the ship. She struggled to get away. She thought he d gone mad w 
threw her into the water. She was saved. What self-control . What strength 
of feeling! Now we need courage in order to live, Michaud. You m 
tell me that and shout it at me so that I become strong. I m not vukwb 
about danger. I’m not threatened with anything. But when we pan, 

always wonder whether it’s the last time and for ever . 

“ We’re all on a raft now. They’ve sunk the ship. But we U hold • 

And we’ll get there, Denise. You’ll see !” . . . 

They parted at the corner of two dark streets, that were broad an d 

as rivers at night. Michaud had a bundle of leaflets and two^ues 
UHumanite tucked inside his jacket. There was still i thr ® e ^ l S e a stra nge 
train left. He walked to the station. Paris in the hiack-outwas 

•. r? a: Kranrhpc nf fhfi tTCCS tuTUSl lllv 
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selves out of the darkness. But the houses were invisible. You were vaguely 
conscious of them, like distant mountains. A child laughed. A woman's 
voice said: “I ve dropped my glove.” A bus hooted. A cigarette glowed. 
. . . And everywhere in the darkness was a moist blue haze, and the vague 

mU V?- U u ° r the city ’ that sounded like surging of the sea. 

Michaud thought of Denise and their hurried good-bye—they were both 
afraid to reveal their pain. She had told him: “I’ve put some cigarettes in 
your pocket. He had said: “Cover up your neck. You'll catch cold.” 
Wh£n would the^meeuagainj And would they ever meet? 

krpad streets rolled on like rivers. Now there was someone coming 

WUh a t0r u h * faint light seemed stron § in the darkness. 
It lit up the pavement, the railings round a tree and the person's feet. Had 

there ever been any bright lamps in the streets ? The light disappeared as 

\iVT ng ? T turn ? d a co ^ ner - °h to carry love through all these dark years, 
like the gleam of a torch in the black-out! 


10 

Andre was sent to Poitiers. Every day it was rumoured that the regiment 

finripH 01n p t0 be Sen u t0 the u Magin0t Line ’ but the nrnioure were not co™ 
Four m f on ' hs went by. The Colonel was a frequent visitor in the 
drawing-room of the Marquise de Nior. He had served with old General 
Grandmaison in the campaign against Baku, and the local archteolo-fists 
were always asking him whether Poitiers was in danger of being attacked 
from the air. The officers had installed their mistresses in the town The 

hrmh!u W p e , ln 6 1 m ?", the bars and had g° ne th e rounds of all the 
brothers. Evep' evening Andre crossed off another day in his diary 

we'^‘losl e a ciy or e won ,t ° ^ = ““ W ° U ‘ d be interestin 8 to kn ow whether 

Life was dull and monotonous as in a prison. They went on route 
^ept out the yard, ate turnip soup. Then they wandered abom 
the town, struck up acquaintance with the shopgirls, looked at old films in 
the cinema and drank aperitifs. Then they went back to barracks and si? 
round the non stove belching and dozing. Andrf looked at their fficef 

him y nf^ a | dU H y OSt r Xpr “ sioa of anx ' e[ y and cunning, and reminded 

liiT ui. a and !?, ape ' , t He of ren thought of man’s likeness to the earth and the 
link between the potter and the clay. In moments like this Andre felt 

to 8 naffit W an r H'n He fun , at bimself: ‘When I was in Paris I didn’t want 

.£ ai f l ^ nd now . * m her ® I crave for my paints.’ Laurier said: “We’re 
going to the front in a week s time.” Andre had visions of enormous columns 
of sm °ke, cold dawns, barbed wire, and pale empty death like those 

colour? 6 6 SLm e&S bUt dazzbng da y s when objects lose their form and 

his But e hMp e S ily ’ ^ P ,f S u e had lived alone in his studio with 

ms canvases But here he was with other people, laughing telling stories 

and joking. He chummed up with Laurier especially. Laurier was a cafe 
musician from Avignon, a boyish carefree southerner, who lgw 
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bien , madame la Marquise one moment and the next said: “This war’s going 
to last a hundred years.” Then he laughed: “The Colonel has presented 
wax hands and feet to the Virgin Mary in advance so that he won’t get 
wounded.” A ' 

Yves, the Breton, remarked with a sigh: “The soil is good here. And 
there are lots of goats. We don’t have goats where I come from. Anyway, 
whose idea was it to go to war ?” At every tree he stopped as though he 
had met a fellow-countryman. Andre had long talks with him about manures 
and rye. Sometimes at night Yves cried quietly to himself. He pined for 
his wife and children and home. 

Nivelle had been a waiter in a cafe. He had spent two months in hos¬ 
pital before he was passed fit. His wife brought him a geranium. He had 
been told that geranium would give him a weak heart and then he would 
be released from the army. Nothing happened. “Why do they keep me 
here ?” he asked. “I was earning eighty francs a day. Multiply that by 
thirty. And business is ever so much better now. The waiter at the Cafe de 
Paris told me yesterday he was earning twice as much as before. Work 
it out for yourself : multiply two thousand four hundred by two. I know 
they don’t care a damn about my business, and I don’t care a damn about 
them either. And how many are there like me ? Three millions at least. 
So work it out: multiply four thousand eight hundred by three million. 
He fished out a gnawed stump of pencil. “It works out at fourteen million 

four hundred thousand. Multiply by twelve.” . 

Labonne, the book-keeper, was afraid of planes. “I wouldn’t mind u 
it was ordinary gun-fire,” he said. “But when it comes to being shot at 
from above—well, I ask you !” He consoled himself with the thought that 
his wife was a long way away. He was always in the brothels. “I shall get 
killed anyway,” he said. “I might as well enjoy a free life while I can. 

Then there was Givert, a youngish, weak-chested fellow, who wrote 
poems about the dark night-street and a mad organ-grinder. . 

All these men lived together, shared the same boredom and got drurne. 
Somebody would rush up and shout—“We’re off to-morrow . in 
whole barracks began to hum with excitement. The men wrote letters nom 
and embraced the local girls. Then would come the aMOuneement 
“False alarm.” And Yves began to sigh again and ask: Whats it an 


for 9 

One day Andre said to Laurier: “It’s no use trying to understand ! Its 

all a mix-up. You don’t know who’s fighting who. 11 s . ^ b *J?f i ^ntog 
in a crowd; only nobody stirs from the spot. What s th <Luse of 
to what they say? They won’t tell the truth, anyway. They re Cheung 
and trying to outwit one another. It s just as though 1 were p S 
picture and squeezing the colours out of the tubes. You squee 
niilion and out comes black. You squeeze the white and out comes 

No, it’s better not to think at all !” . oivme the 

When the radio stopped playing dance music and y 

announcements, everybody shouted: Switch ^ ^amn thing 0 J- cu jture, 
were fed up with hearing that Daladier was defending the cause otciu^ 
that nothing of important had taken place at the front and that the Germans 

had sunk another seventeen thousand tons of shipping. ^ 

The town had forgotten all about the war. For a few wee 
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C^ardonnpf^h b h a mobl| ization; then it sank hack into its usual rut. 

The curan TVT hundred thousand francs in a lottery 

r 3 ,, u b of the Archaeological Journal was published with 'on-> 

nUined of’fh^r- exca ''f tlons m Afghanistan. The Marquise de Nior com' 
plained of the nse in the cost of living: she had been obliged to dismiss her 

gardener and saddle her chauffeur with the job of looking 8 after the garden. 

111 ^ ffi m tl v i^ 13 te ij p ^ Marquise’s gold watch and 

tne tamiJy plate. He was caught in a brothel. The local papers were fa, 

more concerned with this affair than with the naval battle off the coast oi 

leoSkepI sSin^frn" * * the big 

icoparas Kept springing trom arm-chair to arm-chair. 

One day in January the Colonel bellowed at Yves- “You’re no mor- 

After Thl MLor’s sneer^^ a^ 11, Te ? Sa «> m Placently nodded his head. 
h?ct IV1ay . ors speech.he got up and said: “I thought I would like in 

p :f.>pj ers xJ j the olden days it inspired Saint Hiiarion, the patron saint of 
Poitiers. To-day it inspires the defenders of the Mag not Line A n! 
thoughts are devoted to one thing—victory.” s L me. All our 

b j ad corne t0 huy some land in the Department of Vienne In the 

wh at h Spe .? t PY ery penn y he earned, but now he was at a loss to know 
what to do with his money. The various companies with which he 

connected were ui a flourishing condition. Of course he could transfer 

one !L L rt W buria h n e d C ” lle ?„‘‘ a an s whoTn^k now 

ZnsZ plfotographs!" The^w ^'T ftaSoftta h ° St 

alfmode™ cl°veVienlr tyl " ^ 

waistcoats P a^ ; ^he , weather was'^l^eH^^l^ ^e^e^^n^'^ ^ojaiitted 

wonderful fellow ! I’m convinced h^ll win ” German name ,s a 

Louis XVth ceilings and centra/ heating ” 6 “"ah 1113110 " of feudal 

He got back to the town towards evening. He remembered having bought 
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a box of chocolates for Denise at the confectioner’s, and the memory of it 
made him feel sad. Nearly four years had gone by since then. If it hadn’t 
been for the war, he would soon have had to face his constituents again. 
But now he had other worries. What a wonderful time that was ! He was 
the only candidate. All the others had given way before him. Amalie and 
his children were waiting for him at home. Denise was smiling and even 
Lucien tried to be nice. How pleased Amalie would have been to know that 
he was buying Pre-des-Daims. She loved country life, chickens and vege¬ 
tables. And who was he to buy the estate for now? Paulette? But she’d 
throw him over as soon as some rich young chap like Meuger’s son turned 
up. No, the land was for him, and for him alone. Suddenly he began to 
think of that other land in the cemetery of Pere Lachaise next to Amalie’s 
grave. He was on the verge of tears, but fortunately he remembered the 
Marquise de Nior was giving a reception in his honour that evening, and 
this was enough to console him. 

The Marquise received him with animated chatter. 

“We’re delighted to welcome you as a neighbour,” she said. “It’s nice 
of you to have chosen Poitou.” 

In the salon he found the local aristocrats, archaeologists, a number ol 
army officers and his old rival Grandmaison, who was shouting: “They ve 
got to be taught a lesson ! I can’t understand the delicacy of the English. 

Go into the Black Sea and put an end to it !” . 

The visitors surrounded Tessa. He sipped weak tea and explained. 
“Everything is going according to plan. It would be a mistake to regard 
Germany as completely united. This winter has taught them a good deal. 
The flight of Thyssen is far more important than a military victory. Ai £ 
Reichswehr is furious. I foresee the possibility of our having a serious taix 
with the Germans. A man like Goering fully realizes the situation. As 10 


He made inquiries about the fate of his opponents at the elections. 
Breteuil’s protegS, Dugard, had been called up and was now in charge oi 
petrol supplies. Didier, the locksmith, had been sent to a concentration camp 
in the Isle of Re. Tessa exclaimed with a sigh: “It’s terrible to have to resort 
to such measures ! But one can’t do anything else: the enemy is at the gates 


° f Next^morning Tessa left by car for Paris. The battalion provided hhn 
with a guard of honour. Andre had often heard Lucien talk about 
father, but he had never seen Tessa in the flesh. He was surprised 
saw him now: he looked like a little bird. Tessa inspected the guard of honour 
and then wiped his long nose with his kid glove. The strains of th 

laise’ resounded in the wintry air. . ■ h . d bought 

The troops talked about Tessa’s visit. They all knew that ® se 

an estate. Yves said with a sigh: “The son of a £ ltc k JV, h: s m0 ney. 
around. He smelt the land was good ! And he hasn l^ r ^ r ^ S fmncs to 
They tell me the land round about here has gone up from three tran 

“It makes no difference to him,” growled Nivelle. he 

every shell. Just the same as I used^ to do on every glass o 

wouldn’t even think of releasing me.” fhnprate with 

“He’s got a solemn face,” said Lauder. “They only go to funerals wr 
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a face like that. And yet he shouts: ‘Victory !' Let’s go to the circus. 
Coming ?” 

The circus smelt of powder and animals' urine. The glass beads glittered 
on the skirts of the equestrienne. The performing monkev sneezed, and the 
enormous barrel-organ roared. Andre recalled the 14th of July, the merry- 
go-round and the shiny blue elephant. Where was Jeannette now ? Was 
she still advertising pills ? Was she weeping ? Nobody had had any luck. 
He used to think he was unlucky. Now he knew that everybody was the 
same. Laurier was right: they would never live to see peace. Even if it 
were signed it would only last a year or two and then the trouble would start 
all over again. 

Yves had his own thoughts. “The land here is remarkable," he said to 
himsell. “But the peasants are crafty. They’ve mixed millet with the corn 
so as not to give it all up. They’re killing the cattle. They say: ‘What’s 
the good of paper money to us ?’ They don’t trust anybody. And look how 
the price of land has gone up ! Who’s behind all this ?’’ 

The leopards blinked their eyes in the bright light and lowered their ears 

The puny little tamer in a purple frock-coat cracked his whip without 
ceasing. 

“Those arm-chairs are too small for them," said Givert. 

Then the barrel-organ started to roar again. 

Andre went out with Laurier. “The worst thing of all is the indifference " 
he said. “They go to the circus. All the cafes are full. Tessa’s buying up 
land. The peasants are hiding the wheat. And what’s going to happen 
to-morrow ? In the last war it was all different. Perhaps it was sillier but it 
was more human. They shouted: ‘To Berlin !’ looted the shops owned by 
Germans and hated the ‘Bodies.’ And they fought. They were full of spirit. 
Clemenceau got his back up and said: ‘We’ll defend ourselves in front of 
Paris, in Paris, and behind Paris !’ Then there were proclamations: ‘Lenin 
said so and so. . . .’ And everything seethed. But now it’s all so quiet you 
feel you want to howl. I feel like those leopards. They’re advertised as 
‘Ferocious beasts of prey/ and they’re no fiercer than a mangy old cat 
I don’t like it, Laurier." * 

“Neither do I," Laurier said. 


11 

The men jokingly asked Lucien if he was a relation of Tessa’s. He said: 
“A namesake." Nevertheless, the name was something to be reckoned with 
and the cautious major made Lucien a hospital orderly so as to keep him as 
far away as possible from a stray bullet. 

The former monastery was being used as a mental hospital. Lucien had 
to restrain the maniacs, and feed melancholics through the nose with rubber 
tubes. A sergeant lay tied up in his bunk: he wanted to bayonet people. 
A young soldier called Berand screamed at the top of his voice; he was 
terrified of everything, a hair-brush, a spittoon, or the doctor’s spectacles 
Another patient kept drawing naked soldiers with female breasts, and a 
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demented man from Marseilles repeated from morning to night the formula 
anre . Wa ’ F commumques: Nothing of importance-Nothing of import- 

Another man frankly admitted to Lucien: “I’m doing it on purnose 
First of all I thought the liver would do the trick. I swallowed fiftee? eggs at 
L' n V°S es ; horrible to think of it. It didn’t come off. They sent me to 
the front. Then I thought I’d moo like a cow. Only don’t give me away.” 

is U much as U you1i ke .? houlders and said: “ what does it matter to me ? Moo 

The orderlies played cards and zealously visited the brothels. In their 

nf H° SP o, ai the u lch f s in which the i™ges of the saints had once 
stood were filled with wine-bottles. Lucien liked to sit by the stove. It was 

and he thought to himself: ‘I can understand the fire- 
worshippers. To-day he felt mspired by the fire. It had died down but 

now it was burning up again and devouring the wood. And Lucien’s hair 
looked like the continuation of the flames. 

Jenny had written that she was going back to America. She gave as an 
excuse that the American Consul insisted on her leaving. She said they must 
meet again in Paris or New York. Lucien threw the letter into the fire. 

It was only now that he realized he loved Jeannette. People said that time 
was an enemy. It wasn t true. Time wore away the husk; the insincere 
sorrows and artificial passions disappeared, but the genuine sentiments 
remained. He was alien to Jenny, as she was to him. It was like a jig-saw 

puzzle: the picture had to be put together, but one piece didn’t fit in with 
another. 


The radio was barking: ‘Nothing of importance took place at the front,* 

and the man from Marseilles howled at the top of his voice: “Nothing of 
importance.’’ 

After the New Year Lucien applied to be sent to the front. He thought 
the nearness of death would enliven his weary mood. He found the life 
there primitive, cold and full of curses. The shells were always killing 
somebody, but the troops were.used to this by now and yawned: “It’s a 
lottery.’* 

He found a companion for conversation—a Norman with a jaw like a 
horse and glaring eyes. He was an archaeologist by profession. His name 
was Alfred. He told Lucien about the excavations in the Sahara, the relics 
of a vanished world. And Lucien recalled the ice and the penguins. One day 
they talked about the war. Alfred was confident that Daladier stood for 
freedom and that after victory the arts would flourish again and there would 
be a new Athens, a new Renaissance. Lucien didn’t care to disillusion 
him. Only occasionally he interrupted Alfred with the remark: “It’s a good 
thing you don’t know them.” 

A soldier was carried away with frost-bitten feet. Warm socks seemed 
like an inaccessible dream. Rumours went round that the troops were to be 
sent to Finland. 

One cold February morning when the world looked like a white field 
with a red sun over it, the positions were inspected by a parliamentary 
delegation accompanied by General Picard. 

Recently there had been a rumour that Picard was being sent to Syria. 
Weygand called himself a ‘fireman,’ and said that he had been called in to 
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put out the fire in the Near East. Picard objected: “In war a fire-bomb is 
more useful than a hose.” 

Picard had worked out the plan of operations. He called the army in 
Syria the ‘Baku Army.’ But the events in Finland obliged him to turn to the 
north. He said to Tessa: “We must send a strong expeditionary force. We 
can’t fight the Germans. Besides, we don’t want to. And it's dangerous to 
keep the men unoccupied. The Communists are hard at work. There’ll 
be disorders in the spring. Only a decisive victory in Finland will get us 
out of the impasse .” 

In the parliamentary lobbies there was a good deal of talk about the ore 
in Lapland, the ‘Colossus with feet of clay’ and the sympathy of Rome. 
The deputies were visiting the front to reassure themselves as to the solidity 
of the Maginot Line. Before they could approve a serious expedition, they 
had to make sure that all the doors were properly shut. The delegates con¬ 
sisted of three Radicals, iwo menbers of the Right, and one Socialist. With 
the exception of Breteuil they were all people who knew absolutely nothing 
about warfare. They were like spectators who had accidentally found them¬ 
selves on the stage; they felt secretly ashamed of their hats and trousers. 
One of them, a cheery fat fellow, asked to be given a tin hat to protect his 
head. 

They asked all sorts of stupid questions, inspected the fortifications 
exclaiming “Oh !” and “Ah !’’ like tourists looking at a medieval castle, and 
shrank nervously away from the heavy guns. 

General Picard walked with Breteuil. They talked about the prospects 
of the campaign in the north. Breteuil was in high spirits. 

“We’ve reached a turning point,” he said. “1 was afraid the Socialists 
would stand in the way, but Blum keeps mum and Villard rushes into battle. 
The question of sending the Chasseurs Alpins will be settled in a day or two.” 

They passed a military post. Lucien saluted. He had a few anxious 
moments wondering whether Breteuil would recognize him. But Breteuil 
was deep in conversation, and besides, it wasn’t his style to take any notice 
of privates. 

Lucien could not help reviving painful memories of the past. Even the 
sight of the deputies hunching their backs as though bullets were flying over 
them failed to amuse him. He realized what it meant to ‘burn with shame.' 
Yes, his past was shameful. How could he ever have had any confidence in 
heartless man ? 11 was ^y to guts* what Breteuil was talking about 
with Picard; they wanted to put France on her knees. They were taking their 
revenge for 1936. They would send troops to Syria and Finland, no matter 
where. And they would let Hitler in. Lucien remembered how his father 
used to say, when he was furious at the strikes: “Even the Germans would 
be better ! They were all alike. Perhaps Grandel was in a way the least 
harmless of the lot. But meanwhile people were getting killed. Yesterday 
it was Charles. He was a mountain shepherd and played the bagpipes Whv 
had they sent him to his death ? The blackguards. 7 

In the evening Lucien and A/fred squatted round a little camp fire 

They were frozen and silent. Then Alfred began to talk: “After the resolu¬ 
tions of the League of Nations ...” 

Lucien interrupted him. “Rubbish !” he said. “It’s all empty words 
which they use to cover up all sorts of treachery, personal interests and petty 
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spites. You saw Breteuil ? He’s holy. He's aiming at Heaven. And of 

course, he s a patriot. You should hear the sob in his voice when' he 

starts talking about Lorraine But he knows all the time that Grandel is a 

German spy. He s been shielding him. Do you think that Picard is getting 

ready for war ? Of course not ! He has been busy with something else. He’s 

been hard at work preparing the Fascist revolution. Where did the machine- 

guns come from . From Dusseldorf. And who gave him the money ? A 

German named Kilmann ! It’s a sordid story. Don’t talk to me about the 

League of Nations. You d do better to tell me what it is that Charles has 
been killed for. 


For a long time Lucien talked about Breteuil’s ‘faithful,' the meetings 
at Montigny s house and the betrayal of the country. He only neglected to 
say how he had got Kilmann’s letter. He didn't like to admit that he was 
Tessa s son; he felt that was even more shameful. Alfred sat with a look 
ot the deepest depression on his face. He kept saying “But . . .” and failed 
to go on. At last he got it out: “But if it’s like that, we must let eveiybody 
know. They must be kicked out. We must save France." 

Lucien smiled maliciously. “Just the same as Jenny !” he said. “She 

• « - | or rather, with her dollars. She 

said exactly the same thing to me: ‘Then you must have a revolution.’ 
It s too late, old chap. What did we do in 1936 ? It’s no use trying it now. 
They’ll crush us and set up Breteuil as Gauleiter. Or perhaps they’ll simply 
send everything to the devil. You and me included. It’ll all be like your 
excavations. In twenty centuries’ time th ey’ll dig up a Dunhill lighter, a 
Messer schmitt engine, the skull of the noble VilJard, and then they’ll exclaim: 
‘It was a wonderful civilization !’ One consolation, we won’t be there to 
say it ! Ugh ! It’s damned cold ! To tell the truth, it’s boring,” 


12 

Joliot celebrated the New Year with his wife and her brother Alfred, an 
army doctor who had got three days’ leave from the front. They went out to 
a restaurant and drank two bottles of champagne. Some girls threw little 
pink and blue paper balls at them. Alfred blinked bashfully and said “They’re 
bombs.” Joliot proclaimed a toast: “To victory l I can see our soldiers 
greeting the New Year in Berlin.” 

Then in a fit of superstition he hastily touched wood on the side of the 
table. Alfred turned away. Joliot’s expansive manners made him feel 
uncomfortable. But Marie looked fondly at her brother and murmured: 
“If only you don’t get killed !” 

Joliot began to give his reasons: “It’s absolutely logical. By the end oi 
the year we’ll have five heavy guns to every German one.” 

“I don’t know,” said Alfred. “I’m not up in those things. But we’re in a 
bad way as regards serums. I’m afraid they’ll take us unawares. There was 
tetanus in the last war. ...” 

Joliot cut him short; he couldn’t bear to hear about diseases or death. 

Alfred I eft the next day. Joliot never referred to him. He looked on him 
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!f,?-,5 1 L Ce u haP u but ratder colourless - But Marie often shed tears: she was 

wereln theTe^nrf “ d get , kllled ; 111 vain Joliot kept tellin S her that doctors 
of a sudden ?” d 3Way fr ° m danger - She kept sa y in § : “But what if all 

Johot’s life was full of the usual feverish bustle. His head was now 

“I!- dlfficuk Fm uish names. At night as he dozed off into an 
“™f a *y.. sle tP he was haunted by strange visions of frozen men hanging like 

Ws head S fr0ITI ^ ^ U made huT1 feel Cold and he drew the blanke t over 

• H u^ a j not a Sf^edy man and he wanted everybody to have a share of the 
pie. He despatched a dozen of his friends to Finland and Stockholm To 
his cousin Marius, a nimble Marseillais, he said: “Get up a gala soiree 

g a SO g oM™ g ne a r Ut Mannerheim ' h can be aid of the Finnifh ‘Lottas!'' 

Two weeks later Marius appeared before an elegant audience and keeninc 

under e a°tree° Se The n ten1h| nt ' 8ny ’i piped i **P ne da ' the MaTsha.was^ln 

unaer a tree. I he terrible revolution had only just begun. An impudent 

^i S ° d,e ^ a t B ,° ,SbeV ' k : c , ame up to him and asked him for a light. 1 
forgot to say that the Marshal was smoking a cigar. He looked indiemntlu 

buStng'clgar 1 & 3t the ° f ^ llfe ’ "A* 

mJKVSS^o^i^ ° f course ’ the collection went into 

Joliot had long wanted to do a good turn to Poirier the printer who had 

*i r t S . Se ff h ' m , f Payment. The opportunity now presented itself 
The General Staff needed maps of Finland. Joliot recommended Poirier 

r nd S3ld: ‘‘ My dear chap ' il ’ s as simple as picking up fou^ 
hundred thousand francs in the street. Only don’t look at the map It's 

enough to send you off your head. When 1 try to pronounce thT names I 
^ J. ve got P utt y mstead of a tongue in my mouth 

The paper was doing good business, but Joliot continued to feel depressed 
He was afraid of something he didn’t know what. Twice a day he S 

: ' Noih “ s of •*—* • • 

piSrS” l00k " buying hou*, „ d „„ Hke 

Side by side with photographs of Finnish soldiers the Vote Nouvr/I. 

asssrr saarurass 

srsas sssR'ssatftSSI? r $ 

teralhbteSdmdSS i hf 'VW»rha“ “Si," lSS'klf If ““ 1®' 

in m 4 p h Mke?S precaution'aga^nst^bacTIucic' bUt the Chip of?w °° d 

Thyssen, the Ruhr magnate, arrived in Paris. He was pestered by the 

267 



photographers, and all the smart women smiled at him. A photograph of his 
little dog appeared in La Voie Nouvelle. Joliot knew that Breteuil was hob¬ 
nobbing with him. 

The matter did not end with the photograph. Breteuil rang up; the 
newspaper must publish Thyssen’s memoirs. 

“It’s just the thing we want. It points the way to a mutual under¬ 
standing.” 

Joliot set off to the Crillon where Thyssen was staying. He waited a 
long time in the ornate lounge. Then a man with a contemptuous expression 
came out to him. Joliot jauntily bowed his head and smiled, and began to 
talk about freedom and the fraternity of nations. Thyssen said drily: 
“Excuse me. I’m busy.” 

He gave Joliot the manuscript and went away. When Joliot looked at it, 
he read: ‘That spring I elaborated together with Hitler the plan of the 
campaign against the Communists. . . .' 

He arrived home tired out. When he found Marie crying, he said: 
“You needn’t worry about Alfred. There isn’t any war and there’s not going 
to be any. You ought to have seen that German ! His place is in a concen¬ 
tration camp. But he has just this moment gone to see Tessa, word of honour! 
To-morrow we’re going to publish his memoirs. Montigny said to me: 
‘Contact is being restored.’ You realize what that means? Don’t cry, 
Marie. Nothing will happen to Alfred. There’s no war—except in 

Finland.” 

His wife took the handkerchief away from her mouth and said sottiy: 

“Alfred has been killed.” . 

Only then Joliot noticed the big yellow envelope lying on the table. 


13 

Michaud’s regiment was sent to Le Havre. Michaud was alarmed; he 

thought they were going to be sent to Finland. , ... 

He looked on Moscow as the pledge that his life was not in vain and tnai 

happiness was not an empty word. Everything that was being dol J® * 
Moscow seemed to him mysterious, but at the same time it was sometnmg 
which he felt to be familiar and part of himself. His face would light up w 
a blissful smile when he listened to the radio stories of the citron groves or 
Abkhasia. He followed every detail of the construction of the Moscow 

underground as though they were building his own home. in ,, thr 
he said, “our pianists have won the first prize in the competition. 
word ‘our’ came to him quite naturally. Once he said to Denise: ^ve 
flowers out there are on our side. Yes, yes, the ordinary flowers, die da 
and buttercups.” Whenever he felt he could bear it no longer, he would Iook 
at the map of the Soviet Union: the enormous green space soothed nis nervi»• 
Even at his last meeting with Denise he asked : “How s the exhibition in 
Moscow ?” He saw the far-off city in his imagination as though he had Uvea 
there for years on end. He was ready to die for it. And he was not the only 
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one. He was sustained by the knowledge that hundreds of soldiers around 
him shared his belief. And in other regiments as well. It was a secret fellow¬ 
ship of millions. 

And now the wind was rushing down the broad streets of Le Havre, 

tearing the curtains, overturning the advertisement hoardings and whirling 

the pedestrians. The harbour sirens were hooting. The cranes were grating 

their teeth. Work was going on day and night. There was talk of an 
expeditionary force. 

Michaud kept taking aside first one soldier and then another. He didn’t 
know who was a Communist, but there were a good many signs: one man 
might say he missed L'Humaniie , another might sneer at Villard’s noble 
rmnd or talk of Thorez as ‘our Maurice.’ Michaud whispered: “If they 
send us against the Russians, we must refuse to go. They can’t keep it 
hushed up. The whole country will know about it.” 

“I don’t know,” came the answer. “What will the others say ? You’ve 
got to remember it isn’t an election affair. You might get shot.” 

. ^he J? en llked M t icha ud for his bold language and cheerful spirit. They 

backed him up when he made fun of the sergeant. But to revolt was a different 

matter. Michaud himself didn t know what the men would say. He tried 

to persuade and explain, telling them enthusiastically about Leningrad which 

the Russians were fighting to defend. There was a big river there and the 

workers were in the palaces. Lenin used to live there. He abused the 

traitors who were prepared to strip the front. He talked to each man in a 

different way, getting excited and making haste, as they might be sent off 
to-morrow. ^ 

When Colonel Querier heard that his regiment was included in the expedi¬ 
tionary force he was unable to sleep. He spent the nights playing patience 
He was a man of fiery temperament and weak character. He had given 

P r ?£l I? 1 ? C ^ Ura u C u ,n the last ^ ar and had decorated twice. He was 

n but W 5 S nfra,d of life » toe authorities, the crafty web of 
politics, denunciations and street demonstrations. 

. ^ ad . stationed in Picardy all the winter. Ouerier 

had decided to dig fortifications as it was impossible to let the men be without 
some occupation. But General Picard snubbed him: “Who asked you to 

SrSfeaSS'” W re " My 10 here - Y “' ve !o 

h. r st. a ss’.S3'sss’.i's'ir"" 05 - 

sssaaws.'saa' 

z:'-£rzi‘k^ 

bogged there. Would Gamelin really allow^T^m Sen even Gam^ 
was powerless ; ,t was the politicians who would decide everything 

come out 1 Well—enough for to-night' h sutth tlme u wou)dn 1 

Michaud was saying to his comrades: “Have you seen the frontier? No 
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fortifications. They’re taking men away. They want to fight the Russians. 
And they’ll let Hitler’s army come in here ! That’s their game !” 

The dim lamp shed a faint light on the men’s faces. Long shadows 
-flickered on the white-washed wall. Michaud tried in vain to guess the 
meaning of their silence. They were men of various types. One was a 
locksmith from Asnieres and seemed to be a Communist. Another was a 
peasant and talked about the good home he had left. A third was a commer¬ 
cial traveller, who sold sewing machines. There was also a porter, a butcher 
and a postman. What were they thinking about ? 

The denouement came suddenly. Picard arrived to inspect the troops. 
Two platoons were drawn up. Querier stood with a gloomy, preoccupied 
air and did not look at the men. Suddenly some men behind him shouted: 
“Where are they taking us to ?” 

The Colonel went red in the face. He mopped his forehead with his 
handkerchief and said: “Who’s that shouting ?” 

“All of us !” came the reply. 

Querier was at his wits’ end. He made no threats and used no persuasion. 
The men’s rifles were taken away. The rumour went round that they were 
going to be court-martialled. At night the men were unable to sleep. They 
remembered their childhood, their life in the days of peace and their families. 

They were asked: “Who’s the ringleader ?” Everybody had Michaud 
in mind, but nobody gave him away. And all the while the March gale 

roared over the town. , c „ 

Next day Picard said to the Colonel: “We’ll have to shoot three or tour 

of them as an example to the rest.” . A « 

Then Querier began to exclaim: “Do you realize what it would lead to . 


They’ll kill us !” f rT . o 

He recovered himself at once and hung his head. He expected a c 

martial; it looked as though he was the ringleader. „ - __ f 

Picard turned aside and drummed on the dirty window-pane. He g 
that a subordinate was standing beside him. He kept saying to himse • 

‘Marne, Verdun_A thing of the past. Do you call this an army i ’ « 

a horde, a bunch of rabble !’ He recalled how many times he had said to 
Breteuil: “Be careful. We may have to pay for this. Ofcourse, a campon 
in Finland might be a good thing for the men s morale. But the Ramca 
were hesitating as usual. And there were a good many Communists amo B 
the troops. What was going to happen ? The officers wouldn t goagai 
the Germans. It would be more honest to say: ‘I surrender. The pawns 
in the game were still safe, but the game itself was already lost. 

He looked out of the window. The men were surrounding a newspap 
seller. The wind caught the papers and blew them along the w‘ de s treet. 
“In Vote Nouvelle ! Latest edition ! Rumoured negotiations betwee 

Helsinki and Moscow !” 


14 


Tessa was eating a boiled eg 
The words danced before his eyes: 


egg when a telegram was brought to> 

J .<niAAiiofinnc _Stockholm— ‘Fmnisn 


Peace negotiations—Stockholm 
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Delegation.' He frowned as though he felt a physical pain. Alter he had 
recovered himself he rang up Daladier. 

What a misfortune !” he exclaimed. 

Daladier replied that he was going to make a speech on the wireless, 
e would suggest to the Finns that they should go on fighting: an expedi¬ 
tionary force was ready to go to their aid. 

Tessa shook his head. “It’s too late, my friend. They won't believe you. 
We must think of something else.” 

Daladier began talking""about the ‘tragedy of little nations. - Tessa 

interrupted him in a tone of annoyance: “Of course it’s a tragedy I And not 

only for the Finns. You can trust my flair. The Cabinet won’t last a week.” 

lessa began to reckon up the votes. There would be a majority against 

I here was no justice in the world. He would have to pay for the mistakes of 

an individual called Mannferheim. Tessa cursed the Finns. They w'ere 
savages ! 

It turned out as he had foreseen: only a minority voted for the Govern- 

men *ur x eyn ^.V d came t0 lhe f ore. Tessa hated him: he was a gnome, a 

prodl8 y’ an a P e Reynaud proposed to Tessa that he should 
retam his ministerial portfolio. 

“I’ll think il over,” Tessa said. “I’ll have a word with my friends.” 

iLZTr t0 See P a,adie u r a ? once - Daladier was drinking an aperitij . 
r,® i? ok ^ d underneath his brows and said: “Reynaud is a disaster. 
But I ve decided to remain at my post. Right to the end.” 

Tessa could get no more out of him, so he decided to go and see Breteuil • 

c . omin 8 ™ an ! Bjeteuil advised him to go over to the opposition 

show civ1c 8 courage hlS P ° rtfoll °- He wou)d have to know how t0 wait and 

once- “] et had S th P tU ntl TeSSa "? et V 3 " blue ’ e > ed ma n, who said to him at 

M^seilles confess.” ^ makm8 y ° Ur a ^ uaintance Just before the 

Tessa vaguely recollected the delegate for Colmar who had prevented 
fmile 61 fr ° m Speakln8, “° f course I remember you,” he said with a friendly 

When Weiss went away, Breteuil said to Tessa: “Don’t- be surprised at the 
“ c °™"8 to me - We’re carrying out national unity. Weiss U working 
Hk hn^Ll" general I consider things are not working out at all badly ” 
His bold tone of voice puzzled Tessa. “In my opinion ” he said “thinos 

h^apIbTe^of anythint” d ' ^ FmnS haVe ** “ S d ° Wn ’ ’ A$ for Re y naud - 

Engl and. "h e°\van t|f "stolSome a^Domimom “^naud’w buuerty' 

He’lDset rilfnf thesurT ™ e r- In the meantime we can make use of him' 

p; J? et p ld Pj Ga ? e ! n and that Wl11 be an advantage. We must put forward 
Picard. Besides, the dwarf has climbed up on to stilts He’s « ,rT/° ard 

thing to make an impression. And the first leap he takes will bring him down 6 ” 
He has offered me a portfolio. But I want to refuse.” 

go.»rsfSbSs of “» ” a,ion - we ' v « 

s asst zrarESss -a 
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had had misgivings with regard to the Right, but now Breteuil had given him 
his blessing. Of course, he would remain in the Government ! Tt was very 
pleasant to be a Minister. And more honourable into the bargain; future 
historians would point out that Tessa did not desert his post during the 
war. 


When Joliot received the list of names of the new Government he began 
to shout: “What do you think of this ? Out of thirty Ministers sixteen are 
lawyers. And they call it a ‘War Cabinet ’!” 

Agency cables were brought in. Joliot turned pale. ‘Dreadful omens !” 
he exclaimed. “Etna has started belching fire again. That’s a bad sign! 
They’re complaining they missed the bus in Finland. But I’m afraid the 
Moors may come to Marseilles.” 

The General Staff were astonished when Poirier the printer delivered the 
maps that had been ordered. “What do we want maps of Finland for ?” 
they asked. However, the maps were paid for. 

Three weeks went by. Early one morning Joliot heard of the laying of the 
mine-fields off the coast of Norway. He immediately telephoned to Poirier: 
“I congratulate you on getting another order. Reynaud also wants to have a 
crack at the polar bears. Now they’ll want maps of Norway, you’ll see! 
Only don’t knock your price down.” 

Montigny held a grand reception—the first ever given by the Right in 
honour of Tessa. Among the guests were Breteuil, Laval, Flandin, Grandel, 
Meuger and General Picard. 

The women discussed the problem of where was the best place to go for a 

holiday. Mme Picard was in favour of Briangon. 

“I know it’s near the Italian frontier,” she said, “but my husband tells 
me Mussolini is not going to declare war on any account. I want to have 
a good rest from this dreadful war. It’s so marvellously quiet and peaceful 
down there.” 

Mme Meuger announced her intention of spending a lew weeks at 
Biarritz. One always met such charming people there—besides, she adored 

the Atlantic. , ^ 

They asked Mouche where she was going. “My husoand wants me t 

take a rest in Switzerland,” she said. “But I don’t know. ..She remem- 

bered the neat Swiss hotel, the loud laughter of the tounsts, the hack or 

Kilmann’s neck, the jingling cow-bells and all that she had suffered afterwa 

—Lucien’s wild behaviour and his furious face. 

Madame Montigny, her heavily powdered shoulders emerging from an 

incredibly low-cut dress, did the honours to her guests. luesday is 
dreadful day—no meat, no pastries, no liqueurs. But thank heaverit 
French aren’t fussy. My dear General, I really can recommend this armag 
nac. It comes from my brother’s cellars. You seem rather preoccupied / 
“Oh, not at all. Yes, indeed, this Armagnac is excellent. 

referring co the war ” The Genera, «£* 

“They said they were going to hold the Bergen-Oslo road, but t 

are sweeping all before them. There s nothing left except the north- i 

SltU Tessahe^rdonly the last word and immediately chimed in:.“The 
has undoubtedly improved. I was expecting a big majority, but 111 tell y 
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frankly: the unanimous vote of the Chamber astonished me. What maturity 

oi political thought ! We really express the will of the whole of France 
to-day. Isn’t that so, General ?” 

hie hi Ca H d l ° 13 ' k about Ber S en and the fiords. Airily Tessa waved 

his hand. Those are details,” he said. 

A J' c - d annoyed him; the man showed all the typical blindness ora soldier. 

’ 7 here ^ ad th u e Germans s°ne to ? A wild, poverty-stricken country. 

It ™ y wbo ^ ent U P the t lords and admired the midnight sun. 

thpmaw 8 °u d thing the Germans had nibbled at the bait. Anyway, it drew 
them away trom the frontiers of France. 

the British who thought up the Norwegian stunt,” he said. “We’ve 

franHv , h h^u°„ ° w,t fc, '}' Admiral Darla n is indignant. He says quite 
trankly that Hitler would be better.” 

Breteuil grinned. “The British, eh ?” he said. “I saw them on the 

We'TL m u SIXt< T en ',,, I hey used to shave in the trenches every morning 
We 11 see what they’ll do in the wild tundra of the north.” 8 ‘ 

• 1 ^as a general chorus of approval from the guests* “Thev’ll eat 

he cod-fish they’re so fond of.” “Or the cod-fish will^t them ’ ” « n 

oTeaTam tiZ , Reynaud was '” “Yes, the gnome is not having a 

pendent” “Ha fl" iT'^ Australian Government enjoys more inde- 

P T««V»i, k H a h re °, n the same Noting as the kangaroos.” 

lessa felt bound to stand up for the Government. “Of course ” he said 

Reynaud is an Anglophil and a snob. But Countess Helene de Portes is a 
friend .'Bedouin.” 6 * 3 S ° r ' ° f Eger ' a ' But ‘ W ° rk through lhe Cou ntess’s 

Someone snorted: “The lover oi another man’s mistress 1” 
it s a pity. Tessa went on, “that our friends, Breteuil and Laval didn’t 
Mter the Cabinet. But you may rest assured that we’re not standing for any 

Fm ad h“ tU , re ln Norway I was the first to insist on helping Finland 
France has always stretched out a helping hand to the weak But we’re n r»t 

rsir"’limsrr ■ rha i' s a ^ 

by way of Holland; the Dutch wifiopen the dv'ke.s rS-v-v ^ go 
their 0 heads Ca agaTn 0t The* strike fco^' “ The C °'T unists are rai ^S 

leaflets. Here 8 take a look at ,h« e .^ Uok at their 

“Outrageous !” 

GreuTe’s^speechTatThe trfa| C ” CaP adve ^^mem. th Iye^body is talking about 

aas skljsm 

“We’re bound by the laws.” said Tessa with a sigh. “Look at the 

273 




sentences: two or three years’ imprisonment. Who can put a stop to it? 
Reynaud is a muff. And Mandel has a blind hatred of Hitler. He’s a most 
dangerous demagogue. He’s aiming at becoming the emissary of the 
Commune. I’m counting on the support of Serol. He’s a Socialist but a 
decent chap. It’s fortunate they’ve given him the post of Minister of Justice. 
He says quite frankly that the Moscow plague must be burnt out with 
iron.” 

Tessa drank a glass of armagnac and felt depressed. He was thinking 
they might shoot Denise. But he quickly mastered his feelings and once again 
became intransigeant and courageous. The guests encouraged him with 
their approving chatter. He stood beside the round table holding the 
sugar-tongs in his hand. He felt he was standing at the helm of the State. 
Then Picard became the centre of attraction. He was telling anecdotes 

about General Gort. # , 

Josephine Montigny came up to Tessa and said softly: “Wheres 

Lucien ?” 

Tessa was embarrassed. It was the first time anyone had spoken to him 
about his son. He answered without thinking: “He’s disappeared.” He 
realized at once that this sounded ambiguous and corrected himself: “Perhaps 

he’s dead. Poor Lucien !” His voice trembled. 

Josephine Montigny was so moved that she began to cry. Tessa also 
felt the tears gathering and hurriedly drew a finger across his eyes and blew 

his bird-like nose. . . . ^ f 

Montigny came over to them. Tessa pulled himself together: one ougni 

not to give way to one’s feelings. He must be strong, like Clemenceau. 

“Hitler has made another mistake,” he said. “He’s going to fight the 

walruses. In the meantime we can go on working. Daladier has decided , 

demobilize half a million peasants. We’ve got to plough and sow. We cant 

live without bread. Let Ducane and Fouget go into epileptic fats, we u 

show the world what French staying-power means.” . 

Montigny nodded his head. Yes, that was quite right. Then he embrace 

Tessa and began shouting for all the drawing-room to hear: You . cll< i';?_ 
to buy a bit of land in Poitou. It’s the navel of France, right away fromtne 
frontiers. My estate is in Savoy, and frankly speaking, I m rather atrai • 
The Italians are a fantastic race, you know. But you can sleep m peace, 
my dear fellow. Nobody will ever come to Poitou. I ve always told B 
that you had the mind of a statesman.” 


15 

When Meuger heard that Reynaud had taken Daladier’s place he said W 
3randel: “I was to have delivered one hundred and eighty bombers^y.^ 
irst of May. But now the situation has changed. You may tell t 

ia ”t U un h derS” e sa n ^Gran y del with a smile. “Reynaud is an adventurer. 

nnite capable of dragging us into a real war. What did he want to s 
It chasseurs Alpins to Narvik for ? I hope he’ll soon be kicked out. One 
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good defeat would be enough. The Germans are doing their best. It's 
rumoured that he has congratulated Desser. That's an excellent omen: his 
friendship with Desser won’t do him any good.” 

Desser, who until recently had been all-powerful, had now become a 
laughing-stock. The caricaturists made their living out of him. And 
Breteuil gave instructions to Joliot. “Keep rubbing it in about Desser,” 
he said. Say that he s an international trader a cannon-merchant and a 
plutocrat. Of course, he wants the war to go on to a victorious end. You 
can defame him as much as you like. Tessa has promised me that the 
censorship won’t interfere.” 

Montigny also ordered Joliot to begin the campaign against Desser. 

The little editor protested. “The political trend can be changed," he 
said. That s quite in order. But Desser saved me when 1 was on my 
beam ends. You know what it means to betray an old friend 0 And besides. 
Desser’s an honest man. Of course, he’s not a Marseillais, but he’s fond of 
Marseilles. I’ve heard about how he talked to the fishermen down there. 
He s a real Frenchman. And I’ve got to write that he’s an Austrian Jew and 
bought by the Americans.” 


In the past Desser had occupied too high a position. No sooner did he 
begin to totter than everybody jumped to the conclusion that he was falling. 
They kept saying: ‘‘He’s broke,” although he still owned factories and share¬ 
holdings. Nobody took the trouble to inquire how his affairs were going. 
The engineers of the ‘Seine’ works said: “He’ll have a job to scrape along till 
the annual meeting.” Even the old gardener doubted his master’s solvency 
and asked fpr his wages in advance. 

. More and more Desser took to drink. He held aloof from people and 
said nothing to Jeannette about his attacks of angina pectoris. When he 
met his friends he said jokingly: “Allow me to introduce myself—an Austrian- 
Jewish plutocrat whose gardener demands his wages in advance.” People 
he spoke to turned away; it was dreadful to look at him. Disease and 
anxiety had blurred his face until it had become flabby and shapeless. 

Jeannette felt an acute and almost unbearable pity for him It was a 
feeling which humiliated them both, and more than once she tried to force 
herself to get angry and said hard things to him in the hope that he would 
have the spirit to lose his temper. But Desser only hunched himself up and 
gazed at her with the gentle, dim eyes of an old dog. Then she would throw 
her arms around him and murmur tender things to him. He would whisper: 

Jeannette . like the words of an incantation, as though Jeannette could 
save him. He knew that she was the only thing that attached him to life. 
He feared death more than ever, not the pain but the emptiness. There 
would be nothing, neither good nor bad, and the very idea of it was enough to 
make you want to howl. He often told himself that he was ruining Jeannette 
He made up his mind to break with her and kept his resolution for a few 

Suddenly ra ? g he L U P late at ™g ht and came running 
round to her with a distracted look./“May I ?” he asked. She stroked his 

downier cheeks*^ teafS WeA ed up ™ her large fri Shtened eyes and trickled 

2jj. 1 fifst May Desser ran into Meuger in the Carlton bar 
1 hey told me you weren’t well,” Meuger said. 

“Oh, no. I’m feeling quite all right.” 
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“Health is the main thing, especially at our age. Do you know what 
to-day is ? It’s the first of May. And nobody’s thinking about it. You 
remember how anxious we were last year ? We expected strikes and demon¬ 
strations. Now it’s an ordinary day of the week. There's never an evil 
without some good. Don’t you agree with me ?” Meuger had got so used 
to calling Desser a ‘Red’ that he himself began to believe in the myth he had 
created. But Desser said indifferently: “It's all very quiet. I think it’s a bit 
too quiet myself.” 

A young flower-girl stopped him in the street. “Buy some lilies of the 
valley,” she said. “Twenty sous. They’ll bring you luck.” 

She had teeth like a rodent’s and a hunted look in her eyes. Desser took 
the bunch of half-open flowers. Would they bring him luck ? No, not they ! 
He recalled Meuger’s smile, the flower-girl’s eyes, Jeannette. There was no 
escape. They would all be killed. Who ? Jeannette, himself, everybody.... 
He went into the nearest bar and eagerly gulped down a glass of cognac. 
The radio was blaring : 

( Down by the brook there is happiness, I 
But swift is the current that bears it away. I 


• 9 

A week later Desser met Jeannette. She walked past without noticing 
him. She was smiling as she walked. He realized that she was livening up 

without him. It was time to end it ! 

He had often tried to persuade her to change her lodgings, but she refused. 
She was still living in the same little old hotel off the rue Bonaparte. Hewel 
knew the stout, powdered landlady and the dark, winding stairs he had so 
often climbed, panting and doubting on every step. The passages smelt oi 
the lavatory, cheap scent and cooking. Jeannette’s room was long an 
narrow. A tarnished bronze Daphnis had been kissing a bronze Chloe on 
the mantelshelf for half a century. Who had lived there before ? An arose 
who dreamed of glory ? A book-keeper in love with a beauty from the rones 
Bergeres ? An ugly fellow with plastered hair and gaudy ties ? Or a German 
refugee without a permit ? In that stuffy, poky room loneliness seemed 

increase and weigh heavily on the soul. „ 

Desser >aid quietly to 'eannette: “We mustn’t meei any mote, ns 

had come armed with those very words; he was afraid shed ask. y • 
or look at him, and then he’d be unable to stand it. But Jeannette tur 
away and said “Yes.” She thought to herself: ‘There s nothing left, not eve 
deception.’ So much the better ! And Desser was surprised at his own 

calm: this was death and it wasn’t so terrible. darkened 

It was a warm May night. The stars were shining above the uarken^ 

city. There was a murmur in the leaves of the chestnut trees, 
of the neighbouring church clock accurately struck the quarter , 

“A night for lovers,” Desser smiled. He was standing at thewmdow. 
“There aren’t any lovers,” she said. There are stars, trees, p 

You and I have grown old, Desser 1” , . jt -my 

“You haven’t begun to live. I ve stood in your way. 1 wont do it aur 

longer. I’m not going to stand in your way-and Id not going tohve.. 

The last words escaped his bps against his will. He was angry 

himself: she would pity him. She’d think he was entreating her He 
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always known that love couldn’t be bought with money, and she wasn’t to 

be bought even with tears. Without noticing his emotion, Jeannette said: 

‘I don t want to live. I did once upon a time, but it didn’t come off. And 
how about you ?” 

I m afraid of death. That is to say, I can’t understand what it is to 

die. 

He was turning to go when the anti-aircraft guns began to roar. It was 
as though a pack of hounds had broken loose and were barking and barking. 
The searchlights were stretched up into the soft velvety sky. And the sirens 
raised tneir mad voices with something alive and ferocious in their wailin*. 
What’s that ?” Jeannette asked. 

Its very likely the beginning. It's spring. I told you it was a night 

tor lovers. They thought the Germans would sit and wait. Meuger was 

delighted when he said to me: ‘How quiet it is!' Miserable creatures! 

No, they re worse than that. They’re traitors. Anyhow, what does it 

matter ? ... Jeannette, do you mean to say you realty aren’t afraid of 
death at all ? 


She said firmly, almost drily: “No, I’m not.” 

And the guns still went on roaring. 

The air-raid warning came to an end at last. Desser sat in the arm-chair 
by the window: he had asked if he could stay till morning. The birds 
began to chirp their simple little sounds. There were slanting sunbeams 
and long shadows, and the air was cool. Lorries went by with vegetables 

uau market * Then a milkwoman passed. Desser felt as though nothin* 
had happened—no air-raid warning in the night, no mutual explanations! 

• 5i° oked at Jeann ette. She was asleep. Her face was peaceful and 
indifferent. He thought to himself: ‘She looks quite ordinary when her 
eyes are closed.’ She seemed to have guessed his thoughts in her sleep, 
bhe^woke up and looked towards him. He turned away. 

"Good morning, Desser !’’ she said cheerfully. 

^•ia erh ? P , S Sh u e ’ to °’ h r d for S° tten everything. The sound of school- 
children s laughter came from the street. 

‘‘If the Behemoth calls me out, there’ll be a row,’’ said one. 

I ve got a problem about a reservoir,’’ said another. “We went to the 
cinema to see “The Kiss of Death.’’ ... ° me 

1? 0 ? 1 tl ?n ! adlp ca ? le the twan sy voice °f the announcer : “At the 
third stroke it will be exactly seven o’clock and one minute. We will now 

Belgium m ° ri ?; in8 news * Ust nighl Ger man troops entered Holland and 

g T acr y and ran to the window. A woman in the street was 

I^utch terr tL^ d l,Ste ” ,n |^° the new * : “Parachute troops were dropped on 
rd^i .l! r t f 0ry * u * •* The woman dropped the basket she was holding and 
pale, rosy strawberries rolled all over the pavement. 

Desser turned to Jeannette. “I told you it was the beginning,” he said 
The newspaper kiosk in the street was surrounded by a crowd of people— 
work ar?> shopkeepers and women—all discussing the news. 

“Thll m me ? S l 91 ?‘ * * ’ They may come here. ...” 

what T wflJ haoDen thaf? - S • SU ?, p0Se they , eve n take Holland, but 
W na PP e . n alter mat ? This is all to our advantage.” 

They said in the papers the Dutch would flood everything. 


277 


“What they write in the papers is nothing ! They get paid for it. But 
the Germans may land in parachutes right on the Champs de Mars. . . .” 

Desser closed the window with a bang. “How many of these people 
have been deceived !” He sat down in the arm-chair. His breathing was 
heavy and his arms and shoulders ached. “Jeannette, look at me. I’m 
afraid of your eyes. . . . Pay attention ! Pay attention carefully ! I, too, 
have been deceiving. Perhaps more than the others. I wanted to pre¬ 
serve. . . . What did I want to preserve ? Tessa ? This is the punishment! 
I don’t know what will happen to us. Hitler will come. Then it will be 
the end of France. Pierre was right. He said to me: ‘Chuck it up !’ I’m 
dead. But they killed Pierre instead of me. If only they don’t kill you, 
Jeannette ! Well, good-bye. You see what our parting has coincided 
with ? It’s quite as effective as at the theatre, but in reality it’s quite simple. 

. . And terrible.” 

He spoke drily, haltingly. Then he put on his hat and bending suddenly 
as he stood in the doorway, he kissed Jeannette’s hand. The strength of his 
sentiment, his illness and despair were all conveyed in that kiss, the bent back 
and the trembling of his hand. ~ . 

“Jeannette, I’ll get a passport and a visa for you. Go right away ! Go 
to America.” 

She shook her head. No, she was tired. And now she experienced a 
wave of pity almost beyond endurance. She was sorry for everybody—the 
Dutch, the people who were still clamouring outside in the street, and for 
Desser. She felt sorry for Desser most of all. People thought he could 
do every thing, but he was even more unfortunate than herself. He was a 
slave, a puppet, a shadow. And for the first time she addressed him as 
fu . 

“Don't wear yourself out with worry. It will all come to an end. My 
dear, dear Desser, good-bye !” 


16 

Major Leroy went green in the face. His jaw trembled as though he 

were talking to himself'. „ , 

“I don’t understand,” said General Leridot. “What have bridges g 

to do with it ?” . . _ 

“General Moquet said so . . . I ve been in communication on me 

telephone-rai Moquet ought to fc e court-martialled for such conversation. 

The enemy is sixty miles from the bridges. I’m convinced it’s only a leim. 
in view of the fact that our main forces have penetrated into Belgium iruu 
the direction of Cateau-Vervins. But let’s suppose even the very won* 
happens—a blow directed against us. It will take the Germans a morn 
to reach the Maas; and that’s allowing for a good rate of advance, 
what about our counter-attacks ? The 7th Army has got as far as An • 
What do you think that is: defence or attack ? When the general operat o 
are in the nature of an offensive, only ignoramuses can talk of blowing w 
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bridges. You understand me, 
breath.” 


Major ? And stop muttering under your 




But I 


* * 


war 1 r . ob , v,ous tbat y ou sa < through the whole of the last 

That’s t7hp PV I5f t H fSt 1 q U S ' S “ m ' The war has cn,ered an acute phase. 
thl JdZ . Bu ,' we ve 8 ot t0 S° on working as before. That’s 

newspaS” S ° g °° d 35 to te “ me the contents of 

Leroy tried to keep himself in hand. “In Le Figaro ,” he began “the 
Namu7Amwem C ” nSlderS b ? possible t0 h °' d the enemy on the line 

he«iH^7!r' Hl f SjaW be g a n to tremble again. “Mon General," 

Marche.” Germans are fort y miles away, not sixty. They’ve occupied 

first ^nL° n ,l W0Uld thlnk you were a de P u ty instead of an officer. In the 

place, even if enemv 

,^ arChe ’ “ PrOVCS ab$0lUtely n0thlng ’ Y0U ™ y 80 
? n( S> lde <* a large ma P- Moreau came in, impassive as ever 

at the a trnk n s ^h’s a ay ’” h . 6 Sa . id ’ ‘ TV u juS< COme back fro ™ havin ? a look 
, h * a vei 7 ,0 L vel y s POt all round here: woods and little hills.” 

he s^fd d ‘‘Therefn eP t ln l The localit y is strongly intersected.” 

ne said. Therefore it would be foolish to get into a panic Look here— 

your^nformation ?” ° f ^ With 8 b,Ue pencik Does tbis ^"dde with 

the r'enefif nCl '°? ked '.', ke 3 8 J ant 665,(16 the dwarfish Leridot. He regarded 
e General complacently and with a tinge of condescension. “This isn’t 

die front,” he satd. “You’ve marked off Marche-Libramont But tha! 

was m the morning, and it’s now four o’clock in the afternoon.” 

» mea ” to say they ’ re continuing to advance ?” 

Iney re simply driving forward.” 

For a moment Leridot was embarrassed and closed his eves 

S-SSS -=» much 

arc on b'oS’fcf 1,' TmnSS t ^ '2X2*, 

“ ft* ff sfsrsm sHSs 

me “Ce n ner a n . V ^ bat ’ s your °P™on. Colonel r ng 

You know his atthude \oZ war'?”' 0 Wam l ° PU ‘ the reSerVCS ° n the ™P- 

obligecTto act ^ SitUati °" haS altered ‘ They ’ re ad vancing now. We’re 

r!E“' s sax 

victim h o a f S the d Sml psyches “Vem, ^ T" 1 you ’ yc bc “™ a 

abandoned a the7uns^ < mfd t jurnped*on b to r t7 b ^ £r °^°it k ^ eaa ^ tRuSSS 

later we drove tte GemiK2k ,o borSeS v Bu ' a cou P )e weeks 
cover his right flank and had to pay for* if* But n^w they’re advaSg £ 
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His cheeks 
“So much 


a narrow column. It’s sheer madness ! Their communications are exposed 
wide open to our attacks.” 

He went on talking for hours about the laws of strategy, the fickleness 
of military fortune and the qualities of the French infantry. The Colonel 
stood at the window and gazed at the sloping hills with their chess-board 
pattern of fields. His face wore a perplexed smile. Then he went off to 
inspect the positions of the anti-aircraft guns. Leridot was left alone. He 
wiped his brow with his handkerchief and began to think. Moreau was a 
cool-headed man. If he was getting panicky, it was a bad sign. One had to 
admit that the enemy was advancing with unheard-of speed. Either the 
Germans were mad or they were devilishly strong? Instead of military 
operations according to plan, there was some sort of chaos. Who could 
make it all out ? It was much quieter on the Maginot Line. No surprises 
like this were likely to happen there. Was this what they called modern 
warfare ? It was nothing but a vylgar brawl ! 

The re-grouping had taken 'place in April. At that time the Sedan 
sector was in the peaceful rear. The troops were delighted—they smoked 
contraband Belgian tobacco. But Leridot was bored. He was convinced 
that the Germans would not go into Belgium. “What do they want to 
repeat Wilhelm’s mistakes for ?” he asked. He followed closely the opera¬ 
tions in Norway and abused the British : “A nation of shopkeepers, but 
they’re not soldiers !” In the evenings he played chess with the Colonel or 
wrote long letters to Sophie: 


My darling songster , 

It's three days since .1 had a letter Jrom you. 1 'm dreadfully worr [*f,' 
Sanger says there is an epidemic of gastric illnesses in Paris. My dear chil , 
don't eat raw fruit or salads. I'm hale and hearty although the last few days 
have been very exhausting. You probably know from the Papers that t e 
enemy has started operations on a large scale. He cannot fail to ex ha us 
himselj very soon. The weather is quite good and I go for a walk for a coup 
of hours every day. Yesterday we had a visit from Major de Graves , who is 
General Picard's adjutant. He is a young man with musical talents, 
played Grieg to us. I congratulated him , but I thought to myself that he w 
far below the standard of my darling Sophie. How I long for you , my * re f s “ r _ 
l dream of the day when I shall see your little hands that fly like seagulls 
the piano keys. Stendhal was right when he said that real love . . . 


Leridot was startled by the roar of an explosion. He made a blot on the 
paper and snorted with anger. Moreau came into the room 
knocking. % 

' “We’ll have to go down below/ he said. , . ._ afT1 m 

It was cool in the cellar.. The dusty bottles on the shelve-& 1 

mysteriously. There was a smell of wine. The officers y . era ] 

stretched themselves. Moreau sat on a barrel and smiled. brought 

was sulky because he hadn’t been allowed to finish his letter, so th y 

him a stool. , w . _ 

“They’re aiming here,” lisped Major Leroy. CArvice We 

Moreau nodded. “They’ve got an excellent intelligence service. 

no sooner get settled in a place than they immediately send us their con 




fhe mornlnt ™ We '" have to move somewhere else in 

tne £l? rmi ^ g * . d * s,ee P so b adi y in a new place." 

There s nothing to be done,” said the General. “This is war not 

manceiavres. But I must say people have become savages In the last war 

lTnLT Ch f d , thC Army St;if ^ must havTso™ mutual ™ 

ZirSS ° f It C ’s iValry ! f ™ ey Sl °° P t0 any7hin g We Y e ou 80 remem 0 be? 

scenn .n ^ , one of Corneille’s masterpieces—especially the 

Pompey She savs^o rif rnS -v th ® COnspiracy whll « she is bewailing 

over mv countrv Ana C L Y ? u are an ene my. You cast a shadow 
R„fiTn C f A " d now the slaves have conspired to smite you down 

noble hnesr ^ the hg ' P ° f $laVes '’ There ’s character for you ! What' 

to the exnlos^on^'X'rfi Cor “ ella without paymg any attention 
^r7 .v P Th £ n he g°‘ tired and gave it up. He could scarcely 

ste/rheSt to hi*^ 0 ' n™'? t0 Hght a ci 8 arette - His hand 

bien^machJTa Marquis ^ Sang6r bggan tG whistle : “ Toul va 

■ :; S , h * U P ,r shouted the Major. 

“I m sorry. It’s these surroundings—the bottles, the barrels and xhe 

POe wh m u St ^ lought 1 was in a Montmartre cabaret.” 

letteV e R„, h P b ° m ar , Ctoent ^ aS over ’ Leridot wan ted to finish writing his 
But h , e was interrupted again. Moreau came into the room 8 

PaliJl ” performance continues,” he said. “The German tanks are at 

Leridot glanced ai the map and began to pace up and down the room 
Hewasanxious but he did not wan, to let Moreau ^eThat he had made a 

1 told you, Colonel, that it was nothing but madness ’’ he said “ThevV» 
not even trying to widen ihe bulge.” He was silent for a while rT" V 

•The^vl^a S u a nght this morning. But 1 think they've left Nouzon 

^ At'i e ast r L d8 fi fr0 ^‘ be ^"^the s^p^rs^mSte' ” angg “ 

At last he finished writing his letter- ‘Thp citYiYti™ u °° ,aie - 
complicated. But I still hone to 0 * ‘ ie srtuation has become rather 

leav^fundot ed “Nm Sy a^sanffxcursioKe said™" ““ 

dead soorafteTl^i^he h ho^ e tha pe San8 t r tbe driver had bee “ ^hoi 
“It's the Germans r 8 0USe ' PeaSantS runn ing up shouting: 

KSw " N ° nsen i e ! ni 8° a: once and see lor myself.” 
in the car he saluted. He™ a°quite^fm' Whe ° Undot sa w the bodies 
;‘Do you order me to go ?” Colonel Moreau asked 

They aU stood waiting to see who Undot would send. But he climbed 
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back into the car and said: “Nobody’s going. After all, General Moquet 
isn’t a child. He knows himself what to do. They’ll demolish the bridges 
from the air. Get in. Colonel.” 

“Are we going back ?” 

“No. We’re going to Rettel. We haven’t the right to risk our lives. 
That’s as simple as A B C He recalled the dead captain’s gaping mouth 
and licked his lips. “We’ve got an abominable rear, 1 can tell you that!” 

They drove slowly, as the roads were blocked with tanks, lorries and 
horses, all coming towards them. Leridot was somewhat pacified. 

“At last,” he said, “they’ve realized it’s impossible to liquidate the break¬ 
through without reinforcements.” 

As they approached Charleville they were stopped by some soldiers who 
shouted something. When they caught sight of the General they held their 
tongues. 

“What’s happened ?” Leridot asked. 

Somebody at the back said: “The Germans.” 

Then all of them began yelling together : “Parachute landing.... They’ve 
killed the station-master ! . . . Parachutists ! . . . They shot two officers... 

Leridot leaned forward: “Be quiet,” he snapped. “Where are you going 
to ?” 

The soldiers were silent. 

“It’s obvious,” said Moreau with a smile. “Deserters.” 

Whereupon from the background came a cry like a yelp: “Hey! Are 
you running away. General ?” 

Leridot did not lose his self-control. “Be silent!” he ordered. He 
glanced at the man who had insulted him, and saw that he was a wounded 
soldier. The ground all round him was covered with blood. Leridot gave 
orders immediately. “Meuger,” he said to the driver, “we’ll take him to the 

ambulance station.” , . 

They put the wounded man next to the driver. He did not speak and h is 

eyes were closed. . . , 

In vain Meuger sounded the horn. Refugees were flocking in crowds 
along the road. Many of them were driving their cattle, and the car had to 
thread its way among them. Peasants’ carts were rumbling along in double 

rows* • a 

Leridot began to lose patience: “We’ll never get through like this . n s 

panic. That’s what it is !” , . 

Meuger stopped the car and listened. The General looked out of tne 
window. There were bombers overhead. The refugees and soldiers scatterea 
and ran into the fields and woods. It was impossible to drive any farmer. 
The road was completely blocked with carts and cattle. The General s car 
pulled in to the side. The Colonel lay down on the ground and Meuger 
followed his example. Leridot thought this was too degrading; he stooa, 
small but majestic, and looked up at the sky. There were nine aeroplanes 

overhead. 

“They’re flying in good formation,” he said. 

One of the bombs fell in a little wood nearby. When they got back 
the cai, the General saw a girl of six or seven on a stretcher; a bomb spun®* 
had torn ofl her legs. Leridot blew his nose and said softly to the Coione*• 

“How terrible!” 
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Then he turned to the wounded soldier. Well, and how goes it with our 

hero?” The soldier said nothing. Shortly afterwards Meuger said: “Will 

you permit me to chuck him out ? He keeps leaning on me. He gets in my 
way.” 

“But you’re mad ! How can we throw out a wounded man ?” 

“He’s dead. He’s cold.” 

The soldier’s body swayed to and fro, and from behind it looked as though 

he was dozing. They stopped outside a railway station—Meuger wanted to 

hll up the radiator with water. Shells were lying about on the platform. 

Lertdot got out of the car and looked at them. “Shells for 47’s,” he said. 

And you told me there weren’t any. Why are they here? Unheard-o! 
muddle !” 

They went all over the station, but didn’t see a soul. In the telegraph 

ottice a barefooted private was sitting on the floor chewing something. 

Catching sight of the General, he looked scared and began putting on his 
boots. 

“What’s your regiment ?” Leridot asked. 

“The 173rd. I’ve blistered my foot and fallen out.’ 

“Where’s your rifle ?” 

The private did not answer. 

“Where’s the station-master ?” 

“They’ve all run away. They say the Germans are close by. They’re 
on motor-cycles. It’s terrible !” 

He snivelled like a child. Leridot frowned disdainfully. 

They filled up with water and drove on. The General did not say a word 
Only when they were about to enter Rettel, he suddenly said to Moreau : 
The war is lost ! I don’t know what the deputies are thinking of. They’re 
a pack of adventurers and ignoramuses with Reynaud at the head of them 
But we can now wash our hands of it all. We’ve done all we could As the 
Romans used to say: ‘Let others do better.’ ” 


17 

The village where the battalion was stationed was remote from the restless 

Thl ThC Juniper for fuel and smoked hams in the chimney 

The fat cows gazed like ancient goddesses at the army lorries. Lucerne and 
clover flourished in the fields and purple crocuses bloomed at the foot of the 

When the newspapers arrived, the soldiers turned eagerly to the back naae 
They were not interested in the amount of tonnage sunk hv the farm J* ® 
in the battle for Trondhjem. They 

“ P F 18 a ? d h dev ? ured the advertisements. Somewhere far away they had 
woJfn hC ' heatreS aDd women > 80 gay smartly dress^ 

Andr6 did not worry about Pans. The son ol a Norman oeasant he 
somehow felt at home in the slow, dragging life of the count™ hie 

memories of the past were only vague, spectral images: Jeannette’s smile, or 
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canvasses he had failea to paint—ash-coloured houses oi the dove-coloured 
Seine. 

The troops settled down and got on well with the peasants. Givert wrote 
poems to a green-eyed wench whom he compared to a Gorgon. Laurier 
got hold of a flute and played at weddings. Nivelle, as a knowledgeable man, 
proved to the owner of the village cafe that ‘Crucifix’ vermouth was more 
profitable than ‘Cinzano.’ Yves said: “The land here is good." He gaped 
with surprise to find that the land was good everywhere. Andre was a general 
favourite. With the same awkward smile he gave Yves his last pinch of 
tobacco and did a drawing of Givert ‘for his bride.’ 

The company commander, Lieutenant Fressinet, was a photographer in 
peace-time, who used to take pictures of young married couples, new-born 
babies and local celebrities. He was easy-going, though inclined to grumble 
and exceedingly sensitive. He was fond of telling the men about Verdun. 
“The men were different then,” he said. “They were more stupid but they 
were more decent.” The soldiers smiled politely. They did not believe in 
heroism, nor did they want glory. They did not connect their fate with the 
war which they did not understand and did not feel was their own. And 
Fressinet thought at night: ‘Is this an army ? They’ll smash us to pulp. 
But Daladier doesn’t see anything.’ 

The wheat was beginning to swell. The young calves became more 
reflective and their eyes revealed an early melancholy. The hot days were 
beginning. In the cafe the soldiers ordered beer instead of grog. They played 
the gramophone to their heart's content. There were only a few records, 
and the nasal tenor kept moaning: “No, no, no, it will never end, you 
know. . . .” Every soldier joined in the chorus. Yves thought of his little 
white house in Brittany, while Andre gazed up at the starry skies and 
remembered Herschel’s nebul*. 

And now war had come all of a sudden and caught everybody unawares, 
the Staff as well as the men. In the autumn of 1938 the soldiers had been 
better prepared for battle and death. But now the long months of stagnation 
had taken the guts out of them. And when Laurier came running up and 
shouted: “It’s started !” nobody believed him. Yves swore and shuffled the 
cards. Nivelle said: “Baloney ! The devil knows what sort of hand you’ve 
dealt me this time !” 

Four days went by and every thing remained as before. The radio 
announced that French troops had reached the borders of Holland, Roose¬ 
velt was indignant at the German aggression, and the King of the Belgians— 
they called him ‘Le Roi Chevalier’—had sent his congratulations to the brave 
defenders of Liege. But on the fifth day from dawn onwards cars and motor¬ 
cycles began rushing to and fro. The gentle quiet of the green morning was 
broken by the sound of distant gun-fire. Fressinet said gloomily: “There s 

Holland for you!” . . 

At midday German bombers flew over and bombed the church aiia** 
number of houses. A woman was killed. Refugees began to stream down 
the narrow cross-country road, shouting excitedly: “The Germans are kiln s 
people !” The villagers had not been scared by the bombing, but when they . • 
saw the refugees they flew into a panic. The women cried and began lQ aai “J 
their belongings on to the creaking carts, while the men killed the pigs an 
drove the cattle. A peasant set fire to his house, and the soldiers were scarcely 
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bewildered a eves ny R att ?h tI ° n him ‘ They ^ looked at him with dim 

sriar= -** » saa: aawtwsi 

^Sf^ssftsar *- ** 

tanks are coming ! ’ was the general cry. 

Why aren t our men firing ?” 

big almountiS'r 1 OUr ShdlS are "° 8 ° od - The German *nks are as 
Yvefspitanilv h ^“ des ' “Shall we go too T he asked. 

as «s 

rhif'wl? the°m a d n thI VCS M th , surprise - Who would have thought it ? 
vdlage eal S h0W h'° Se auachme h ntthe land'andfhe de£rK 

SsSS*»ttSS 

who wrote verse ahnm a rr » ay GlvC j t, i? frai1 lad with Tronic laryngitis 
“We musm’tarnt ” a A G ° rgon ; a T nd he was saying the same as Yves : 

the men were dilferent.” y * WaS worse at Douaumont. But 

“Are you referring to us ?” Andre asked him. 

Nhjh’t b ^.m anS '''; Fress,net waved his hand. 

barked, th?3S & iSf l^he“^Ti?cS£T tf* 

iTAVXJf 

came about four o’clock and the Th £ ^u 1 ^ short - Dawn 

before the aeroplanes appeared. The battahon mm bl!8 “ n '° !hi “ 

-rheftovSTbyoa^^yijhSy The•>»“*>. 

1 “' e “6 aboa, !... ’The?™ s52 2&VS5Kf 

others would onfyTa'TtheuTands^nd sav"V° S ° aI ° ne ’ and ,he 
quieten himself he started reckoning n*- ,h ' i G ’ you . want to ! ” To 

kiHed 5 t° f theif St u ength ‘ meanf out of 166 OS le?s^y e ^ aim ? st H tW °' 

kiiled to every three wounded. That means 17 imi? V - And one 

It was possible to remain alive. . means 17 kllled out of every hundred. 


285 


The German tanks rumbled on past the brickworks to the railway station. 
They had gone round the hill. Now the sound of firing came from all sides. 
Why had they remained intact on that hill ? There were Germans to the 
right of them, Germans in front of them and Germans in the rear. On the 
left ? Who the hell knew what was on the left ? They ought to be our own 
men, the third battalion. But even on the left they were running away. . . . 
What about quitting ? No ! This hill was now more precious than anything. 
Ft was not something alien, a ‘position,’ as the newspapers would say. It 
was all that remained of life. Andre felt as though he had been born where 
he lay beside the machine-gun. And all the others felt the same. Givert 
was muttering something under his breath ; not poetry but curses. He was 
boiling over. 

Once more the bombers came over. This time they killed Nivelle. The 
cheerful waiter was no more ! Now nobody would talk about bitter-sweet 
aperitifs. Nobody would say: “How many stars do you think there are? 

I read somewhere that there were 18,000 to which they had given names. 
Multiply that by a hundred. . . .” 

Another night came down with its named and nameless stars. The men 
gnawed dry rusks. Weary and exhausted, they waited for the dawn, for 

battle and death as a relief. . 

At half-past four Fressinet called out: “Machine-guns into action ! • 
Laurier noticed that the light silvery haze at the back of the road shuddered 
and began to stir. 

“Machine-gun number one, field 97 !” 

“Fire !” 

The Germans had not expected any opposition. They thought the French 

had run away long ago. Andre felt an extraordinary exhilaration. It rushed 

like wine to his head. Beside him Yves shouted out: “They’re bolting 


bciclc !” 

The Germans took cover in a hollow beside the road. Twenty minutes 
later they opened artillery fire at the crest of the hill. The first shells ne 

wide. 

“Right into the village ! The Boches are firing at their own men. 

Then the shells began to fall on the hill. Clouds of earth flew up. 
the intervals between the explosions the men shouted. They uttered uespe 
cries that sounded unreal. The sun glared in their eyes ; their only tho gn 
was not to quit; they would clutch and grow into this shuddering, nying 

and blow up with it, but they would never yield. , . ked 

And then came silence. There seemed to be nobody left. Andre 
and saw with surprise that Givert was blinking his eyelids. So ne 
alive. Laurier was laughing. And Laurier was alive. A silly . 

crying in the grass. Fressinet was smoking. But where was Yves . 
killed. All these thoughts passed rapidly through Andres mindand heK^ 
neither pity nor fear. ‘I shall be killed myself presently, he tho g . f 
did it matter ? The one thing was not to let the Germans get ^ 

had Andre loved anyone so passionately as he now loved that macftine s 

“Six hundred and fifty !” , . ' . r(% y . Vpt ~ tone s. 

Aeroplanes again. The bombs were dropping from above 1 flee ston ^ 

Andre felt a sharp pain just above his knee. He wanted to look a&x 
what had happened. He rubbed his eyes a long time; he was falling a 
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When he opened them he saw Laurier's lace. it was covered with blood. 
Never mind ! Don't let them come near ! 

They dragged him aside. “Given, take Corneau's place !” 

Andre lay with his face thrust into the prickly grass. Again the Germans 
went into attack. '• 

Lying half-unconscious, Andre heard the rattle of the machine-gun. 
Its detailed circumstantial story soothed him. Suddenly the machine-gun 
stopped. “The drum’s come off !” Given shouted. 

Andre gathered all his strength and crawled towards the gun. He wanted 
to speak, to explain, but his tongue refused to obey. He raised his hand and 
struck the drum a sweeping blow with his palm. “There !’’ he gasped. Again 
his head fell to the ground. 

When he woke up it was night. There was straw all around him. At 
lirst he thought he had fallen asleep in a field. He was asking his father: 
“Why are they reaping so early ?” Then he remembered—he was wounded. 
Laurier was lying next to him. He couldn’t see his face but it was Laurier's 
voice: “It is you.?” 

“Yes, it’s me.” 

Andre frowned with pain There was so much he wanted to say. 

“Laurier, can you hear me ? The machine-gun saved us. But you 
remember what a snotty nose Tessa had ? He’s been buying land. I’m afraid 
they’ve killed Yves. ‘The land here is good.’ It’s really funny ! No, no 
no, it’ll never end, you know.” 

“Never !” Laurier said softly. 

When Andre next opened his eyes he was lying on a bed. Somebody 
came and stood beside him. Slowly Andre turned his head. 

“Yves ! 1 thought they’d killed you !” 

“Me?” said Yves indignantly. “To hell with that ! But you mustn’t 
talk. Sister said so. She didn’t want to let me in.” 

‘‘Nonsense ! Tell me, Yves, did they hold out?” 

“They did. Our tanks captured the village again. Four tanks. At 
seven o’clock. Then a despatch rider came from H.Q. He brought the order 
to withdraw.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

“It was General Picard’s order. Fressinet read it and then whipped 
out his revolver and, bang ! right through his brains ! Word of honour ! 
He was a good chap, only a bit nervous. I’ll light a candle for him. And for 
Nivelle too. I’m sorry they gave up the hill.” 

Andre was sorry too. He thought of the road with its lines of poplars, the 
little house nestling under the hill and the prickly grass. ‘The land here is 
good. . . .’ The land . .. Jeannette.... 

“Yves, don’t go away. You mustn’t. You hear me? You mustn’t.” 


18 

The papers said the Germans were marking time. But soldiers of the 
defeated 9th Army began to arrive in the eastern suburbs of Paris. Montigny 
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sent his family to Biarritz. The luxurious cars, the Cadillacs, Hispano- 
Suizas and Buicks, streamed out of the city. Trenches were being dug in the 
Bois de Boulogne. People were talking about mysterious parachutists and 
the Fifth Column. Breteuil declared the Fifth Column was made up ot 
foreigners and refugees. On his orders the police arrested several thousands 
of German Jews, workers who had escaped from Fascist Italy, and Spanish 
Republicans. Rifles were dealt out to the police and they stood at the cross- 
roads directing the traffic. The life of the great city went on as before, 1 ne 
cafes were crowded, the shops did a brisk trade; autographs of Marie Antoin¬ 
ette and Directoire furniture were put up for auction. The fashion workrooms 
were already getting ready for the winter season. The Bourse was particular y 
animated. In spite of everything, prices had risen a few points. Thews* 
disappeared; they had been requisitioned for the troops. This had a soothing 
effect on the Parisians. They recalled the days before the battle of the 
Marne, when General Gallieni requisitioned the taxis and smashed tne 
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GCI On n the morning of the 16th of May, Tessa’s secretary in formed Mmttot 
the German tanks had reached Laon. He added significantly . lny 
covered 140 kilometres in five days. And the distance from Laon to Pans 

13 °Tessa was furious. “How dare you spread such panicky rumours ! he 

shouted. “I shall have to take stern measures !” 

When the secretary went out, Tessa rang up Reynaud. Listen, p P 

of the Germans, I hope this is all nonsense ?” 

“They’re in the neighbourhood of Laon.” „ 

“In other words, you think they’re making for Pans l 

There can be no doubt about it.’’ They’re 

In that case, they’ll be here in four days time at the latest. y 

covering thirty kilometres a day. I’ve reckoned it out. ening . I’ve 

“Gamelin says they may be in the suburbs of Pans this; e ou 

given orders to burn the archives. We must be ready to lea . 

back in an hour’s time.’’ •> u? <uiid “But 

Tessa called his secretary: “1 was a little sharp jmtn, the j r head. 

vou realize yourself that the news is enough to make a y ^ have got 
Speaking for myself. I’m perfectly calm. But emerge,apy meas tresmn^^ 

to be taken. In the first place destroy the archives. s h ^°“^ eur t0 i 0 ok 

of the employees who are to be evacuated. An ^* e , ( may be leaving 

over the car. Don’t let him go away even for a moment. I may 

^ftcr lunch# . fnLp her with him# 

He remembered Paulette. It was , ir J p ^ sslb 7 e p _ n | pttfi There might be 
The crowd was worked up. And everybody knew sandal. But how 

incidents. The Socialists would make capita out o h g^ ld only start 
could he explain it to her ? She was not of this world. *ne wou 

to weep. It was far simpler to tell her on the Phone. ^ The news 

“My child, you must go away at once . . . 1 c* , doubt about it. 

is terrible_They’ll be here in the evening. There s no £0^ * word 

But the public doesn’t know yet and whatever y ^ hrst train.. • • 

Why create a panic ? Go to the ZnT We’re not 

Me ? ... I can’t. I must stay at my post nght to tbe . very ca r , 

asked. We’re obliged to be heroes. .. Good-bye, my 
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Tessa put down the receiver and suddenly dropped his head on to the 
table and began to cry. What an appalling misfortune ! To think that only 
a week ago everything was so nice and quiet ! They had been discussing 
the operations in Norway. He had been thinking of taking Paulette with 
him to Pre-des-Daims. One hundred and forty kilometres in five days ! 
It was monstrous ! Obviously the troops had simply run away ! Perhaps 
they were not even to blame. Who wanted to die for nothing ? Poor France ! 

He shuddered and glanced hurriedly at the clock. Why didn’t Reynaud 
ring up ? They’d all run away and forget all about him. 

He rang again for his secretary. “Tell Bernard to get the car ready, and 
put in some extra cans of petrol. One can’t tell what it’s going to be like on 
the roads.” 

The secretary nodded. “Excuse me,” he said. “Monsieur Desser wishes 
to see you on an urgent matter.” 

“Desser ? ... What an odd man he is ! What business can there be now ? 
Very well, show him in.” 

They shook hands in silence and tried not to look at each other. Tessa's 
eyes were red. Desser looked like an old man; the dim pupils of his eyes 
were scarcely visible under his shaggy grey brows. He smoothed out his 
gloves and took out his cigar-case, but did not light up. He kept moving the 
paper-weight backwards and forwards. Tessa found the silence unbearable. 

“What have you got to say, Jules ?” he asked. 

Desser stared straight in front of him. He didn’t know himself why he 
had come to see Tessa. He had been rushing everywhere like a maniac. He 
had been to the Army Staffs and the Ministries. He had called on Reynaud, 
Mandel and General Georges, trying to persuade, threatening and proving. 
Politely they had shown him out. 

At last he began to speak. “The Germans may occupy Paris to-morrow,” 
he said. “The remaining minutes are numbered. Clear out! Or say you’re 
going to make a stand, but say it honestly and in earnest. There are spies 
everywhere. You must arrest them and shoot them. Not the workers, but 
Laval, Grandel, Breteuil, Picard.” 

, “Do you realize what you’re saying ? Of course we’re old friends, but 1 
occupy a responsible post. I’m a Minister and you’re suggesting I should 
carry out a State revolution.” 

“I’m suggesting you should go away. Or fight. Paris can be defended, 
street by street.” 

“Thank you very much ! So that messieurs the workers may set up the 
Commune ? No, 1 prefer to retain my honour.” 

“But France ...” 

“France recovered after 1871, and she’ll recover now." 

“In those days Belfort held out, and they fought on the Loire. Gambctta 
raised a militia, Paris sustained a siege, and there were partisans. But now 
the Germans have only to show themselves and everybody runs away.” 

“What do you propose ?” 

“To resist. If it’s impossible to hold Paris, make a stand on the Loire. 
If they break through there, go to AJgiers. I’m ready to sacrifice everything, 
not only money but my life as well. And there aie plenty like me. You’ve 
got to realize that nobody believes you Ministers any longer.” 

Tessa took umbrage. “We don’t need your confidence.” he said. We 
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have the support ol the Chamber, that means to say of the country. To¬ 
morrow you’ll be saying we ought to go to Madagascar.” 

Desser realized how far he had gone; he had tried exhortation; now he 
changed his tone. 

“Paul,” he said, “think of yourself. If the Germans win there won’t be 
any parliament. They’ll set up a Gauleiter—Breteuil or Laval. You’re 
compromised enough as it is. What will you do ?” 

“I’ll come through somehow. Anyway, Breteuil is better than the 
Commune. You’re a bad counsellor. I’m not superstitious, but thirteen is 
my lucky number. Amalie died on the fourteenth. But everyone has his 
own omens. I’ve noticed that you always bring bad luck. Just like the 
British. You supported Breteuil. The result was the Popular Front. You 
began to be friends with Villard, and Villard was overthrown. If you advise 

resistance it means we must capitulate.” . 

Desser rose and made for the door. Tessa felt sorry for him. Jules, 
he said, “why don’t you go to America? You’ve got plenty of money. 
America is a paradise. I can’t go there, because I’m tied. By the way, 
that’s all on account of you. . . . Wait a bit, this isn’t the time to quar 
Listen to me now—go away somewhere.” 

Desser drew himself up. His eyes brightened and he smiled. 

“Go away?” he said. “I know I’m a bad Frenchman. It 'wouianj 

surprise me if the first man I met insulted me. But all the same, by u 

am a Frenchman !” , , .. ... i mn ipdi- 

Tessa shrugged his shoulders and closed the door behind him. I . 

ately he dismissed the conversation from his mind. He made out 

all the things he must take with him: a General Staff map, post-offi \ 

the latest edition of La Revue des Deux Mondes , a supply of Live 

a bottle of old Armagnac, a road guide. He was just on the poin 

out when Reynaud rang up. „ ., Dan „..A ‘The 

“The situation in the Laon district has improved, „ sald o ^ e “““ d p 6r0n ne 
main attack is directed against the 1st Army—the St. Que oing 

sector. Apparently they’re trying to break through to the coast. 

to speak in the Chamber to-day.” . . _ ho «-nt for bis 

Tessa beamed with pleasure. Smiling with self-satisfaction ^ 

secretary: “I told you there was no need to get in a panic. Ol ^| ongs 

called upon to teach you courage, although courage is a vtrtue that belongs 

t0 y H(frang up Paulette but it was too late; s *?.® J^if.'^flew'roiind ^frantic 
asked Joliot to come and see him. The tubby httle . there's a panic in the 
with agitation. He blurted everything out at once »sa pa, 
city. Montigny has done a bunk. All I ve got in die h ° larseiHes ? B ut 

francs. All the papers are leaving. But where can 8 attack us 

I heard what Rome is saying. In my opinion, the Italians win 

to-morrow.” „ jd *‘i can’t understand why 

“We’ arrange the money question, Tessasai I. for a long tune. 

you’re so anxious. The situation has not bee sort , They’re 

You think the Germans are coming to Pans ? Nothmg of t object: 

going to London.” Tessa smiled with satisfaction. Johot tnea ^ 
“They must know quite well what’s happening here. Ann wn 

what their plans are ?” 
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However, when Tessa said dial he would hand ovei three hundred 
thousand francs from the secret funds, Joliot calmed down. Back in the 
editor's office he dictated the leading article: ‘The enemy's manoeuvre is now 
apparent. The Germans want to seize Great Britain, which is the weak spo; 
in the Allied front. We are assured that our friends across the Channel 
will not be taken unawares.’ When he got home, he shouted to his wife: 
“Marie, you can unpack the trunks. The Germans have turned off to 
London. Tessa has given me 300,000 francs. I can imagine what’s happening 
in England now ! But they've given us a month, and that’s something to be 
thankful for !’’ 

After reading Joliot’s article, the Parisians sighed with relief. The 
Press announced two measures which the Government had taken. To-morrow 
there was to be a service in the cathedral of Notre Dame at which Reynaud 
would be present. The Minister of the Interior and the Minister of Justice 
had been requested to clear out the remnants of the Communist organizations 
in Paris. Eight workers who were found with copies of L'Humanite were 
sentenced to five years’ imprisonment. The newspapers also reported that 
the German troops in Belgium were suffering heavy losses and that many 
units were refusing to go into battle. Business had been a brisk one on the 
Bourse. 

Reynaud spoke in the Chamber about firmness and courage. When he 
finished his speech, Tessa congratulated him: “You were in good form 
to-day. It’s a good thing the Government didn’t go away in the morning. 
When you told me the Germans were going to London . . .” 

Reynaud puckered up his brow in surprise. “To London ?” he said. “I 
told you they wanted to break through to the coast. They’re going to Amiens 
in order to encircle the army. Understand ?” 

Tessa nodded his head but did not believe it. Five minutes later he 
whispered to Breteuil: “Reynaud is anxious on account of his masters. What 
can you expect ? He’s just an English groom ! But he’s on his last legs now. 
If the Germans get as far as Amiens, Reynaud will come a cropper. And the 
sooner that happens the better it will be for France.” 


19 

It was difficult to hear anything. The old cracked voice scarcely reached 
the General’s ears. De Visset shouted: “I can't hear !” The roar drowned 
his words. Suddenly it became quiet, and Picard’s voice sounded as though in 
the next room: “The enemy is pressing on Laon. This will put the capital in 
danger.” 

De Visset was furious: “Nonsense ! They’re making a feint at Laon. 
Hie blow is in the direction of Amiens. The situation here can be re-estab¬ 
lished if you send reinforcements. Send de Gaulle’s tank brigade. . . . Do 
you hear me ?” 

The roar began again. A woman’s tired, unhappy voice kept repeating: 
“Paris ... Paris....” At last de Visset was able to hear: “The tank brigade 
. . . will not... be sent.” 
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It was insufferably hot in the room. The heated telephone receiver gave 
off an unpleasant smell. De Visset unfastened his collar and drank a glass of 
warm water. Streams of sweat poured down his unshaven face. His red eyes 
were almost falling out of their sockets. He had not slept for three nights. 

The Chief of Staff came in: “General Gort has just communicated that 
they’re going to attack at six o’clock in the morning.” 

“Have you contacted the 11th Division?” 

“General Vignot has lost his head. He told me that the division was 
actually withdrawn from the line. Moreover, they had to beat off an attack 
on their left flank.” 

“Tanks ?” 

‘Infantry. On motor lorries." 

“Yes.” The General went red and drank another glass ol water. “Whai 
a muddle ! But all the same, we’ve got to support the British. Although 
General Gort might have consulted me, before taking a decision. Where is 
the Staff of the 11th Division now?” 


“At Granget.” 

“How far is it from here ?” 

“Seventeen kilometres. I don’t know it you’ll get there. It s difficult to 
say for certain where the enemy is. It’s like a Neapolitan ice: we, they, we, 

The road was blocked. A tank had got stuck. Little boys were driving 
goats. Smashed cars were scattered along the road. The refugees, who were 
mostly Belgians, looked with horror at the ruined houses. 

The General’s car was stuck for half an hour: a tyre had gone flat ana 
there was no spare wheel. An old peasant woman came up to the General 
Her dark brown, wrinkled face looked like the soil. She was crying and 


viping her eyes with her apron. . , . . . 

“Why are the soldiers going away ? she asked. They re forsaking us. 

De Visset replied: “Calm yourself! I’m an old man and an old soldier, 
can't tell a lie. We’re not going to leave here. And don’t you leave.” 

Just before they reached Granget, the General told the chautfeur to stop. 

de leaned his head out of the window. 

“Hey Monsieur le Prefet, where are you going to . 

The tall man in an elegant suit with a red rosette in his button-hole looked 
■mbarrassed. He got out of the car and dropped one of his gloves. Inside 
;at a young woman surrounded with tnmks and cardboard boxes: tne 
■’refect was running away and trying to get in front of the refugees. 

** he stammered. 

"J’il tell you straight away what you are 1” shouted de Visset. -You’re 

i c< ^. r p refect picked up his glove from the ground. Trying to appear calm 

ind even indifferent, he said: “I happen to be carrying out the instruction 
>f the Minister of the Interior. As regards your insult, in view of yon 

florious past ...” . 

3 He didn’t finish—de Visset slapped his face. The woman in the car 

o yell: “Gaston !” Then she turned to the General and shouted: “Butcher I 

De Visset immediately forgot all about the unpleasant incident and beg* 

veiehing up the chances of to-morrow’s operations. It was easier for & 

3 ermans—they had a single Command. Why hadn’t General Gort consult® 0 
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him ? The Belgians were also said to be acting independently. Sheer 
anarchy ! But there was no choice. The British would draw off eight divisions 
at least, If only the air force didn’t let us down ! 

He explained the plan of attack to General Vignot, who listened without 
saying a word. De Visset decided to shake him up a little: “Above all, 
don’t pay any attention to Paris,’’ he said. “They’ve messed their trousers. 
They thought war was simply a matter of debates—three speeches by Hitler 
and six by Daladier. Everything they've done has been sheer stupidity. 
The ‘campaign’ in Holland, for instance. . . . The Germans knew perfectly 
well that our weak spot was the 9th Army. As for Leridot, he’s nothing but 
a wedding-breakfast General ! But there’s some sign of a change now. The 
Royal Air Force is doing excellent work. The prisoners confirm that the 
German losses are serious. Their tanks have got cut off from the infantry 
in the region of Arras. I hope they’ll send us de Gaulle’s brigade. Much 
depends on the result of to-morrow’s operation. If we can get as far as . .• ’’ 

Vignot interrupted him. He was a handsome old man with a rosy, 
girlish face and a neat white moustache. 

T told General Ramillet that without reinforcements my division wasn’t 
even capable of defence,’’ he said. “We haven't seen our air force for three 
days. You say their tanks have got cut off. But what of that? Our guns 
can’t penetrate their armour-plate. You know that as well as I do. Yesterday 
we lost 3,200 men. The men are demoralized. The officers don’t carry out 
orders. When you see how quickly the Germans are advancing . . 

De Visset banged his fist on the table. An ash-tray tumbled on to the 
floor. 

“We’re not at a meeting !“ he roared. “What sort of talk is this ? They’re 
advancing.... Of course they’ll advance, so long as they don’t meet with any 
resistance. And you tell me the officers are not carrying out orders ! It’s 
obvious. Who’s setting them the example ? You are ! I tell you about the 
plan oi attack, and you snivel. I’ll have you court-martialled. It’s a disgrace. 
With a career like yours, and yet you behave like a little boy !” 

De Visset explained once again the tasks of the 11th Division and weni 

off. General Vignot said to his adjutant: “We can’t attack. And we’ll see 

who's going to be court-martialled. . . .” 

The Staff of the 11th Army was accommodated in a big farm. The 
owners had left. The hens were roaming about the yard in search of grains 
w;u° rn il A youngish lieutenant in spectacles was standing among the hens. 
When he saw de Visset, he saluted and began speaking very fast: “Mon 
Genera! . Give the order to attack. Otherwise the men will disperse. Mon 

i v De ,^‘ s ^ et podded his head and turned away, but he was visibly perturbed. 
He ordered his chauffeur to drive to the 42nd Division. 

They turned ofl along the road to Peronne. The General switched on the 
radio. Paris was broadcasting fox-trots. He switched over to the French 
wave-band from Stuttgart : “The remnants of the Dutch army that were 
still onermg resistance capitulated yesterday. Our troops have occupied 
the town ol St. Quentin and are moving forward on a broad front between 
M Peronne Since the beginning of the advance, we have taken 

110,000 prisoners, not counting the Dutch, and a great quantity of ammuni¬ 
tion. According to the reports of Swiss journalists, Paris is in a panic. Many 
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Ministers have already left the capital. Count Ciano, in a speech devoted 
to the anniversary of the Pact, stated: ‘Italy can no longer stand aside.’ ” 

De Visset began to reflect. Perhaps the Germans would be in Peronne 
to-morrow. It was all leading up to the denouement. Was Weygand any 
better than Gamelin ? They were different persons, but their set-up was the 
same—they clung to the past and refused to realize that times had changed. 
And the country was being ruled by ignorant mountebanks. He remembered 
Tessa’s words: “The military must remain in the background.” The Germans 
might already be able to take Paris. They wanted to annihilate the living 
strength of France. He wondered whether to-morrow’s operation would 
be of any avail ? There were cowards like Vignot everywhere—and how many 
traitors among them ? 

He switched the radio back again to Paris. The announcer declared 
in a high-pitched voice: “To-day Churchill made the following statement: 
‘The rulers of France have given me their solemn assurance that whatever 
happens the French will fight on to the end.’ ” De Visset smiled. He won¬ 
dered who had made that promise to Churchill. Tessa perhaps ? Of course; 
hadn’t he said with such feeling: ‘We’ll fight to the end’ ? But he himself 
had run away with his little lady, just like that Prefect. Only one thing was 
true: the army must fight to the end. But they didn’t want to fight. What 
were Picard and Vignot dreaming of? Capitulation ! It was necessary to 
set the example and die at one’s post. Our grandchildren would know 
that there were some real Frenchmen in this terrible year. De Visset thought 
of the young lieutenant in spectacles and he felt a lump in his throat. All 
de Visset desired for himself was a worthy death. Automatically he repeated 
the words of a prayer, as he used to do when a boy before sitting for his 
examinations. He did not notice that they had arrived in Peronne. 

The adjutant got out of the car. A few minutes later he came back 
shrugging his shoulders. “This is a rum show,” he said. “They said they 

nad established their H.Q. in the school.” 

There was no one to ask—the town had practically died out. The people 
vere probably afraid of bombing. The scattered debris and smashed furni- 
ure of the ruined houses made it impossible to drive any farther. The 
General got out and looked around. An old woman came out of a doorway. 

“Granny, do you happen to know where the military are living here ?” 

The old woman pointed to the town hall and began to cry. De Visset 
vent through the empty rooms. The floor was littered with papers, tin-hats, 
aaversacks. He sent the adjutant to make inquiries and sat down at the big 
lable while he waited. He looked distractedly at the paper lying in front ot 
him It was somebody’s birth certificate. Thoughts assailed him once again; 
he saw his little house at Valence. His little granddaughter, his favourite, 
was playing with the kitten. He would never see them again. ... All that 

was left was to die worthily. . . , . A . . . . . . 

He found it hard to open his eyes—he had been so tired he had dozed 

off*. In front of him was standing a German officer and some soldiers. 
The officer had a scar on his cheek. His monocle flashed. Impudently 
showing his teeth, he said in broken French: “If I’m not mistaken, its 
General de Visset ? I have the honour to express my deep respect. .. 
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There has b:en treachery. . . . D:ath is hardly a sufficient punishment 
tor the mistakes that have been committed. Remember—our soldiers are 
dying on the field of battle. We will destroy the cowards and traitors ! 
If only a miracle can save France, I believe in a miracle !” 

When Reynaud finished his speech, the Senators applauded politely 
They were old, experienced politicians. They realized that the Cabinet 
would soon fall. In the deputies gallery Fouget was in tears. The journalists 

augh.d as they looked at the bearded dreamer, wiping his eyes with a 
bandana handkerchief. 

T^ssa had just got into his car when Fouget caught him by the hand 

1 must have a talk with you at once,” he said. “Reynaud was right when 

ne said: There has been treachery.’ It was bold and frank, a lash with the 
whip. Now it’s necessary to act. . . .” 

Throughout the last few days Tessa had been living in a kind of fever 
tossing between unconcern and black despair. The news was contradictory’ 
borne reports mentioned successful counter-attacks; others foretold the fall 
or Pans. Petain declared there was no longer any army. All that was left 
were unconnected detachments. Mandel was proving that it was possible 
to resist. The Ministers alternately decided to leave Paris, and then declared 
there was no threat to the capital. Tessa could neither sleep nor eat. He felt 
he was becoming ill. He looked at Fouget with horror—the last man in the 
world he wanted to see. But Fouget climbed into the car and started to 
exclaim immediately: “We must raise a people’s militia !” 

i a!K S l°? late ?” said T , essa ’ wearily blowing his nose. “I’m not a mystic. 

I dont believe in miracles. Yesterday the Germans occupied Arras and 

Am ^ h s * To " day they have cached the coast. The army is surrounded.’’ 
™ er ? are forty divisions there. The ring can be broken.” 

rJ^r° S 8 ° ing l ° brea ,k x \ 7 Dont count on the Belgians. King Leopold 
h T erman r aS e ^ erybody knows. To-day the British have withdrawn 
two divisions from Bapaume to Dunkirk. It’s quite understandable that 

Smg ’’ dQ t Wam l ° meCt General G ° rt - ln ™ d > it’s afi over bar the 

fcrVv can .,r? u taUc . lik e that? Reynaud said only a few minutes aeo* 
Coward.ee will be punished with death.’ You’re the first who ought t 0 8 be 

and F d°own Sh ° Ute<1 ’ * plutterin 8 sailva «U over Tessa; his beard bobbed pp 

•JSfe T&S 5* lh ? 

- •ssij.tss ss 
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annihilate General von Kleist with a ‘Declaration of the Rights of Man and 

the Citizen’ ?” 

This is no time for joking.” 

I’m not joking. I’ve seldom talked so seriously. We’ve lived out our 
time, you understand ? Perhaps Breteuil will survive. But he’s old-fashioned 
too. * He goes to church and prays. Grandel, Laval and Meuger will survive. 
You think I’m a villain, although we’re both Radicals. But you respect 
Ducane. And Cachin. So allow me to tell you they are heroes of a departed 
age. In other countries the nineteenth century died in good time with the 
last war. But in France it lingered on. Our old men are in no hurry to die. 
Petain is over eighty, but you ought to hear him; he’s full of plans and 
ambitions. As 1 said, the past age is finished. Like your Desser. By the 
way, he came to see me. What do you think he suggested? We should 
defend Paris.” 

“And he’s quite right. They said Madrid wouldn’t hold out even two 
days, and it held out for two years. Arm the workers and you’ll see wonders.” 

Tessa shrugged his shoulders. “How can one talk to you ?” he said. 
“You live in the world of the past. Do you think seventy divisions and three 
thousand tanks are going to stop at the barricades ? And besides, it would be 
madness to arm the Communists with rifles. Of course, you’d be delighted. 
But you’re the exception. All the Radicals would raise a howl, to say nothing 
of the Socialists. As for the Right—well, Picard once told me that if the 

workers attempted to seize power he’d open the front” 

“You ought to arrest him. And Breteuil as well. Did Reynaud speak 
about treachery, or didn’t he ? I want you to carry out your civic duty. You 
should realize that these people hate you. If Breteuil gets into power h 
won’t have any consideration for you. He looks on you as a Radical, 
Mason, a puppet of the Popular Front. Look what they re writing. 

He held out a leaflet. Tessa at once caught sight ot his own name. Hi 
hands were trembling violently. “It’s difficult to read, he said. It shakes 
so.” But he managed to read the words: We 11 hang them on the lamp¬ 
posts.' The leaflet was signed ‘H.Q. of the Faithful. „ ■, 

The car drew up at the Ministry. “Forgive me if I offended you, said 
Tpoeo jr» o we ak voice. “But it’s very hard for me, very hard. 

When he got to his room he read the leaflet through with close attention^ 
Suddenly he realized that Fouget was right iBreteui 1 sfriends wouid neve 
forgive him the gesture of the clenched fist, his friendship with Villard or his 

intervention on behalf of Denise. , .. r „ .--u 

He took a nap for about half an hour and dreamed ot refugees iari^ 

and gallows. When he woke up, he sat on the sofa clasped his knew and 

said aloud: “It’s not a question of myself. One has got to think a 

France ” A week ago he had given way to panic and wanted to flee. N 

he would calmly go to meet his death. Nevertheless he had a responsibly 

-he was a Minister. He must endeavour to save the country. It was ah 

very well for Ducane ! That madman thought only of himself. He went in 

the armv merely to advertise himself. What a sorry figure he cut—a depuiy 

Stheunfformofa lieutenant! What could he do like that? As ff there 

were not enough lieutenants without him . come 

No 1 What was needed now was some trick, some invention, 

unusual manoeuvre ! Mandel was of the opinion that France ought to make 
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iriends with Moscow. The Germans had long realized that Russia was a 
power to be reckoned with. But that fool Daladier had caused the French 
to fall out definitely with the Russians (by now Tessa had convinced himself 
that he had been opposed to aiding Mannerheim). De Visset said the air 
force had very few planes. But it would be possible to buy or barter a 
thousand bombers from Russia. 

Tessa became enthusiastic; a lofty mission was incumbent upon him. 
All around were weak-willed fools, Reynaud the peacock, Daladier the dolt. 
But he, Tessa, would begin a bold game; he would come to terms with 
Moscow. Then Italy wouldn’t dare come in. Yes, and even the Germans 
would take fright. In France there would be a change. The people would 
at once believe in victory. Everybody would recognize that Tessa had saved 
the country, like Clemenceau in 1917. 

• j He « sent for Fouget - “Thank you, old chap, for coming to see me,” he 
said. “Our conversation has opened my eyes to a lot. You see, we’re stewing 
in our own juice. But you take a broader view. I’ll explain my plan to you 
at once. We’re going to send either you or Cot to Moscow.” 

“To Moscow ? What for ?” 

“They’ve got a great respect for you. But if you don’t want to go we 
can send Cot.” ’ 


“I ask you again—what for ?” 

“What for ? It will make an enormous impression. It will influence 
Italy. It will improve our morale. Finally, the Russians may give us muni¬ 
tions—aeroplanes to start with.” 

Fouget got angry “Have you gone mad ?” he shouted. “Why should 
the Russians let you have aeroplanes ? A couple of months ago you were 
shouting that Baku ought to be destroyed.” 

♦ . Nothmg of the kind. Personally I was against the idea. It was Daladier’s 
stubbornness. It s quite wrong of people to call him the ‘Bull of Vaucluse ’ 
He s simply an ass. But why bring up the past ? At present we want to 
establish friendly relations with Moscow. You can help me ” 

“The Russians will send you to the devil, and they’ll be quite right The 

e! tu W1 Wh ° d ? y ° u re P resent ? There’s nothing at the back 
^ 0 t U * ^ The ^°i5 ke J? are st,u bein g arrested. The papers report another 

Y° Ur <ASS ° f Va « 5l « se ’ is Minister of 
unt *ot ^ Th3 F T nch pe ? ple , may come to te 1 ™ 5 with Moscow— 
PrIoVi 0t ? OU 'a The i es only one thin 8 1 can advise you to do—write to the 

Safety 6 !” 1 3nd SCnd yOUr resignation - We need a Committee of Public 
Fouget went out banging the door behind him. Tessa began to think 

wtVfpg ZZc oSiS *dS£ ¥“ '° app “' “ **“ Com™*,. 

munists"°he y said Ve “PleLI'd’onV 11 "'^ 1- ° f acquaintances amon g the Com- 
‘Towrhom ?” ’ d0n 1 refuse to transmit this letter.” 

Tessa blushed. “To my daughter,” he muttered. “It’s very imDonam 
As quickly as possibles a question of the life of someone^e™ dJar to 



“Very well,” said Ferronet. Then, with a faint smile, he added: “if 
your policemen don’t shadow me. I’ll deliver the letter in the evening.” 
Tessa had written: 

Denise , 

/ must have a talk with you. It is not a personal matter , but one oj excep¬ 
tional public importance. I beg you to come to-morrow at nine o'clock in the 
morning. I repeat , it is not a question of myself or private interests. I promise 
that nobody will know of your visit. Your unhappy Father , Paul Tessa. 


In the evening he had to go to a Cabinet meeting. He listened distractedly 
to Reynaud’s report: “Weygand has returned. Of course, the situation is 
critical, but we are nevertheless preparing to counter-attack. The British 
have already begun the attack. The 5th Division is approaching Arras.” 
Tessa was busy with his own thoughts. When the meeting came to an end 
he took Reynaud aside. 

“What do you think of a rapprochement with Moscow ?” he asked. 
“Well,” said Reynaud, “the situation has become so acute in the last few 
days that I’ve been exclusively occupied with military matters. I’ve handed 

over diplomacy to Baudouin.” . 

Tessa went home and took a sleeping draught. He woke up at eight. He 
was having breakfast when he was told that a lady was waiting to see him on a 

personal matter. He cried out: “Bring her in here.” 

He was so carried away with the game that he forgot all about his paternal 

sentiments. He felt as if he was receiving an ambassadress. 

Denise said in a dry voice: “If this is a piece of provocation it wont 

succeed. I’ve come with the knowledge of the Party.” 

“With the knowledge of the Party ?” said Tessa. “That s excellent. 
You know, Denise, the situation is very grave. We’re on the eve ot aeiea . 
At a time like this we must put aside all questions of amour propre. w 
salvation of France is at stake. But it is impossible to save the country 
without enthusiasm. I’ll be the first to hold out my hand to the Communists. 
We’ll cancel the repressions. They must cancel their propaganda, 
understand ? Their civic duty is to influence Moscow. I think we re going w 
send Cot there. I thought of Fouget, but he’s an old man and a pedan . 
Of course, this is between ourselves. You must transmit my proposal wj 
Thorez, or Duclos, or Cachin, in a word, to your bosses. If necessary, 

meet them. I’m ready to do anything.” , „ n . e c a id. 

“I don’t think anyone would treat your words seriously, Denise sa 

“There are thirty-four thousand Communists in the prisons. First oi 

release the prisoners. And clear out. Hand over the power to 

Pe °“Power is not handed over like a packet!” said Tessa, flaring 

he quickly mastered himself. “We submit to the Constitution. So long 
we’re not deprived of the confidence of Parliament, we can t dear out 
regards the release of the arrested persons, personally I have no objec 
Only I’m afraid it can’t be done. The Socialists are against it. Serol to ^ 
me yesterday that he refuses to put the Communists under cmI law- ^ 
when I hinted to him that we now needed national unity, he sag. ^ Qb| 
Communists disarm first.’ You see how complicated the situation • 
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the Right is only waiting tor the opportunity 10 rush in. 11 we release the 
Communists, the Government will fall at the first ballot." 

Denise was very worried. Throughout the last few days she had been 
talking with soldiers and had heard terrible stories of treachery and cowardice. 
Human sorrow overwhelmed Paris together with the streams of refugees. 
But the police continued to round up the Communists. Yesterday they 
arrested Lucie who always used to be laughing when Denise worked with her 
at the factory. They arrested her in the street. She had left her baby at home 
and wanted to go back for it. The police said: “That’s none of your business." 
Michaud was in the encircled army in the north. Denise had had no letters 
from him since the battles in May. And now her nerves could stand it no 
longer. She began to cry. 

Tessa was deeply moved. He forgot all about Fouget and his own plans. 

rhis was his daughter, Denise ! How thin she had grown ! It was obvious 

she was having a bad time. She was probably in hiding, expecting every nigh* 
to be arrested. 

"My poor little girl !" he said gently. 

It brought Denise to her senses. She looked at him in amazement. 

‘You’ll never be able to understand why I’m crying. It’s dreadful to 

think that you’re my father, that we both talk French, that the same bomb 

may kill us ! You don’t understand ? It’s more than I can bear to feel thai 
I unconnected with you.. .." 

"But I’ve never ceased to feel that you’re my daughter." He walked to 
the end of the room. He remembered he’d got to persuade her. “Denise, 
let’s put Party dissensions aside. You must help me. 1 want to save France’ 
and^so for the sake of France ..." 

"Shut up ! Before it used to be ‘for Mother’s sake.’ But France is 
France." 


She stopped speaking. She thought of the refugees and the soldiers and 
telt a lump in her throat. And fearing that Tessa would again see her weak¬ 
ness, she ran out of the room. 


Tessa thought to himself resentfully: ‘She’s a fanatic!’ No doubt 

LU 5 1 ^ W ? S a rotter ’ but he was more huma n. That girl wasn’t living herself 
and didn t want other people to live ! Hysterical little creature ! 

He went to see Baudouin to have a talk with him about Cot’s mission. 

Baudouin answered evasively and switched the conversation over to Italy 

He thought it was time to make concessions, give up Djibuti or perhaps a bit 

of Tunisia, and bring pressure to bear on the British—let them part with * 

something too, Malta, for instance. Mussolini was ready to negotiate; but 

they would have to send a suitable man to Rome—Laval or Breteuil. 

Back again in his own room, Tessa rang up Fouget. “I’m afraid vou 

1 Q ulte understand me," he said. “We can send you or Cot with some 

fivfn fo r V fh U ^L c ^ m . mis ? lon * P° r instance, to negotiate regarding compensa- 
tmn tor the Galician industries, or the purchase of timber. Then you can 

Sot ? u J. feelers * ^he effecl abroad will be the same. At the same time, we're 
not taking any obligations on ourselves. We’ll say to the Right * ‘We haven’t 

even got an Ambassador in Moscow.’ Breteuil won’t be able to pick a 
. with us—especially as we’re opening serious negotiations with 
Mussolini. The British have promised to exempt Italian ships from control. 
That s already a victory ! Do you hear me ?’’ 
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There was no reply. Fouget had banged down the receiver in a rage. 

Tessa’s plan was a failure. He went out of town to console himself. 
It was a wonderful day. The lilac, jasmine and wistaria were in bloom and 
there was a delicious fragrant smell everywhere. Tessa felt quite consoled; 
spring was here again in spite of everything. 

On his way back he saw some soldiers in the Bois de Vincennes. They 
were digging anti-tank trenches. Tessa stopped to chat with them for a 
moment and said confidently: “Yes, they won’t get a chance to see 
Paris! Paris will defend itself like a lion.’’ 


21 

It was a tiny town like all the towns of Picardy: there was a square and a 
long street with low brick houses leading out of it. The square was adorned 
with a sixteenth-century town hall, which had a tower with a golden lion on 
top of it. Next to the town hall were two cafes, a department stores and a 
hotel, the ‘Cheval Blanc.' 

The population was mainly composed of the employees of the bicycle 
works that stood about two kilometres outside the town. Many of the women 
were skilled lace-makers. They sat at their open windows manipulating the 
bobbins. Tourists sometimes came in the summer. They inspected the old 
town hall and drank beer in the square. In the winter the workers sat in the 
cafes, smoking long clay pipes and arguing about politics. Before the war 
the Mayor had been a Communist, and two flags, the Tricolour and the red 
flag had flown over the town hall. The walls were still covered with inscrip¬ 
tions: ‘Down with Fascism !’ ‘Long live the Popular Front!’ together with a 
clumsily drawn hammer and sickle. On Sundays the people drank gin and 
watched cock-fights. That day the cinema had been showing a film called 
‘The Kiss of Death.’ Lovers had wandered along beside the canal, plucking 
water-lilies. The town went to bed early; at eleven o’clock there was not a 
soul in the streets. Only the chimes of the town hall clock melodiously 
sounded the hours, or some woman softly lulled her baby to sleep in One or 
the little houses: “Little kitten, do not cry. Slumber, darling, lullaby ! 

The firs, bomb fell on two. houses near the railway station. It killed an 
old blacksmith and wounded two women. The second bomb demolished 
the town hall. The square was littered with rubble. The golden lion lay 
among the debris. The inhabitants took to flight. Out of eighteen thousand 

only one hundred remained. 

A woman brought a blue enamel coffee-pot and poured out some conec 
for Michaud. “Are you going away ?” she asked quietly. 

“We’ve only just arrived.” . 

“They say you’re going away. Everybody has left. I had to stay, w 

mother’s ill. I keep telling her they won’t go away.” 

“Of course we won’t go away,” Michaud smiled. 'It s heart-breaking w 
see what’s being done. People just rush off and blindly follow their noses. 
And nobody stops them. A fine lot! They wanted to send us to Finland, 
but as soon as the Germans show themselves they run away. It’s a disgrace 
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ll only we had a different lot! But don’t get the wind up. We won t go 
away. Have you got a good cellar ? Take everything down there and sit 
quiet. We’ll manage somehow." O 

Fabre, the commander of the battalion, had been given orders to defend 
the town at all costs. Everybody looked on him as a harmless crank ; he 
drank aperitifs from morning to night and was always talking about the 
beauty of cactuses. But in the last few days he had shown himself to be 
brave and versatile. The battalion put up a good fight during its retreat 
from Cambrai. Twice it counter-attacked and recaptured from the Germans 
twenty men who had been left behind and taken prisoner. When the dive- 
bombers first began to attack, Fabre seized a rifle from a soldier and began 
shooting at them. This had the effect of calming the men and there was no 
panic. One of the bombers was shot down. Even so, in eight days the 
battalion had lost a third of its strength. When Fabre was given his orders, 
he was embarrassed; it was easy for them to say ‘defend the town at al) 
costs !’ How would they be able to hold out if the Germans sent tanks 
against them? 

Fabre knew that Michaud was veo' popular with the men. When Colonel 
Querier took fright and wanted to disband two companies, Fabre protested. 
And the matter of the ‘mutiny’ at Le Havre was hushed up. Whenever he 
,fiad to take a decision, Fabre would say to Michaud: “What does Monsieur. 
Don Quixote think about it ?’’ He did the same on this occasion. 

“We must hold out,’’ Michaud said. 


Michaud did not know what the Party directives were; he had been 
out of touch with Paris for a long time, so he had to decide for himself. He 
did not hesitate. No, the Communists were not cowards! They would 
show they could fight. It was now no longer a question of Reynaud, or Tessa, 
or Daladier, but a question of fighting for France. 

There were enemies everywhere. Some were proffering handcuffs, 
others were dropping bombs. The Nazis had come: the executioners of 
Thaelmann, the people who had crucified Spain, the knights of death. And 
in the rear there were also Fascists—Hitler’s friends, Breteuil, Grandel, Picard. 

Peaceful, carefree France was no more. The country had been given over 
to the mercy of the enemy, and even here there were ruins and weeping 
women. “Are you really going to abandon us?’* Michaud looked at the 
fums ol the town hall. Professor Malet had once called the building a 
pearl of the Renaissance.’ On one of the wails Michaud read the words: 
Bread, peace, freedom.* He thought of 1936, the strike, the flags, the songs. 

His love for his country grew even stronger now that misfortune had 
overtaken her. So many things were mingled in that sentiment—the moun- 
tains of Savoy where he had lived as a boy, with their murmuring streams 
and bright meadows; Paris, his own Paris, the city of grey houses and smiles 
the city where Jeannot had died and where Clemence still lived, Paris and 
Denise He knew that he was defending a frail girl with blue eyes like 
Alpine flowers. He repeated automatically: “France ... Denise. . 

. day long they were digging trenches, filling sand-bags and camouflag¬ 
ing the anti-tank guns and machine-guns. In the evening Fabre got into 
touch with divisional H.Q. “We’re pressing on the enemy everywhere,’’ 

K^tt Ji 0 ^ r 101 * , send Enforcements. If you withdraw, use the second 

battalion for rearguard action.’’ 
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Michaud looked in at the factory. They had installed machine-guns. 
It had been bombed the day before. That mornina it had rained and the 
water was gleaming in a large crater in one of the workshops. Bits of 
machinery were sticking out of the pool. In another workshop he saw a 
milling machine that had remained intact. He was delighted and felt as 
though he had met a friend of his childhood. He loved material and 
instruments. He endowed them with life, scolding and nursing them as 
though they were his children. He began to wonder what had come over 
people. They all wanted work, affection and happiness. But the sea had 
got rough and one had to struggle to keep afloat. He would not reach the 
haven; he would be killed. But others would get there. Pierre, Legrais, 
old Duchesne, would remain. The children would remain, and Denise. . . . 
They would build huge factories like Magnitogorsk. He remembered the 
photographs of it. Yesterday they had marched over fields. The corn was 

trampled and destroyed. In any case, there would be no one to reap it. But 

they would sow again in the spring. Life would triumph. But at present 

it was hard. ... , ,. . 

Michaud went to the town barrier. His comrades could hardly Keep 

awake and were discussing how they could hold out. There were only 
three hundred men. And the Germans had tanks. Michaud cheered them 

up and told them about the fighting in Spain: 

“Sometimes we had only thirty of us against a whole battalion. As tor 

their tanks, we tackled them with hand grenades. We hadn t got anything 

else. One of the boys, Pepe, blew up eight of them.” 

“Those tanks were different. . But the Germans are armour-plate 


nothing on earth !” ... ._ 

“They can be knocked out too. But you want guys like the ones m spam 

for that. Chaps like iron.” . r . inin UD 

"You knew what you were lifting for there. [ wanted to torn up 

myself. But what are we dying for here ? Who are we defending. 

^Michaud did not reply at once. He himself was worried and felt the 

^’’I'heS^Jy^'weUrsettle accounts with those People Iater^on. 
But this is our own country here. Have you seen 'hewomen. ^ ists 

bands are at the front the same as us. We can t quit! The ? 

must set an example. And besides, honestly, is it easy to give all this up 

1 Sa Before'he* couW^finfsh°sneak'ing'there was a loud explosion. The fig 
sheRd arrived before the’dawn. The melting stars wen t st.U vtsg 
• »ua o ic, cl™ The exDlosions were psrticuISfly^ terrifying , nobo y .. 
Sought wSd stan S sunrise. Michaud felt chilledI and thougWj 

was the dew; but the chill came from within. He gripped his machin g u " 

"^A e qi»rter at of'“a^' hour later there was a pause. The sun rose gentiy 
in the skv in the fields the birds began to twitter and the water took on 
rosy* hue!’ The men were silent. Michaud was thinking about e ^ 
J m as when he was in Spain, he felt the warmth of het brease anhhi ^ 

S ““ ^ ofc^Ss was.’. * 
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Ume for joking; tins was something great and serious. But it wasn't terrible. 
* on 'y sad that he would never see Denise again. . . . 

The tanks were approaching the canal. Everything began to roar; it 
seemed as though the earth itself were shrieking. Michaud" glanced round 
and saw Fabre, who waved his hands. 

“Give them a burst ! . . ." 

Then there was another pause. 

“mu ey i* Start preser| tly. They know w'here we are now.” 

Yhat doesn't matter,” Michaud laughed. “1 saw them in Spain. They 
like to see people running away. But die Fascists don’t like this sort of stuff.” 
Do you think we 11 hold out, Michaud ?” 

'1 11 say we will. And how !” 

thp M b ? Ut . nlne °/ clock the Germans renewed the attack. The shells blew 

from rlhchTtid 6 h0US6S t0 P,eCeS ' A burnin8 tank stood lliree > ards awa y 

“On the left coming out of the potato field . . .” 
m r Were C ' erman motor-cyclists. They halted. Then the tanks began 
Fihrp rri^ ard a S' The tanks were driv ‘n8 forward over the wounded, 
own men r U ‘ The SWln6 The beaStS ! They ’ re driving over their 

it a n„1 be11 kllIed the company commander. The sergeant couldn't stand 

and liH E ‘‘n an , l" 6 "* d ° Wn ,nto a cel,ar ’ Fab re crawled up to Michaud 
ana said Don t listen to anyone. Go on. Give it to 'em hot !" 

, ng was 11 Slnc ? that moment—a few minutes or an hour ? There 

covered "i'th U blood 0ar ° f expI ° sions ' Michaud shook his left hand; it was 

“Crawl over here ! . . .” 

But Michaud did not stir. He did not even hear. 

At nJL me a u n °V he u r b n h ! • • • l Now * y° u Boches, take that ! . . ” 

not a crv Fv P h n'm. bri i' an J ^ hone over the quiet world - Not a shot, 
sdllness t « V r ,£ wounded had ceased to groan, as though stilled by the 

bandage his hand hf® r put , mt0 lom es. Michaud got his comrades to 
oanaage his hand but he refused to go away. They buried the dead Thev 

a r "fio W „ a ,™l“i er tI r Kd ? f H ,in , Cans -, 

SronTtot Slmple and marve,lous thing-they had beate‘n off the 

WhafwLTou in Spain ^ mUttered: “ Bravo ’( Don Quixote ! 

“A lieutenant.” 

. C««k“TL”J n ™ l°,l“Vr.?, f0r '"f' B F' I’d make you 

ridiculous .ale !... No. & knoslVha, *yZ" itlcf™!' 1 * 1? W1 ™ “ 
He w.ped h, s eyes and took a draught of rum from hi's flask 

know the^d news.”‘° tOUCh With H ' Q '>” he said - “We must let them 

they^d" smefto £'■ ^HoldS? a^a.r™ V ° ice ' Ye stcrday 
what he had to say and said* 1 costs • To-day they listened to 

He cried out: “Why ?” “WeYe^J^ 16 * l °^ n under cover of darkness.” 

wny . we re re-grouping,” came the answer. 
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habre banged down the receiver and shouted: “A General ? He’s not 

a General. He’s a bag of tripe !” . 

“The traitors!” said .Michaud to his comrades. “They’re surrendering 

the country 1” 

Everybody realized the truth and stood silent. 

Good-bye, milling machine ! Good-bve. golden Lion of the town hall ! 
Good-bye, kind woman with the blue coffee-pot, sick mother and hunted, 
crazy eyes ! Michaud strode gloomily along the dusty road ; it was a long 
road, the road of retreat. At noon amid the heat and quiet he had had a 
glimpse of victory. And the eyes of victory were like those of the woman 
with the coffee-pot. . . Good-bye, fond dream ! . • . 


* 22 

Paris in the evening was like a lonely forest; even the little blue lamps 
were extinguished. Passers-by were being stopped and asked for their 
papers. There was talk of spies and parachutists. A lame milkman in tne 
rue Cherche-midi was arrested: he was said to have been signalling 
aeroplanes. People swore there were 40,000 disguised German soldier 
Paris. Mandel ordered three of the ‘faithful’ to be arrested. They 
found to be in possession of a list of Italian addresses and a plan t . 
marked with the locations of the A.A. guns. Breteuil was furious, 
arrest honest Frenchmen ?” he asked. Next morning the faitbMI were 
released. Breteuil’s wife kept crying: “The Germans> wflcoime h 
Breteuil said to her: “Pray ! Who knows ? Perhaps Marshal Petam -Win 

S ”r 5£ began » appear in the ««. They foamed absPaMj. W 

around the railway stations, and gazed at Pans with empty fhe chauffJurs 
The noise of the great city did not seem to reach them, ta vainthe chautt 

sounded their horns and shouted abuse; the refugees did not hear, 
as though their ears were filled with other terrible voices. rouo d 

Exhausted women sat down on the pavements. People crow 

them and asked them where they had come f [.% r l he wa s S ™riting 
thought of the war as almost infinitely remote the Press djbed the 
about the fighting in Northern Norway. Only he re^ bare ly 
calm as they muttered: “The Germans are killing P^ P 00 ned to 
managed to get away.” The police dispersed the crowd who stopped 

listen. Why want to hear about terrible stones / . . or0 vinces. 

The more cautious people went away to their relations m |he provm^ 

Others went on working, trading and amusing th< ret ; wb icb had been 

discussing the question whether or not to open |d ca lmed the young, 

closed in the first days ot the alarm. The old men “TT 

saying: “They’ll drive them off the same as they dld ' n l? 14 ' ,, no r 
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pictures. He stood by and watched anxiously as each canvas was placed in 
the dark box. Then he glanced with indifference at the newspapers. He 
realized that all was lost, and it bored him to wait for the epilogue. 

His boredom was not unmixed with anger. An angry gleam now began 
to flash in his usually affable and melancholy eyes. Why hadn't they let 
him end his hard life quietly ? He didn't know who to blame and hated 
all of them: the Germans and Daladier, Tessa and the Communists, the 
British and the incompetent Generals. 

As he looked at the nailed-up boxes, he thought of the future. What 
was going to become of his little house at Avignon ? He saw the little 
bower covered with wistaria and the play of the sunbeams on the light 
brown sand. Paris was lost. But what if the Germans were to go on 
[ urt *? er • N°» that could never happen. They would surrender Paris, 

let the Germans in for two or three days in order to satisfy Prussian vain- 
glory, and then they would sign peace. After all, Alsace-Lorraine was a 
shuttlecock, tossed backwards and forwards. Strasbourg would become 
Oerman for twenty or forty years. On the other hand there would be peace. 

ut there was no end to his anxiety. What if Churchill forced Reynaud to 
go on with the war even after the fall of Paris ? France was now a British 
ominion. At this point, Villard coughed and looked angrily at his man¬ 
servant and the workmen. What did it matter to them ? They worked 
thieved and made merry. 

There was a ring at the door and Tessa was shown in. ViLlard cheered 
up at the sight of Tessa. It pleased him to see Tessa worn out and unshaven. 
So Tessa was having a bad time, eh ! Well, let him clear up the mess ! 
n ,T essa „ b eg ai1 with a sensation. “When we took Marshal Petain into the 
Labinet, he said, “we thought that by doing so we would settle all the 

questions. But the situation gets more and more complicated 
each day. I’ve got some terrible news to tell you. The ICing of Belgium 
as capitulated. Tessa stared at Villard, who wiped the lenses of his 
pince-nez without showing any interest. “He didn’t even give General 
Blanchard any warning. The position of the army is tragic. You realize 
the depth ol his villainy ? They called his father Albert ‘Le Roi Chevalier,’ 
but Leopold will go down in history as the personification of cunning.” 

Hie Kang is right according to his lights,” said Villard quietly. “What 
else could he do? In certain circumstances capitulation is an act ol 


‘‘But have you thought what terms Hitler will dictate 

dispiay such ‘heroism’ ? He may demand Alsace. He 
Lille. 


to us, if we also 
may even occupy 


2& iriSM at 

you P emir^ S the l Sin a effhen W3S prepared already at Mun,ch ’ But 

the '^uls y °o U f thC Way - Bes ' des - if we ’ re to talk about 

tne causes ol defeat■, you ye got to remember the strikes in 1936 and the 

forty-hour week. Who disorganized industry ? And what about Spain ? 

foTm 8 * {SfcSL You enraged Franco and thefheU iSn 
io win. it would be difficult to imagine anything more senseless ” 

Tessa s voice had risen to a shout, revealing all the excitement of the last 
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few weeks. Villard spoke disjointedly; his hollow voice sounded like a 
bark. They went on a long time accusing each other and dragging up old 
parliamentary intrigues, ill-considered declarations, and divisions in the 
Chamber. 

Tessa was the first to check himself. “It’s no use our abusing each other/’ 
he said. “This is all nerves. But we’re living in terrible times and we ought 
to stand together. I came to suggest that you should enter the Cabinet. 
Reynaud is preparing a surprise. A ministerial crisis would create a bad 
impression abroad, so we’ve decided to do everything in a family way. First 
of all, we must get rid of Daladier. That ass has very nearly ruined France. 
We also have other changes in view. Sarraut is to go. Baudouin and 
Prouvost are to be invited. They’re business-like men. But you are dear 
to us as the conscience of the nation. Besides, you are the guarantee that 
the working classes will be with us.” 

Villard smiled ironically. Did they take him for a simpleton ? Was he 
to enter the Government on the eve of capitulation ? That would mean 
compromising himself and wiping out fifty years of struggle for his ideals. 
And for what? So that Tessa could say: “Villard too has signed.” No, 
he wasn’t going to stoop to that! 

“I’m grateful to you and Reynaud,” he said. “I’m deeply touched. But 
1 won’t enter the Cabinet. My Party is already represented in the Cabinet. 
Nobody will dare to say that the Socialists shirk responsibility. But the 
Right won’t stand me. Even in England they’d prefer somebody younger. 

1 would only be ballast.” f 

Tessa argued and tried to persuade him: ‘Auguste, you can’t refuse. 
We’re on the verge of the abyss. Everything we hold dear will perish-— 
France, the parliamentary system, the ideas we imbibed with our mothers 

milk. ...” . .. 

Tessa was moved by his own words; he thought of Amalie s death, ms 

recent meeting with Denise, the refugees, the croaking of Petain, whose 

reply to everything was: “Too late.” There was a hint of tears in his 

voice. 

Villard felt relieved. But he was not satisfied. He wanted to give Tessa 
the coup dc gr&ce : “What ideas are you talking about ?” he said. We ve 
got different points of view. Of course, so far as your attachment to econo¬ 
mic liberalism is concerned, your ideas are bankrupt. But I’m keeping i 
step with the age. What is Hitler bringing ? Socialism ! No doudt ll . f 
somewhat distorted—cut to suit the German pattern, so to s p ealc - f 

we take National-Socialism and supplement it with the moral teachings 
Saint-Simon, Proudhon, and our Trade Umons, we’ll get something rea 

at the same time intensely French.” , . . 4 

Tessa was no longer listening: he had no desire to argue about doc • 

Suddenly he became aware of the disorder in the study with the trun 
packing-cases lying around. 

IStfX&JSSZX. *-i. „ '■ 

I’m remaining. I’m going tQ ^ ai , n , the , U It represents 

can’t allow the masterpieces of art to be destroyed by a stupid bomb. 
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He accompanied Tessa to the hall. As he was saying good-bye, Tessa 
suddenly felt resentful: “I reallv intend to stay in Paris, whatever danger 

may threaten me!" he said. “I’ve got no collections. \nd I've got to 
think about France. . .” 


23 

Meuger showed no signs ot panic and went on working as usual, only he 
took a dose of jveronafl at night in order to sleep through the roar of the 
anti-aircraft gunsTHTTs cold face—he was more like a German or a Swede 
than a native of Lyons—retained its smile. He was a strong, handsome 
man who took great care of his personal appearance. He played tennis in 
order not to get fat. A solemn quiet reigned in his luxurious Hat. There 
were no pictures or knick-knacks in his study. A bronze bust of Napoleon 
stood opposite his writing-table. The bookcase was empty except for a 
number of reference-books. Meuger wasn’t fond of reading. On the other 

hand, he appreciated music, especially Bach. He was fond of savin - • “It’s 
my substitute for religion." y ° * 

He had brought up two children. His son had recently finished his 
training as an engineer. Wishing to avoid misunderstandings, Meuger sent 
him into the Army and got him appointed to Leridot's Staff. His daughter 

was married to a big financier who had quickly bought up aU the nickel 
shares; they lived in Switzerland. 

Meuger knew six languages and was a great traveller. He felt at home 

everywhere and said he was equally fond of chicken with bamboo shoots in 

a Shanghai restaurant, Californian fruit and Algerian couscous He took 

no interest in technical matters, leaving all that to the engineers. But he 

kept a close watch on the price of raw materials and the state of the various 

markets. He had business dealings everywhere. He was interested in the 

chemical industry of Germany, Norwegian nitrates and Chaco platinum 

He regarded Desser as an ignoramus and a dilettante: "A man like that 

could only come to the fore in the decadence of the post-war years " He 

used to smile disdainfully at Desser’s careless personal appearance and 
rough manners. dna 

Desser’s decline gave Meuger a certain amount of pleasure Events 

We n e "°, 1 W K, hoi i l th u e,r , own kind of lo 2 «c ! But these were hard ’times he 
reflected. No doubt business was good but what was goTfign^Thappen 

later on . The exhaustion of the warring countries was not a pleasant 

prospect In the event of defeat there would be trouble and quite possibly 

ITZ VT-f ,n th u evcnt ° f V,CtOFy pe °P ,e like lesser would com? to the 

fore, caliphs lor an hour. Meuger was proud of his origins; his grandfather 
had owned three-quarters of the railway s^tem, and his ^ t .^^atbe r 
a banker, had been described by Balzac. 6 taanuiatner, 

Meuger looked on war as a relic of ancient times. His attitude towards 
patriotic sentiments was one of irony. Of course, he knew how to h°de his 
smfletn order not to offend people; just as he never made fun of his wife 

atbwhat^li^onsiderecT^o^^medi 111 ^^ ^rugge!l^s1houideS 

at wnat ne considered to be medievalism, but gave his wife money which 
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she devoted to the support of various chapels. Meuger held that war was 
right when the nations lived their own narrow life. But now the interests 
of the nations were intertwined. The Americans were unable to live without 
British rubber. The Germans needed oil: they were dependent on Detterding 
or the Bolsheviks. The French were dependent on everybody. Then what 
was the use of fighting ? If Europe was governed by business people like 
Meuger instead of by idiots, it would be quite possible to come to an 
arrangement. 

When the war broke out, Meuger did not believe in the victory of the 
Allies. He even doubted a German victory and said to himself'that the 
winner would be a third party. He tried to stop the machine, went to 
Madrid and talked to the Germans. In the winter he thought that common 
sense was getting the upper hand, but events turned out otherwise. Cham¬ 
berlain went, and Bonnet was hounded down. And then came May 1940. 

It was necessary to think and to save what could still be saved before it 
was too late. France had lost the war. Once upon a time those words 
would have shaken everybody; to Frenchmen France was the universe. 
But now ... No doubt Hitler would have to reckon with the attitude of 
the Germans; they were taking their revenge for the Treaty of Versailles. 
But Hitler was a clever man. And besides, all this was a sentimental ques¬ 
tion for snivellers. Fortunately the sort of people who liked Paul Deroulede 
and his patriotic songs had died out. France had lost her place long before 
the war. The snivellers would howl for a while and then calm down. And 
the country would heal its wounds. * 

So when General Picard said with a gasp: “But what you propose is 
capitulation,” Meuger answered: “Don’t let’s be afraid of words. I’m 
proposing the only thing possible under the circumstances.” 

And then a most remarkable thing happened. Standing beside the bust 
of Napoleon, General Picard began to weep. Midinettes wept as a matter 
of course but Picard was not a child. He knew what was being arranged. 
He was a friend of Breteuil’s. He had said a good number of times: “The 
Germans will defeat us.” Why, then, did the word ‘capitulation’ scare 

im “‘l repeat,” said Meuger, “this is the only way out. The fate ol the 
northern army is a foregone conclusion. The Belgians are out ol the game. 
The British are still playing the role of inaccessible virgins. But their virtue 
will come to an end when the Germans fly over London. It’s more to our 
advantage to be one ahead of the British—at least in a separate peace. U 
we go on with the war Hitler will occupy Paris, and the Italians will taKe 
Marseilles. And the Commune will be set up at Lyons. Which is it more 
important to preserve: the old frontiers or civilization ? In a couple o 

weeks’ time the Communists will rise. . . .” . . 

For the last few months Picard’s thoughts had been in a , 

changed his views ten times a day. At one time he said: “We 11 be detea > 
and quite right too. It’s time to bring this disgraceful regime to an end. 

At other times he recalled the glory of the French army and thought: remap 
we may win ?” He respected Hitler, feeling no animosity towards him an f 
despising the German refugees whom he contemptuously called renegades. 
When the German advance began, Picard was scared. He gave orders an 
immediately countermanded them. He shouted that it was necessary 
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keep a cool head; but he himself was mortally afraid ol paratroops: what 
if they attacked the Staff? He got mixed up in the political game. He 
took all his questions to Breteuil, who said to him: “Try to hold^the enemy 
at least for a month. We'll get rid of Reynaud and come to terms with the 
Germans.” Picard issued pathetic orders: “Soldiers, defend every inch !” 
“Not a step backwards !” The Germans were advancing at the rate of 
thirty kilometres a day. Picard shouted at Breteuil: “We can’t hold on !” 
And Breteuil quietly answered: “I didn't even think you’d hold on.” 

However, nobody had ever spoken to Picard about capitulation until 
now. When Meuger said to him straight out: “We must follow the example 
of Belgium,” it was too much for Picard. He began to weep. After he 
had quietened down a little, he mumbled: “They won’t leave us the Army ...” 

‘‘I realize it’s a hard blow to you,” Meuger said. “But one must keep 
ones presence of mind.' In 1936 l thought everything was lost. My fac¬ 
tories were in the hands of the strikers. But I went on working all the 
same. Perhaps they’ll leave us a small army. You’ll be able to train the 
young officers. Your knowledge won’t be lost. At the present moment 
you can save Paris. I’m not referring to resistance. No doubt there are 
sober-minded men among the Ministers. Yesterday de Monzie began nego¬ 
tiations. But Reynaud has taken fright. And also one mustn’t forget about 
the role of Mandel. That man is France’s evil genius. He wants to defend 
Paris. That would lead to the destruction of the capital and unheard-of 
slaughter. You enjoy great authority. You must inform the Government 
that from the military point of view the defence of Paris is quite utopian. 
In that way you’ll render a great service to France.” 

Picard remembered that bright July day, the clenched fists near the Arc 
de Triomphe and the red flags. 

“Very well,” he said. “I’ll fulfil my duty. We'll try to hold the enemy 
But if they break through Weygand's line, I’ll recommend withdrawal from 
Pans. The city must be handed over to the enemy in proper order with 
the police at their posts, in order to preserve Paris for our children and 
grandchildren.” 


24 

At Grandel’s suggestion the security of the war factories was entrusted 
to Weiss, the Alsatian. Weiss acted energetically. At his suggestion th- 
Prefect sent secret agents into the factories in order to keep a look-out for 
sabotage. The detectives knew nothing about production and merelv 
irritated the workers with their stupid remarks, wranglings and threats 

The agents were particularly aggressive at Meuger’s aircraft works 

They arrested a woman worker who shouted angrily: “Brave heroes 1 

You d do better to go and fight. The Germans are at Beauvais Can’t vou 

see you re hindering people from working ?” The police report stated that 
she had attempted to damage a bench. 

It was a sultry day that foretold a storm. The white light was dazzling 
and people were gasping for breath. There was great excitement among the 
workers of Meuger s factory. The Germans were nearing Paris ! The 
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soldiers were saying there were no aeroplanes, rhe rich were all scuttling. 
But who was to clear up the mess ? 

In the lunch-hour interval the workers held a meeting on the wasteland 
behind the works, where the slag was overgrown with chick-weed. The 
workers spoke of Hitler, police spies and the approaching denouement . 

The leading spirit in the illegal Communist organization was a young 
locksmith named Claude. He had only been working at the factory since 
January, but the workers had taken to him at once. He was exempt from 
military service on account of tuberculosis. The brightness of his eyes 
might have been mistaken for mental tenseness. He was burning indeed, 
but his loud, fitful breathing betrayed his illness. 

Claude was a dreamer who spent his nights devouring books: Tolstoy 
and Flaubert, Sholohov and Malraux. Five years ago he frequented the 
Maison de Culture, where he had met Lucien. One day they had a long 
conversation. Lucien kept talking about ‘eternal storm.’ Claude meekly 
replied: “1 respect you. You know everything But that’s not enough. 
In my opinion, a poet ought to be an honest man. Don’t you think so?” 
Lucien thought to himself: ‘A middle-class mind !* Vaillant took a fancy 
to Claude and said to him: “Surely you write poetry ? I feel that you 
write. 1 Claude said nothing. It was true that he wrote, but he was too shy 
to acknowledge it. His poetry turned out rather odd, and he didn’t know 
himself why he wrote like that. He began by describing a strike but suddenly 
found himself writing about the flaming bracken in a damp wood or the 
rigging of a ship. He would say to himself: ‘I must be playing pranks !’ 

Two years before he had tried to get into Spain, but was detained at the 
frontier and sent back to Paris. He was then working at the ‘Seine’ factory. 


“You’re our principal agitator,” Legrais told him. Claude knew how to 
convince people although he seemed to be irresolute and infinitely meek. 
He never laid down the law when he was talking to people, and seemed 
always to be asking what was to be done. There was something childish 
and deeply sincere in his manner of talking, with the unexpected pauses and 
painful searching after words, and people believed what he said. . 

Claude was arrested at the beginning of the war and spent four months in 
prison. He was released after a medical inspection. He had not expected 
to be able to get any work, but he had a stroke of luck. Turners were being 
engaged at Meuger’s factorv. The applicants’ papers were inspected m the 
office. They saw ‘he name ‘Claude Duval.’ There were plenty ol Duvais 
m the world. He was taken on. He soon got together a secret jp'oup. 

The workers now surrounded him. They wanted to hear wha^ he nao 
to say. “Is Reynaud any better than Daladier?” he began. ineyu 

betray us. . . ” He started to cough. „ .. ^ the 

‘The papers say they’re going to defend themselves, sald . °° e 
workers. ‘They say the army mustn’t retreat anymore. And tneyi 

digging trenches outside of Paris. I saw them myself. “We’ll 

“If they want to defend themselves we 11 work, said Claude. We 

work like devils. Isn’t that so ? It’s all the- same to Meuger He U go o 
making money whether it’s with Reynaud or with Hit er. But 1 iook 

these aeroplanes in a different light. We can save Pans tr°m ® asking: 
We can save France. I’ve been talking to the soldiers. They k^P ^kutf 

fnrre ?’ The Germans are machine-gunning the refugee 
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but we haven t got any fighter ’planes. We must give all the help we can to 
the soldiers. Only let them take away the police spies. It’s impossible to 
work with those dirty scoundrels about. Isn’t that so ?” 

W0r kers decided to appoint a delegation. They would declare their 
willingness to increase production but insisted on the removal of the police 
spies from the workshops. 

When the delegation was ushered in, Weiss glanced at Claude and smiled 
politely. I thank you,” he said. “I know all about the patriotism of the 
Paris workers. Every extra aeroplane helps to bring the hour of victory 
nearer. As regards the ‘disguised policemen,’ as you call them, they’ve been 
sent into the workshops to ferret out the disguised Communists. I hope 
you ve understood me ?” 

Weiss’s blue eyes met the eyes of Claude. Claude turned away. 

When the workers of the Meuger factory left, others arrived. All the 
ig lactones declared their willingness to increase their working hours and 

the cessation of the police activities. 

r Weiss v ' ent to see Meuger in order to give him warning of the dismissal 
or 114 workers. Meuger glanced indifferently at the list and said: “Skilled 
workers. However, it doesn’t matter now. By the way, tell me how are 
you going to carry out the evacuation ?” 

We’ll have to send the workers away. The less there are during the 
interregnum period, the better.” * 

“Of course. But I don’t want you to evacuate the equipment. It’s an 
awkward business and serves no purpose.” 

“It’s very pleasant. Monsieur Meuger, to see that you’ve not caught 
he general panic,” said Weiss with a smile. “1 keep coming across people 

equipment 1 ”^ ,OSt heads * You may resl assured we won’t touch the 


Claude’s friends succeeded in warning him. The factory gates were 
? hlut * *£is mates helped him to climb over the high fence. Suddenly he 
heard whistles. He took to flight and managed to reach a hovel inhabited 
t>y old clothes dealers. An old woman was sitting among the heaps of rags 
She cried out: ‘ Parachutist 1” Claude said softly: “Be quiet » I’m a French¬ 
man, a worker ” And the woman agreed to hide him. The stem was 
still waiting to break Claude felt suffocated among the dusty piles of rags 
>n the tiny hovel. He would have to warn his mates. He took a look 
outside There was no one about. He got as far as the cafe ‘P£re Eugene ’ 
where his mates were accustomed to gather. 

i, „T h l Caf<§ u consisted , of two rooms - In the outer room was a zinc counter 

th ?V; asual customers drank beer ai.j chatted with the proprietor' 
ere Eugene. He was a fat, good-natured man with a thick black moustache’ 
and wore no coat. The two passions of his life were his fat moustached 

after- Mau . nce Thorez. He was proud of being able to say: “In 1937 
hand” P^Ff^ th ® cycle-track 1 went up to Maurice and he shook my 

never let^any ^rMgers^^int^it^H^'used^o^say-^‘The^bdf T’ He 

varimf d 'd't Mea ™ hi,e re^resemUve/Tthe 

their hindstocaseoSprS ^ “ d hdd 1136 blUiard cues “ 

When Claude came in, he found Jules from the ‘Gnome’ factory. Later 



on other men arrived. A1J of them talked about the arrests; the police had 
pulled in seven hundred workers. 

Soon afterwards Denise came in and told them about the trial of four 
men. “They were sentenced to be shot for sabotage," she said. “The 
youngest was only eighteen. Ferronet defended them. I’ve just been 
talking to him. He says it’s an obvious frame-up. It came out in court. 
Ferronet suspects Weiss.’’ 

“He’s a terrible man,” said Claude. “When we went to see him, he 
looked very hard at me. He must have guessed who I was. And I guessed 
who he was. What things they’re doing, Denise ! It’s Hitler’s spies who 


are in power.” 

Denise wanted to back him up, but she didn’t know what to say. 

“But the people . . .” she whispered. 

Claude didn’t understand what she meant, but he refrained from asking 
her any questions. 

Presently Denise went out. After a lew minutes she came rushing back. 
“Claude,” she said, “I’ve taken a room for you. Nobody will touch you 

there.” . . „ • 

It was hot and quiet in the dim little cafe. Everybody had stopped talking. 

For a moment they thought the distant roar of the anti-aircraft guns was 

thunder and they were pleased. Then the sirens began to wail. Nobody 

stirred. They sat exhausted on the narrow sofa and thought about the 

denouement. Were the Germans really coming ? . . 

Hall' an hour later the rain began to pour down with a deafening swisn. 
Claude looked out into the street to get a breath of air. The woods or 
Meudon and St. Cloud seemed to have migrated to Paris. The leaves or 
the plane-trees looked like a flock of sheep. There was a smell of the country. 

Denise came up behind him. “Claude,” she said, “when will France..• 
Once again she failed to finish her sentence. Eugene brought some beer, 
“fjave you heard from Michaud at all ? Denise asked# M 

“I haven’t had any letters for a long time. He’s somewhere in _d? e . nor ~* H 
Eugtoe gave a sigh. “Damn it all !” he said. “They’re hghungand 
dying up there. But what are they doing here ? Arresting decent ^ P e < ^ * 
And who’s doing it ? German spies £ If Maurice was Minister, the German 

wouldn’t set within sight of Paris I” 


Later that evening Weiss went to see Grandel and reported to him about 

thC “On the 6 whole,” he said, “everything has turned out quite_weO, I think 

we’ve now got rid of the most troublesome elements in the factory ^ 

course, the sooner we begin the evacuation the better. It g m 

trial went off smoothly. It will act like a cold douchep err0 net went to see 
“Provided they don’t get the sentence annulled. to 

President Lebrun to-day. Lebrun listened to him 

ery. As Breteuil says, he’s the most snivelling President the Third Kep 

has ever known. But on the whole he behaves decently. 

ryuuns oece.su,. He oo« » 

all except cry.” 
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They both burst out laughing. 

When he was alone, Grandel loosened his tie and stretched himseli out 
on a sofa. He was tired, but his affairs were going marvellously well. How 
could he have guessed what was in store for him ? It was a mere chance that 
nad put him in touch with Kilmann. It had started with his gambling losses 
and thoughts of suicide. He had thought it was a mistake, a fatal slip, a 
blot on his escutcheon. But it had turned out to be the beginning of his 
success. Of course, he was some time in finding the right road. He had been 
obliged to put up with a lot of setbacks, insults and humiliations. Tessa, 
that petty bribe-taker Tessa, regarded him as a respectable woman looks at 
a street walker. Never mind, he’d get even with them yet ! When the 
Germans took Paris, Grandel would be over everybody. They would all 
start toadying to him. The most important thing in gambling was to get 
the feeling of which number would turn up. He had backed the right 
number. All that remained now was to hold on for the last quarter of an 
hour. After that there would be power, honour and recognition. He would 
he able to look everybody in the face. Kilmann? German marks? 
Nonsense ! Subjective motives were nobody’s concern. But objectively he 
would save France. He would secure a mitigation of the capitulation terms 
and give millions the possibility of a peaceful existence. That was real 
patriotism, not the hysterical ravings of a Ducane ! 

He wanted to humble somebody c^nd to prove his superiority. He went 

mto the bedroom. Mouche was lying on the wide bed. Her lengthy illness 

had ravaged her. Grandel said to himself: ‘How could I ever have embraced 

her / He thought she looked half-dead. The smell of medicine nauseated 
him. 

“Three years ago you took it into your head to be unfaithful to me" 
he said. “1 didn’t say anything at the time. Why ? You might have thought 
1 was jealous. But now we can talk frankly. I hope you’ve stopped thinking 
about lovers now. It’s time for you to think about Heaven. So you preferred 
a wretched ne’er-do-well to me ? He’s even worse, by the way, than his 
papa. Apparently, Madame, you were fascinated by his curls and noble 
gestures. But your Romeo turned out to be a petty thief and a souteneur 
You thought 1 was a failure, a suspicious character, a spy. You made a 
mistake. Princess ! I am the only man who can still save France ” 

Mouche lay, as before, without stirring. Her head was hanging oil 
the pillow. 

“Why is the princess silent ? Say something, you little tart.” 

He saw the little bubbles on her white lips—like those which appear on 
the bps of new-born babes. He frowned disdainfully and went out 


25 


Towards evening the sun came out and the milky haze over the sea turned 
paie orange. The sand-dunes looked like the map of the moon Th“d 
rolled on in waves like hair. The dry creeping grasses, clinging to the 
tops of the sand-hills here and there, looked as though they w^arhied! 
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Close by foamed the sea—the tide had only just begun to go out. Explosions 
sent showers of water into the air; the bursting shells made the water seethe. 
In spite of the thunder of the bombardment, this world of sand and water 
seemed to be spectral and lifeless. 

Lucien felt he wanted to tear the haze asunder, blow the dunes away and 
let in the sea. He was stumbling along in the soft sand. British machine- 
gunners were somewhere close by, but he did not know where. He had fired 
all his ammunition. One hand-grenade was all that was left of his recent 
agitated life. He looked at it lovingly; it was as dear to him as the last drop 
of water. 

The battle had been going on for eleven days. He hadn’t even given a 
glance at the map. Here was the sea—that meant the end ! His comrades 
were calling him; out there beyond the haze were English ships and life 
beyond the Channel. He did not want to go. He had spent the day with the 
British and then got away. Now he was alone amid this cursed sand. 

From the day the battle began he had tried to find death. He had sought 
it out insistently. He had passed under machine-gun fire, crawled up to 
tanks with a grenade in his hand and fired at a German patrol from the attic 
of a Belgian farmhouse. But death as though purposely had given him a 
wide berth. v 

He never read the newspapers. One day he glanced at a sheet of paper 
in which some tomatoes were wrapped. He read the words: ‘Mechanized 
Joan of Arc will help us.’ He tossed the rag away and did not even swear. 
His comrades shouted about ‘treason.’ Some of them abused the Germans, 
others the British and others the French Generals. Lucien said nothing. 
Sometimes he sang in an unnaturally loud voice: 


‘Here’s your bunk and here’s your bed. 

There’s a b uzz and a bomb and you’re pretty soon dead. 

So the Belgians had surrendered ? To hell with them ! Lucien did not 
believe in victory; he remembered how he had taken secret papers to Breteui 
and knew that his father and General Picard were capable of anything, in 
whole gang was hand in glove with Hitler. That meant it was the end. 
longed for death in order to get away from his past. He had torched hot 
and wanted to swim away. But for a soldier of a devoted and defeated y 
there was no other way out except foolhardy daring. Danger naa 
Lucien from the toils of Breteuil and cleansed him of the taint of dolla 
his youth, which bore the marks of sorry buffoonery. wheD 

In all the last ten days only one episode had stirred him. l nat ; Vdb . n 
he ran across Genteuil, the actor. Who didn’t know Genteuil in ' 
He was the darling of the gods, a man of no great talent who kne. _ ^ 
make everybody laugh, handsome, fond ol good hving and & 
money about as though life were the green meadow of a card-tab a 

through the dowries of girls and the savings of widows as graceJuuy 

little bird picking up grains of seed. Now he turned out to be t hev were 
Eight French tanks had got as far as the enemy s position where they 

obliged to stop, as they had run out of petrol. They beat off 

till evening. Help came in the morning. Five tanks were burnt out. ^ 

teuil somehow got out alive. He seemed to have turned black. 
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was questioned about it he said nothing. When Lucien looked at him, he 
was reminded of Henri—how a few minutes could alter a man ! 

Lucien found life more tolerable and became attached to his comrades. 
He went to their rescue a number of times, acting quite spontaneously without 
stopping to think. He was delighted when he caught sight of the sea. His 
first reaction was: ‘Now Alfred will be saved !' But what had he got to do 
with Alfred? He was an archceoiogist, a ghoul-bug, a simpleton who 
believed in justice. ‘No,’ he said to himself, ‘that’s not the right way to 
look at it. Alfred is a good chap. Never before could such simple words 
have entered Lucien’s head; then he judged people by their wit, their brilliance 
and their talent. And now he talked about a ‘good chap.’ Suddenly he 
blushed; he remembered Jeannette’s eyes outside the chemist’s, Mouche’s 

tormented tears and the enormous bed in Jenny’s bedroom, that looked like 
a gilded catafalque. 

Small detachments near the coast were keeping the enemy at bay. It 
was the last day ot the evacuation. There were minor skirmishes going on 
among the dunes; the fighters crawled over the sand, came close to one 
another and attacked with grenades, bullet and bayonet. Meanwhile the 

opalescent columns of mist were shot through with sunlight and appeared 
to hover in the air. 

Lucien scrambled to the top of a sand-hill and lay down. In the distance 
he could see the wet sand of the seashore. Half-naked men were crawling 
along and plunging into the water. Many of them were struck by bullets. 
The water foamed as though an enormous fish were disporting itself! 
Farther on were spouting fountains thrown up by the shells. Only a desperate 
courage saved the men. Others with even greater daring and desperation 
stood on the last ndge of the dunes and met the enemy with the fire of their 
rifles. Then German aeroplanes flew over and plastered the shore and the 
water with bombs. It began to get dark and the sea looked muddy and 

wOlQ, 

Lucien saw a helmet move among the dry grass; German troops were 
creeping in forward down below. Without thinking, Lucien jumped up and 
shouted, as he hurled his grenade. The sand dunes roared, and the echo 
mlled away till it was covered by the thunder of the batteries. Then one of the 
Germans ran towards Lucien. Lucien also ran, stumbling in the sand They 
fell on top of each other as though they were embracing. 

Afterwards Lucien did not remember how he got the better of the 
German. Ail he knew was that he had had a tough -ob to tear himself 
away—the German’s hand was gripping his throat. It was a slender strong 
hand with swollen veins. Lucien vaguely thought to himself: ‘he hasn’t 
cut his nails. But he did not look at the man’s face. The devil take 


And now there was not even the last grenade. Lucien ran across the 
cold wet sand—the sea had also retreated. He felt he would never get there 
Then he plunged into the water and began to swim. He was not saving 
himself: he was hurrying towards the bullets and shells. His mouth was half 
fiPen with the painful strain ot his efforts. And his chestnut hair shone like 

Again death turned away from him; he swam till he reached an Endish 
motor-boat, They gave him a pair of trousers and a flask of whisky. He 
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drank it and swore—the dream was over. An Englishman with a boyish 
smile said to him in broken French: “Now we’ve got to win the war.” 

Lucien nodded his head. To himself he added: “One must live. It’s easier. 
It’s easier and more painful.” 


26 

The neighbours whispered in astonishment. They could not make out 
why Agn6s was so calm. Some of them admired her and said: “Now there’s 
a strong character for you !” Others preferred a bit of backbiting: “She 
doesn’t care a damn about her husband.” Agnes went on correcting mistakes 
in the exercise-books, drawing leaves and stamens, carefully tidying up her 
room and knitting little pants for Doudou. Nothing seemed to have 
changed in her life since the day when she received the yellow official en¬ 
velope. They gave her 600 francs (the sum due to her for her lost bread¬ 
winner) and said to her: “Sign the receipt.” The pen did not scratch, and 
Agnes’s eyes were dry. Doudou kept asking where his daddy was. “Hell 
soon be coming,” she would tell him. In the morning she took Doudou 
round to old Melanie who looked after him while she was at the school. 
Melanie often began to cry when she looked at Doudou. “What are you 
crying for ?” he asked. “I’ve got the toothache,” she said. Agnes never 
cried. In the past Pierre had been the only one to realize her strength or 
character; he used to say: “She’d even face the bullets.” Sorrow and loneli¬ 
ness had even changed her personal appearance: her kind, short-signteu 
eyes had become hard, and whereas formerly she used to stoop, now sn 
held herself erect. The old women gossiped: “She’s blooming like a aa y 

in spring. You’ll see; she’ll soon get another husband.” 

Agnes did not even weep at night. She lay with wide-open eyts and P 

in vain for sleep; she wanted to grasp what had happened but ® he ’ 

What had Pierre died for ? The thought gave her no peace. She went ovc 
again in her mind their infrequent but heated arguments. ™ 

enthusiastic about politics. He had believed in revolution and had tcit tD f 

fall of every Spanish town as though it were his own suffering. b times 
agree with him, but she realized that he had an ardent " at ur e and someur 
she envied him. When he left for Spain, she was worried to the pom 

distraction, waiting for a knock at the door and saying " it hout 

get killed.’ Then came the war and he went off without words an 
hope, like a doomed man. At the station he had said to her. she 

our war.” And now he had been killed in another peoP , * 0r the 
wondered what his last thoughts had been. Agnes> andI Dou ^ ^ 
other war, the ‘real’ one ? In vain Agnes desired to makP d go over 

to understand and hear where the truth was. . She eat Mn g What if 
to Doudou’s cot and stand a long time listening to his that 

they killed Doudou as well ? He was all that was left to her trom 

other life, the spring that was. ... her cla ss, and 

But every morning she would turn up brave and bright 

nobody guessed what her nights were like. . m to her by 

Her courage was inherent in her. It had been handed down to 
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generations accustomed 10 hard toil, the struggle tor life, and the loss of 
dear ones, generations that were like the houses of the Parisian suburbs 
which had imbibed the smoke of the street fighting. Her tather used to tell 
her that he worked the whoie time during the war, patching trousers, making 
lighters, mending window-frames in the peasants' cottages and loading the 
hay. And he would say with a smile: “And you see I managed to survive.’* 
l hat was how Agn&s went on living now. 

When refugees began to appear in the streets and Agnes saw a bullei- 

riddled car with a load of children, she shuddered. She did not think of 

Pierre s death or the fate which might be waiting for Doudou, but she could 

not help feeling alarmed; the mutilated machine was like a continuation of 
her tortured nights. 

Once again the windows ol the houses were covered with narrow strips 
of paper. Agnes invented a complicated design. Her window looked as 
Jt were covered with hoar frost—roses, stars and palms. “What’s 
that? Doudou asked. “Aeroplanes,” she said, and then added: “It’s a 
garden. She suddenly remembered the verses which Pierre had written as 
a boy and which he had once recited to her: 


Before his death man sees the web of fate, 
Where winter weaves away the sins of youth.' 


I he days went by. More and more refugees poured into Paris. Among 
them were the inhabitants of Lille, the weavers of Valenciennes, the miners 
of Lens and the peasants of Picardy. The school where Agnes taught was 
put at their disposal, and she threw herself heart and soul into this new work 
bhe moved into the school together with Doudou, looked after the sick got 
food and medicine and did the cooking. She had a large family on her hands 
bhe had to soothe them and listen patiently to their long incoherent stories 
A woman from Fourmies told her adventures: “It was seven o’clock I 
didn t know the German aeroplanes were coming.” She had a child’s bib 
covered with brown blood which she refused to part with. “He was eating 

s hesaid “The beasts !” A Belgian woman, a miner’s wife, 
told Agn&s how she had lost her five-year-old daughter on the way. An old 

!? ar ? Roub ^ ,x w ^, lo oking for his daughter-in-law and grandchildren. 
Why did you leave? Agnes asked. Some replied: “It was terrible' 
They flew low, the bombs dropped right near us.” Others said: “Live 
under the Germans ? No, we’ve had that experience before. We lived 
Oiu- years under them in the last war. Here in Paris they don’t know what it’s 
like, but we do. In the last war the Germans shot the hostages at Roubaix 
In our place they arrested two of our men and told them to dig their own 
graves And they killed them. They had no pity on children the 

& oches Some of tl ?, e refugees frankly admitted: “We saw every- 
ody bolting, so we went too.” One of the working women said: “Berber 

came to the town. We all knew that he was a Fascist. Hfc shouted: ‘Get 

ur Tas l aS ^ OU can * ^ ou ^ get killed if you don’t!’ But he staved 
there hmiself to meet the Germans. The traitors !” y 

, r t re ^ uge ? s were constantly changing. As soon as one batch was sent 

nn a ?" W J ot arrived - Old RiQuet was the onlyone whHa^d 

on. He was ill and had scarcely been able to reach Paris. y 
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“My old woman died a long tune ago,” he told Agn£s. “My son was 
called up to the army. I don’t know if he's alive. T was living all alone. 
The neighbours came in and said: ‘The Boches are coming. Let’s go.' 
T had such fine rabbits. I had to leave them behind. But my dog came with 
me, a wonderful dog, she’s called Follette. I’ve had her twelve years and 
I’ve got used to her. At Compiegne they made us get out of the train. We 
had to go on foot. The Boches dropped bombs right on us. They did that 
in the last war. Everybody scattered. When [ looked round, there was no 
Follette.” c 

Agnes often noticed that, when the old man was dozing, he would move 
his lips and call Follette. 

It was a fine summer day when the bombers flew over Paris. The whole 
sky was filled with a roar. The windowpanes rattled. Doudou shouted: 
“Boom-boom !” Agnes was peeling potatoes. She put down the knife for 
a moment and then went on with tier work again. Presently people :ame 
running m. “Two thousand killeu !” they said. Agn&s got alarmed and 
took Doudou by the hand. She wa afrad they might kill him. Then she 
felt ashamed. ‘What have l got to be afra i d or now T she said ;o herself. 

In the evening she went for a waJ< along :he embankment 01 the rivei. 
A crowd ol people were standing bv the ruins of a large house, gazing, 
venting their anger and ioking. Someone said gloomily: “In any case, its 
very accurate work.” Life seemed to have broken up into its component 
parts—stones, iron, boards and bars. Agnes saw a book with a leather bind¬ 
ing and someone’s initials. On a wall that had remained standing there was 
a picture of a woman in a wedding dress. Suddenly Agnes noticed a cnil s 
cot. It was hanging on the railings of a balcony. Agnes didn t stop to loo 
any more. She rushed home. But next door to the ruins people w 
laugliing on the cafe terraces, and hundreds of siphons gleamed blue 

That night Agnes saw Pierre again. She realized he was not thinking 
about anything; he felt ill, cold and empty. She wanted to warm himi w 
couldn’t; she tossed about in her bed and raved. Before the dawn the ant 
aircraft guns began to roar. And Doudou murmured simple childiaii wor 

in his sleep. 



Tessa woke up in high spirits. their 

He had a talk with Joliot and said quite jauntily: They 11 j s 

heads against Weygand’s line. You may write that the gigantic ba 

°^“^haVs ^rdte'easy to write,” said Joliot, “but that isn’t ^ duesuon. 
You may laugh at me, but I’ve never made a secret of the fact n ^ 
superstitious. They’ve called in the Germans I give youi my word l, ^ 
many times have they kept on saying: They U come . They 

Let’s begin Milt die f.« dm tMy have.’. 

Battles are taking place on the Somme.” 




“That may be. 1 haven't been there. But one tiling 1 do know quite 
well: yesterday they dropped bombs on Marseilles. You realize what that 
means ? Marseilles is at the other end of France. Who ever thought they 
would dare ? Now it’s all up. You may be quite sure the Italians will start 
to-day or to-morrow. And Weygand has taken the troops away from the 
Italian frontier. What do we want the silly Somme for ?” 

Tessa waved his hand in a careless don’t worry gesture. Then he asked 
distractedly: “Did you listen in to the Italian radio?” 

‘An hour ago. They’re silent. That is to say they were giving a talk 

on the paintings at Pompeii. That’s a bad sign.” 

“Paintings?” Tessa smiled. “Just the thing for Villard. By the by, 

1 can tell you that our ‘splendid warrior’ has packed his trunks. He’s pro- 

bably going to bolt. Well, au revoir ! Come and see me in the evening. 

I shall be able to tell you something cheerful.” 

Tessa had in mind a partial reorganization of the Cabinet. 

He had just begun to whistle an aria from Rigoleito when he was 

interrupted by the arrival of Picard, who came without being invited. Tessa 

glanced at him and realized at once that things were going badly. Picard 

said the Germans had forced the Somme. Their tank units were approaching 

Everything would be decided in two or three days. 

Only madmen can talk seriously of defending Paris,” he added. 

Tessa nodded his head. His face assumed a sad and solemn air. It was 

with such an expression that he attended the funerals of Ministers or Senators. 

He shook Picard’s hand in silence. When the General was gone, Tessa said 

to himself: ‘These are fatal moments ! We’ve talked and worried and 

hoped, and now we’re witnessing the denouement !’ He felt he would like 

to share this idea with somebody, but remembered that it was inadvisable 
to raise a panic. 

When he arrived at the Cabinet meeting, he at once forgot all about the 

15-♦u hran . ce - The Cabinet had been reorganized at last. He found some 
oi the appointments quite successful. He thought it was a good thing that 

P° llc y had been entrusted to Baudouin. Tessa’s friend, Prouvost, 

„*■ . D appointed Minister of Information. On the other hand, Tessa 

a * P leased the choice ol Delbos. It was a plot—everybody 

. bos was a friend of Fouget’s. He was even more indignant 

a PPo ,Dtn ^ent of de Gaulle to the Under-Secretaryship for National 

r^nnn^Li 11 W — m2 } dn ess ! The idea of putting an adventurer in such a 
responsible position I 

, h T-a was so taken up with his own thoughts that he did not hear all 
Thence re™" 8 , Sald ; D The . y , were diking about the situation at the front, 
act u a My retyh^n^ ,P,C “ d S W ° rdS and Said to Reynaud: “ what is 11 you’re 

Lin^ e and U the e|rei t nforce ments were on their way from the Maginot 

Canadian is vT'T T he Bntish had Promised to send some 
Canadian dtvtsions. Yesterday he had appealed to President Roosevelt 

_T“ Sa „ relt ann oyed and frowned. “What interests me,” he said “is what 
are you going to do when the Germans get near Paris ?” 

Bordeaux Ud the Governmen t would go to Tours, if necessary, to 
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“And after that ?” 

“If circumstances compel us we’ll go to Algiers. We’ve got the Fleet 
and the Colonies.” 

Tessa said no more: why argue with a madman ? This wasn’t a Govern¬ 
ment. It was a suicide club. Only Breteuil could save Tessa. But Breteuil 
would not save him. Tessa remembered the leaflet of the ‘Faithful’ and 
closed his eyes—he was afraid. ' 

Nevertheless he went to see Breteuil; death was better than such anxiety, 
[f Breteuil left him in the lurch, then he would have to come to an arrange¬ 
ment with Fouget—or go off to America. 

Breteuil was sitting motionless at his writing-table. Upright and arro¬ 
gant he looked as though he were posing. 

That morning he had had an unfortunate scene with his wife. She had 
burst into tears and said: “The Germans will take Paris. You monster. 
You wanted it!” Attacks by political enemies never affected Breteuil; he 
realized that Ducane or Fouget wanted to put all the blame on others. As 
if he, Breteuil, had not warned them that war against Germany would be a 
crime ! But what could he reply to his wife, who, remembering her son, had 
cried out: “You killed him ! You’ll kill everybody !” 

As he gazed at the map, he began to think. Capitulation, peace. . . • 
But after that ? Would the enemies of yesterday realize that France was 
not Albania nor even Czechoslovakia ? It was quite possible they would no 
realize; they were people of different blood and a different cast oi nun . 
Then it would be the end. Lorraine, his own Lorraine, would be hane 
over to Germany ! The future generations would curse the name oi 

teuil. They would look upon that clown Ducane as a hero. 

Breteuil hdd lived many years without looking ahead. The one ieeunfe 
that swayed him was his hatred of the Popular Front. The yictorie 
Hitler, Mussolini and Franco appeared to him as his own victories. he 
was delighted that Benes was no longer in Prague. When, receniy, 
had heard of the decision of the Danish Government, he smile 
satisfaction at the thought that the Social Democrats were once m 

their backs. _ » _ He 

Why, then, did he suddenly lose his composure ? It was nerves. 

would have to control himself. Now he would get the reins of G j t 

in his hands. He would dissolve parliament; he would restore cLheless, 

would have to be paid for with humiliation, sorrow and tears, in . 

the new France, a widow in mourning, a poor little nun, would be inhniteiy 

more beautiful than Marianne the Mocker. renroaches 

When Tessa arrived Breteuil had already forgotten his wile P 

and his own cowardice. He was cold and impassive. <mine to 

“They’ve gone mad!” Tessa shouted. “The ape P r °P°™S are 
Madagascar—he’s hankering after the virgin forests. Bu last 

on the way to Rouen. We’ve got to do something I These are me 

minutes.” 

“Didn’t 1 warn you ?” . . . rahinet ? You 

“Warn me? How? Who advised me to remain in the Laom 

did. And now you’re washing your hands of the whole diing^.^ towards 

hopped around gesticulating. I know your Explain to them, 

me. But that’s all due to a misunderstanding. You musi expm 
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I was elected to the Chamber with your support. You can’t chuck your 
mends in critical moments !” 

“You’re getting excited about nothing,” said Breteuil. “I wanted to 
.ay that 1 warned you of the futility of resistance. But the Nationalist circles 
esteem you very highly. Ln this house you’re at home. Don’t worry. We 

mu i t Tu SC li? S L the s ' tuation and sec about the composition of the Government.” 
, The Cabinet was reorganized to-day.” 

‘That’s like putting a patch on a patch, [’m talking about the new 
covernment. The question of peace negotiations will come up in a few 
days time. The country mustn’t be left without a firm Government. The 
Communists may take advantage of any weakness. The Marshal will 

^* a r ran ^f. th ® tra nsfer of authority. Moreover, it’s an excellent name—the 
Verdun. Everything can be fixed up in half an hour.” 

( What about Reynaud ?” 

a V? y ‘ ° r we ’ n send him to America as ambassador. So 

Mvself Wp’M maD 31 the r Then ’ of coursc > there’ll be Laval. 

My ?. e . lf - We 11 take one or two of the former Ministers.” 

„1 think we ought to leave Baudouin.” 

Rp’c th»' te r ' sbt ‘ B e s P 0 Ptdar with the Italians. Then we have Prouvost. 
Fve^soTnXd" 6 in Z thinks him very capable. 

beJn S t S nn C hi^. n °J' hil f e his , satisfaction, but for the sake of appearances he 
began to object. I m too old. It would be better to take one of the younger 

take^e’re^hnffll 13 ^^ 17 ^^ 111 ’ r Its not advisable that the country should 
to Dut the f th n Cablne t for a change of regime. It’s a great thing 

sav P tha to b ^he L B n‘ eve . rybody has got accustomed to you. One may 
be y ch h anVed h At n f 86 ^ ncl ? man you are the guarantee that nothing will 
country." 6 **' At tlme ^ th,S the most im P° rt ant thing is to pacify the 

Tessa beamed. That rogue Fouget had made it all ud 1 And that 

hoiest Frenchman p,e f , of bluff -. Brct euil realized that he, Tessa, was an 

down And for8ett ‘ n g al1 ab °ut his recent anxieties, Tessa sat 
down to discuss the programme of the new Government. 

n ** are ln the . Cabinet statement that we’re prepared to open 

German^ win n?, 5 ,’ ? maj ° rity is assured,” he said. “I’m only afraid P he 

successes mav £ e . x f ss , lvcly beav y conditions. Such brilliant 

KTo reason 0 Thl r ,‘ 1 11 would be a S ood thing to get them to 

SuK go?n 6 g re to propose* 1 ^ Z°- 

51 f You ’ re" re^r dng'm V i Hard ““ ^ ^ haS g0t l ° be tolerant ” 

n „ Dillard ? Tessa looked at Breteuil in astonishment. “That old iade ! 
and ^are a oi ( , he rr b n S H br0b f ly bolted ’ No - ' "a* thinking of GrandeL * You 
story of the document*?*! T” Ca " ^ fraakly ’ ° f course you remember the 

“[ e ' cu '!r' 0 H ke , d annoyed and rapped the table with a ruler. 

v" said - " How 
“You don’t understand me. I didn’t say that because 1 wanted to 
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blacken him. On the contrary. But Grandel undoubtedly has a good 
many friends in Berlin. At the present time a man like that is invalu¬ 
able. ...” 

“I consider supposition is out of place,” said Breteuil in a dry, formal 
voice. “Of course Grandel is known abroad. He’s an orator and a man 
of erudition. He’ll be very useful to our Government. But someone must 
be left in Paris. The capital mustn’t be left without a big politician. Laval 
and I have got to follow Reynaud in order to take over authority. 1 won’t 
ask you to stay on in Paris. With your knowledge of parliamentary circles 
you are more necessary to us. Besides, I don’t want to expose you to such a 
difficult situation; it’s not easy for a Frenchman to see foreign troops in 
Paris. And lastly, so far as I know, the Germans are not particularly sorry 
for you. It’s difficult for them to understand our subtleties. They look 
upon you as a puppet of the Popular Front, a man with a clenched fist . . .” 

Tessa was put out of countenance. They were silent for a long time. 
Breteuil’s wife was crying in the next room, and he frowned as he listened 
to her sobbing. At last Tessa spoke. “What do you think ?” he asked. 
“Will they be here soon ?” 

“It’s a question of days, perhaps hours. ...” 

Tessa was in a state of perplexity when he left Breteuil. He no longer 

had any pleasure in the knowledge that he was to have a place in the new 

Cabinet. The world seemed to him to be unintelligible and hostile. What 

if Reynaud got to know that he had come to an arrangement with Breteuil. 

Mandel was capable of anything: he might order his arrest and have him 

shot. They would look upon him as a traitor. And the Germans considered 

him to be almost a Red. What a sordid business politics were ! Happy 

were the soldiers—they at least knew where the enemy was. But as tor 

himself, he had enemies everywhere. . . . . .. . . the 

Tessa hunched his shoulders. His secretary poked his head round the 

door “I’ve arranged for a reception on Thursday,” he said. 

Tessa thought to himself: “Wretched people ! They don t know tha 

the Germans will be here on Thursday. Nobody ^ no 'y s .^ | n y t f h | ‘" g nausea 
He decided to go out for a walk. Perhaps he would get nd of his na 

” The^r^city was unbearable. It was full of cries, hoots andmeompre- 
hensible noises. People were crowding in the doorways. Tessa h 

variety of comments: 

“They say Gamelin has shot himseii. 

“Reynaud has bolted to America.” „ 

“They’ll all run away, but we’ll have to stay and clear up the mess ^ 
“I’m not afraid of the Germans. What does it matter to >t • 
nobody. The Germans won’t touch me. But I m afraid °fbomb- 

“The Germans are horrible^swine. My father told me how they bunec 

my uncle Jacques alive in 1915.” „ 

“Tessa has already come to a secret agreement w th Hi^ jn the 

The voices died down. Tessa stood leaning aga'nstalamp-p 
darkness. His heart was beating fast. He fancied he ^solcherc^ r om 

ing down the street. He closed his eyes and trie , p , drops 0 f rain 
crying out. Whose steps were they ? But it was only heavy P 

on the cafe awnings. 
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He had never felt such fear belore in all his lile. He hardly managed to 

I™ to we gates of the Ministry. He was as delighted as a child to see the 
bright light in his study. * 

Then the anti-aircraft guns began to thunder. He ran to the window 
ana turned back at once. The Germans were advancing on Paris. They 
regarded him as a ‘Red.’ Yet the workers were saying that he had come to 
a secret agreement with Hitler. Everybody was against him. They would 
shoot him. Or torture him. What was that explosion? It must have 
been a bomb quite near. They were aiming right at the Ministry. A five- 
hundred pounder. Nobody would be able to recognize w-hose body it was 

safety^ 01 klUed ‘ Someth,n £ had £ ot to be done ! He must make a bid for 


He rushed up and down the room, not knowing what to decide. He sat 
down and then jumped up again. He felt a chill come over him. At last 
a*'!*** secretary. “Get the car ready,” he ordered. “And see that 
1 \i/u p e ? t ?. P et . ro1 - 1 m going to retire into the countrv.” 

When Joliot arrived at half-past eight for the cheerful news Tessa had 
promised htm, he was informed: “The Minister has retired into the country.” 

h? ° .1 n °* St< J? to .? sk any Questions. He rushed home. "Marie!” 

r’j t0 l 1 !? T fe ‘ “ Were g oin g away at once. That crook has 
bolted v Ah- the son of a bitch ! This morning he was telling me 
<:rything in the garden was lovely. Once upon a time they used to say: 
lhe rats are leaving the ship.’ Nothing of the sort—it’s the captains who 
are leaving. They leave the rat to look out for himself. But even a rat isn’t 
a iool. Get a move on, my dear, hurry up !’’ 


28 

During the last few weeks Jeanette had been looking care-worn -ind 
distracted. And in fact she took no interest in anything Ind Sd nm care 
to think at all. Her liie resembled the semi-oblivion of a patient in a serious 

ShelS^Tn&r^ She h3d fdt 3fler her ^ 

^^s^^itio^of'the^p^pere'o^of^ach 
h f ds ' She did not listen to their conversation P She wnt.nued 

as before to sing the praises of pills and liqueurs in her deceptively significant 

Whfch nohna 6 " reP H e a K in fr ? nt of the microphone the high soundin?woMs 
r h . h . a dy . Deede K a u° Ut the trees - the quiet and the wind. She hid Iona 
mfna. Ju- dls , t ‘ nguish ‘he poetry from the advertisements. And even thl 
things which the announcers said before her turn came on seemed to her like 

*KX T, “ So r ny 'Sre“,o»Vrf 

snipping nave oeen sunk . . . Patches of oil were observed on the surfer* ” 

She 5 < K me i d about lbe str eets until evening, trying to forget 
herself m the noise and bustle. It was a wonderful day, and tKSfctaS 

forgettmg all about the gloomy rumours, thronged the Bois de Boulogne* 

played tenms, rowed boats on the stretches of water, or sat drktking gr^n 
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peppermint infusions or golden orangeades on the shady terraces of the 
cafes. Little children made ingenious pies in the sand. Jeannette noticed 
a smart blackbird. It was preening itself with its beak. She called to it 
wearily: “Blackbird,” and the bird flew away. In one of the dark avenues 
she overtook a young couple—a soldier and a freckled, confiding girl in a 
pink frock. The soldier had a childishly serious face and a black moustache. 
He was holding his tin-hat in his hand, and the girl was crying. “It’ll end 
all right, you 11 see, he said to her. And Jeannette felt a twinge of envy; 
what happiness it was to say good-bye like that! For she had been left 
vithout hope, without tears and even without sorrow. 

On the Monday Jeannette stayed at home all the morning with the 
shutters closed. She did not want to see the light. But when she went out 
in the afternoon, she was astonished. Paris was quite unrecognizable. The 
shops and cafes were shut. Little white notices with the word ‘Closed 
written m a trembling hand were stuck on the doors. People were bustling 
about near some of the houses, boardmg up the windows, and bringing out 
trunks, bundles and hastily done up parcels. It was difficult to cross the 
street; cars moved along in an endless chain. The tops were loaded with 
mattresses, and frightened, tear-stained faces looked out of the windows. 

Only yesterday the Parisians had been asking the refugees: “Why didn’t 
you wait a little ? What about the Weygand Line ?’’ But now the Parisians 
were on the move. They rushed to the railway stations, climbed on to the 
roofs of lorries and implored the drivers to save them. The city became 
emptier and emptier with every hour; it was like a tattered sack that was 
spilling the flour. 

Lorries were standing outside the Ministry of Pensions. The furniture 
was being taken out for some reason, tables, cupboards and desks stood on 
the pavement. An old woman kept on repeating like a wheezy gramophone 
record: “Take me too ! Take me too !” 

Terrified, Jeannette asked: “Good heavens ! What’s it all about ?” 

The old woman gave her a blank look and replied: “But don’t you know . 
The Germans are at Rouen.’’ She dropped her bag and the contents 
scattered over the road—a bail of wool, a towel, candles, oranges. The old 
woman began to cry. And Jeannette began to cry too. Something had got 
to be done. The Germans would soon be here. They would drop bombs 

and shoot. Jeannette rusned away. She was no longer herself; she was just 

another wisp of straw blown along the dim streets of despair. 

Suddenly she stopped—where was she to go to ? She thought of disma 
Lyons and saw her lather’s snarling old face. Then she remembered rleury* 
the blue foliage of the vineyards, the hot day and the quiet, when onlytne 
flies buzzed. And she wanted to five as never before. Life, which had bee 

so cruel, now seemed sweet to her. Yes, she must go away. 

She went to the Gare de Lyons. Long before she reached the ran / 
station she saw the long street packed with people. It was impossible to g 
through to the station yard. Chains ot police were scarcely able to hold* f 
the huge crowd. People were shouting and gesticulating; The wretca^ 
They’ve run away themselves and left us behind 1 Traitors . We re ^ 

The policemen answered vaguely that there would be trains by the eve 5,i^' 

The people waited until dinner-time, gettmg hungrier and weaker. 
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began to look for shops that were still open, or sat down on the pavement 

and ate their snacks. An old workman cut off a neat piece of bread and a few 

slices of sausage and offered them to Jeannette. She wanted to thank him 

but could not speak. She merely moved her lips. She could not have 

eaten anything; she felt as if she were on fire. 

Night came sooner than usual; a dark pall hung over the city. People 

*aid it was Rouen burning. Somebody tried to pacify them by saying it 

was a smoke-screen. Women shouted wildly in the darkness. Jeannette 

lelt she was being suffocated. In the morning, by the first dim light of 

the dawn, fresh crowds began to flock to the station. But there were no 
trains. 

Jeannette wandered along the street and came out by the river. Her 
:cared, unseeing eyes no longer caused anyone to stare at her: everybody's 
eyes were now like hers. People kept stopping passers-by and asking where 
they could get a suitcase or a barrow. Scraps of news were bandied to and 
tro: “The Germans are at Mantes”—“They're at Chantilly”—“Paratroops 
have landed in the Champs-Elysees”—“The trains are running from the Gare 
^Austerlit 2 ”—“No, they’re not”—“They’ve betrayed us, they’ve betrayed 

A girl was greedily licking an ice-cream cone and crying. A general went 

by. An old man looked at him and called out in a quavering voice: “Your 

game s up !” And in a side-street a little girl cuddled an enormous headless 
doll and yelled. 

There was a baker’s shop open at the corner of the rue St. Jacques. 
Jeannette smelt the odour of fresh bread and seemed to wake up—she felt 
once more that she wanted to live. Feverish thoughts flew through her mind: 
what was she to do ? She hurried along to the studio. The gates were closed, 
even the porter had gone away. Then she remembered Marechal. When she 

^ at found him packing a suitcase with books, a thermos 
uask and a negro idol. The idol wouldn’t go in. It kept popping out and 

grinning craftily. 

^he latest news is the Italians have declared war,” muttered Marechal. 
xou see, they’ve waited till to-day. The damned jackals ! And the Govern- 
ment has bolted. That’s your ‘fight to the victorious end’ ! Plenty of motor¬ 
cars to be had ! We’ve clubbed together and bought one. Grandet’s looking 
or petrol. If he gets any, we’ll take you with us.” 

Jeannette was delighted. “Will you take me to Fleury ?” she asked. 

. erc was no petrol to be had. Grandet came back with the dawn, 
looking quite gloomy. 

tv Th , ar * es drove away yesterday and had to come back on foot,” he said. 

P etro \ anywhere, blast them ! If we could only get a horse ! 
rpmptpn, Certa f n to get awa y then * They’ve put guns in the Pere Lachaise 
ran’t 1 th em myself. The soldiers are going away somewhere. I 

? ut * They ^ y America has declared war. I don’t believe it.” 

bunkiYon to , shoul: “ No papers ! No radio ! They’ve all done a 

wk u reallze what 11 means ? They’ve abandoned Paris !” 
foot ” 611 ^ recovereci k* s b reat h fie said to Jeannette : “We’ll have to go on 

it w J nn^^ e ‘‘ V “S d .u P for a She had a kind of childish idea that 

would be a good thing to go to Fleury on foot. She hurried back to her 
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room and said to herself: ‘I must put on some other shoes. I’ll never get 
there in these.’ 


Her animation soon passed. The dreadful bustle in the street, where the 
cars were hooting and the people were jostling one another, shouting and 
crying, made her feel sad and weary. Where could she flee to ? And what 
was the use ? Her plight would be the same everywhere. 

The hotel landlady greeted her as though she were a near relation. “It’s 
a good thing you haven’t left,” she said. “There’s hardly a soul in the place. 
It’s a panic. It makes you feel ashamed to see it. What are they running 
away for ? Tell me that, please ! In 1914 the Germans were at Meaux. 
And the people ran away in those days too. But the Germans didn’t get to 
Paris. The milkwoman told me they’re going to bring in forty divisions 
to-day. That means they’ll drive the Germans away.” 

Jeannette nodded her head in silence. She sat without stirring for an 
hour or more. The sun was now warming the landlady’s little room that 
served as the hotel’s office. A kitten was playing on the flagstones, trying to 
catch a sunbeam. Jeannette looked at it and jumped up. If only she could 
live ! 

She hurried back to Marechal’s flat. On the door was a note: ‘Jeannette, 
I’ll wait for you till four o’clock outside the Denfert-Rochereau Metro 
station.’ She looked anxiously at the clock. It was already three. There 
was time. She went into a shop that happened to be open and bought a 
bottle of eau-de-Cologne. The man was a long time doing it up and she 
implored him to be quicker. . 

How did she come to mix up the stations ? She waited till five ° c * ocK 
outside the Alesia station. Then she took the note out of her hand-bag. 
and everything went dizzy before her eyes. But when she got to Deniert- 
Rochereau there was nobody there. She ran to the post office. It was 
shut. She did not think of telephoning until she got back to the hotel, a»n® 
rang up Desser. It was no question of sentiment now. He would take ne 
away. There was no answer. She took out her engagement book and rang 
up all the numbers, without even thinking who she was ringing. , 

nothing but monotonous buzzings. Terrified, she said to herself : me 


n ° b Meanwhile the landlady had managed to see her brother-in-law, who bad 
said to her: “There are no divisions. Only the police and the nremen »* 
stayed on in the city. The General has gone to see the Germans at Chan y. 
From the north the sound of gun-fire came. When the Ianc J|f d ^ k Iike 
Jeannette exclaim: “Nobody !” she waved her hands and began p 


a madwoman. . . u/indow. 

Jeannette went up to her room. She stood a long time a DUS hing 

Streams of people were passing down the long street. Some s f n i ng in 
barrows loaded with furniture. And sometimes an old worn . . ^nd 
a barrow or a little dog yapped. All the shutters were clo gh • . 

Jeannette exclaimed once again: “There’s nobody . . held 

There was a man carrying an arm-chair on his back, and went along 
a wooden horse which he refused to part with. An old contain- 

jwinging a bird-cage. Then there was a man P in ^'° e grandmother was 

mg a cat. The cat was struggling and screaming. An rfrrving two little 
Sang pushed along in a wheelbarrow, and a woman was carryi g 
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children in her arras. The last cyclists were rushing along. How terrible it 
was in the empty city ! 

Jeannette ran downstairs. The landlady had already gone. She had left 
everything. She had not warned Jeannette and had not even locked up her 
room. Jeannette walked in the middle of the road. There was a smell of 
burning and it was difficult to breathe. The oil tanks were on fire. Then it 
began to rain, and the raindrops were black with smoke. Black tears trickled 
down Jeannette’s cheeks. And with a blank mind and wide-open eyes she 
joined the crowd and fled from the smoke-ridden city. 


29 

Agnes spent the whole morning looking for a newspaper. A few old 
weeklies lay in the kiosks that were still open; then the kiosks were closed. 
People said there would not be any more newspapers, but towards evening 
Agnes heard the cry of a newsvendor and snatched a paper from his hands. 
On the front page she saw a picture of the Seine embankment with a woman 
bathing a dog and the caption: ‘Paris is still Paris.’ Agnes was angry; they’d 
planted an old newspaper on her ! No, the date was the 10th of June. . . . 
She ran to the school and turned on the radio. They were broadcasting High 
Mass. Then the American Ambassador Bullit placed a bunch of red roses 
at the foot of Joan of Arc’s statue and exclaimed in a marked Anglo-Saxon 
accent: “Save them, Joan !” Then the strains of a tango resounded: 

*0 la la, you dudes and dandies, 

What do you want pine-apples for ?' 

And finally, the announcer with emphasis: “Our brave Chasseurs Alpins 
are advancing east of Narvik. . . 

“What do they say on the radio ?” Riquet asked anxiously. 

“Nothing,” Agnes replied. “They’re probably waiting for reports. 
They’ll tell us to-morrow.” 

But next morning the radio was silent. Agnes was in despair. Her 
first thought was to go away to her father at Dax. The Germans would never 
come there. 

She went through the empty rooms. There were rags and empty tin cans 
everywhere. The refugees had been living there up till yesterday. Only 
Riquet had stayed on. “1 can’t move,” he groaned. He did not ask Agnds 
what she intended to do. He realized that she would go away. Nevertheless 
his anxious eyes followed every movement she made, as though he hoped she 
might not go after all. He feared nothing so much as to remain alone. 

“Everybody’s gone,” he said. “What’s going on in town ?” 

“They’re going away.” 

Then after a pause she said: “I’m not going away.” 

He wanted to smile, but his face was seized with a convulsion. Clasping 
Doudou to her, Agn6s wondered why she had decided to stay on. Was it 
because she was sorry for Riquet ? But she had also Doudou to think of. 
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She must take him to safety. Of course he might easily get lost on the way. 
The Belgian woman had lost her daughter. But here there was sure to be 
bombing. Another two thousand would be killed. It would be even more 
terrible. Why didn t she go away ? It was all a fit of pride. An hour ago she 
had been bewildered when she had heard nothing but an empty noise coming 
from the wireless set. She felt the general flight was shameful. Her 
strength of will asserted itself, and she thought she was doing somet hin g by 
remaining in the forsaken city. 

Melanie came running in and tried to persuade Agnes to go away with her. 
“We can go with the workers,” she said. “They’ve got four lorries. In 
any case, we shall be among our own folk there.” 

Agnes told her she had decided to stay on. Melanie lost her temper— 
so it was quite true what they said: Agnes had no feeling, it was all the same 
to her who killed her husband. The idea of remaining with the Germans l 

“That’s your business,” she said. 

After giving Riquet something to eat, Agnes went out into the street. 
People were still moving along. And how she longed to go with them ! 
She kept saying stubbornly to herself: ‘I mustn’t.’ On the wall of the 
Mairie she saw a little notice. It was headed with the words: ‘French 
Republic. Liberty. Equality. Fraternity.’ Underneath was written: ‘Paris 
has been declared an open town. General Dentz, Military Governor.’ A 
little old man in a straw hat stood reading it. 

“What does ‘open town’ mean ?” Agnes asked. 

The little old man shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know,” he said. 
“Perhaps it means it isn’t a fortress. Or perhaps it’s at the Pope’s request. 

In any case, madame, it’s not at all gay.” 

A workman came up, read the notice and shouted: “The blackguards ! 
They’ve done a deal !” 

One of his eyes was weeping. The other one looked with indifference at 
Agnes; it was a glass eye. 

A fat policeman with a big moustache said with a grin: “They’ve left us 
to keep order. ‘Open town’ means they mustn’t kill. Now they’ll soon make 
peace.” 

People were still going away. Agnes looked at them with envy—when 
you’re walking, you’re not obliged to think. . . 

In the evening she tried to soothe Riquet. “It’s written up that Paris is 
an open town,” she told him. “That means they won’t shoot and they won t 
drop bombs.” o 

“I’m not afraid of the bombs. They kept dropping them all the time we 
were on the road. I’m afraid they’ll come here.” . . 

She turned away. And for the first time she began to cry. She realiz ~? 
that, like Riquet, all she feared was that the Germans would come, un 
that moment she had remained aloof from all that was happening ana n 
thought to herself: ‘What does it matter?’ The Germans were people 
everybody else only dressed differently. And now she felt a a j 
heart—would they really come ? The Germans in Paris 1 . . . She rep 
the words, and tears began to stream down her cheeks. . . ... 

She couldn’t sit still. She ran out into the street. Dirty, tir ^d 
were slouching down the sloping street. They gazed wearily at the 
windows as they hastened to get out of the town. Agn6s gave one 
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some bread and chocolate. He looked at her and said quietly: “Thank you 
Good-bye.” 

She couldn’t forget his eyes. And why did he say such an unusual thine a< 
‘Good-bye’ ? ‘ 

When she got home she rushed to the radio. Toulouse was broadcasting 
Reynaud’s speech. He said he had made a last appeal to Roosevelt. His 
voice could scarcely be heard. Then a bishop called the people to repentance 
—“This is a divine punishment.” This was followed by a roaring jumble of 
sounds. And suddenly a voice resounded as though in the next room: 
“Radio-station ‘National Awakening.’ Surrender ! We have organized secret 
detachments. The 16th Detachment has shot all the Masons and Marxists 
at Arles. At Grenoble the 47th Detachment . . .” 

“Switch it off!” Riquet implored. “I can’t bear to hear them !” 

Agnes did not go to bed. All night long she sat at the dark window 
listening to the drone of the engines and the thunder of the guns. She 
grieved over Paris as over a dead person. In the morning she went out with 
Doudou in the hope of finding some milk for him and Riquet. No, all the 
shops were shut. And there was nobody about except a woman, who was 
pushing a little car with a load of children. So people were still going away. 

A soldier ran out from behind a corner. He reminded Agnes of Pierre— 
he had a swarthy complexion and large whites to his eyes. 

“How do I get tb the Porte d'Orleans ? Quick !” he shouted. 

She told him the way and asked: “Where are the Germans ?’’ 

The soldier flapped his hands and ran off. Agnes walked on. All the 
shutters were closed. There was not a soul to be seen. The clock in the 

square had stopped. It pointed to three o’clock. There was a dead stillness 
everywhere. 

Then the sky began to rumble with a droning sound. Aeroplanes came 

flying very low; the black swastikas on their wings were clearly visible. 

‘Now they’re going to drop bombs,’ thought Agn&s. And she was amazed 

at # her own calm—they might kill Doudou, but what did it matter to her ? 

She thought she must have gone off her head; she could no longer understand 
anything. 

She went with Doudou as far as the boulevard and then she stopped 
suddenly: the Germans were coming towards her. Soldiers with rifles were 
sitting in an open car. Without thinking of anything, Agnes covered Doudou’s 
eyes with her hand so that he might not see. She had no clear perception oi 
what she wanted to do; she did not want to look, and yet she gazed eagerly 
at the alien faces. And all the while her mind kept repeating* ‘Thev’ve 
come!’ 3 

Agnfcs was standing by the gates of a house. An old woman in a black 

kerchief looked out, saw the Germans, began to cry and hurried back Two 

prostitutes sauntered by, rouged to the eyebrows. They laughed and’waved 
heir handkerchiefs to an officer. 

Suddenly Doudou said in a bright voice: “Mama, what a lot of soldiers 1 
Is Papa coming ?” * 

“Hold your tongue I” cried Agnfcs. “ They’re Germans !” 

She was surprised at her own voice. And Doudou began to crv She 
gripped his hand, turned into a narrow street and rushed home as quickly as 
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The midday sun was unbearable, and the refuse was rotting in the sun. 
There was a dustbin outside every house. They had been put out three 
days ago when there were still people in the town. A carcass was lying near 
the gates of the school. A sickly smell of rotting meat filled the street. 
Abandoned dogs roamed about with their tails between their legs. They 
sniffed the pavement sadly and then lifted up their noses to the sky and 
whined. 

In the corridor Agn&s saw Riquet. He was lying fiat on the floor. His 
hands were grasping the side of the half-open door. His tongue was sticking 
out of his open mouth. 

“What’s the matter with Uncle ?’’ Doudou asked. 

Agnes was silent. And from the street came the rousing strains of a 
march. 
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Andre had got left behind. By the time he realized that the Germans were 
approaching Paris it was too late to get either train or car. He was unable 
to get away on foot, as he could hardly drag his wounded leg. The house 
where he was living was empty. For two days he had to listen to German 
military marches and the tramp of soldiers’ boots. There was nothing to 
eat, but he did not feel hungry. He made no attempt to understand what 
had happened; he lay on the sofa like a felled tree and sometimes dozed off. 
He had never dreamed so many dreams before. They were a jumble of 
everything. He dreamed he was lying beside a machine-gun in an apple 
orchard and his father was handing him the ammunition belt. Suddenly 
the scene changed to a wedding. Nivelle passed him the cider and Jeannette 
said: “I’ve just got married.’* But who was she married to ? Andre woke 
up and looked round the dim studio in bewilderment. He was in Pans. 
And the Germans were in Paris. 

He heard the guttural voices of German soldiers coming from the street. 
He did not see them as he kept away from the window. He said to himseli. 

“What a pity it is I wasn’t killed !*’ .... 

On the third day there was a knock at the door. Andr6 got up and tiaieo 
himself up a bit. Who could it be ? Of course, it could only be the y ertn .f? s ‘ 
He was on his guard. But when he opened the door, he saw Laurier witn 
black bandage over one of his eyes. 

“So you’ve stayed on too ?” Andre said. v 

“I couldn’t get away,” Laurier said. “I offered everything I had—money 
and my watch. One man with a car was just going to take me, but 
changed his mind. My mother’s an old woman. I couldn t go aw y 
leave her. Andre, do you realize what has happened ?” 

“No. And I don’t want to either.” TiWve 

“We defended a little hill. But what have the others done . mey 

let Paris go.” 

Andr6 said nothing. 

“Are you living here all alone ?” Laurier said. » 

“Yes, I am. I haven’t been out since the Germans came, oui 

have to go out—I’ve run out of tobacco.” 
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There was not a living soul in the rue Cherche-midi. The tobacconist's 
turned out to be closed. Andre suddenly stopped and thought: ‘How beauti¬ 
ful it all is !’ The city seemed to have been cleansed. He had never seen 
these old streets like that before except in the pale light of the dawn. But 
now it was midday with bright light and short shadows. And such a stillness 
everywhere. . . . It must be like that when the tourists walk through the 
streets of Pompeii. It was all right for the tourists, but he and Laurier were 
inhabitants. 

“We’re living in a sort of Pompeii,” he said to Laurier and smiled 
wearily. 

They passed the dairy and the shop where Andre had admired the pipes. 
There was the antique shop where old Boileau used to blow the dust off the 
porcelain shepherdesses, and farther on was the restaurant where Josephine 
served her ragouts. But what was that up there ? He had never before 
noticed the pelican feeding its young with its blood on the front of the corner 
house. The pelican was five hundred years old and must have seen a good 
many things. Or perhaps it had not seen—it was feeding its young and had 
no time to look. 

Laurier wa5 talking about his mother. “She keeps asking me what I’m 
going to do with my guitar,” he said. “I can’t do anything. Unless I play 
at German weddings.” 

He wanted to cheer Andre up and tried to smile. His face with its 
bandaged eye looked like a house after an air-raid, and Andre turned 
away. 

They were standing outside a patisserie. Andre suddenly felt hungry. 
They went inside. It was a smart patisserie that used to serve embassies and 
the mansions of the St. Germain district. The proprietress, a fifty-year-old 
woman with rouged cheeks and an opulent figure, was talking to a woman 
customer. 

“Everybody said the savages were coming,” she declared. “But they’re 
very polite and they pay for everything.” 

“My mistress says they’ll restore order and teach the workers to work. 
And quite right too !” 

Andre was eating a bun and said with his mouth full: “You’ve got a fine 
mistress !” 

The cashier whispered to him: “That’s Madame Meuger’s housekeeper. 
What are you going to pay with, francs or marks ?” 

I haven’t got any francs,” said Andre with a smile. “I haven’t earned 
any. You see. I’m not Monsieur Meuger.” 

'cashier failed to understand his irony and said in a business-like 
way: They say the marks are not real ones. They’re not valid in Germany, 
out I think it’s all nonsense. They’re quite decent people and they wouldn’t 
think of paying with counterfeit money.” 

Andr6 clapped Laurier on the back. “You heard that? Madame 
Meuger. Our Lieutenant Fressinet realized what they were up to. No 

to°do T* 6 S ^ 0t He’s we ^ now, but what are you and I going 

He walked down the street in which he knew every house and every lamp- 
posL but now he felt like a foreigner in his own city. 

lhe bun had given him an appetite. They went into a restaurant. 
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Germans were sitting at all the tables. They were eating voraciously, 
gobbling up enormous dishes of food and drinking beer and champagne. 
The victors were feasting. The atmosphere was that of a celebration, not 
with flags and fanfares but with this gourmandizing and belching of men 
who were replete with power. Omelettes made with ten eggs. A whole 
chicken for each man. Five bottles of champagne. The new mark notes 
rustled in the hand of the obsequious, oily proprietor with shifty eyes. 

Andre and Laurier tried not to look at their neighbours. They ate their 
food in silence with a look of concentration, as though they were carrying 
out a difficult job. 

Suddenly Laurier pushed his plate aside and went pale. 

“What’s the matter with you T' Andre asked. 

“Do you see that ?” 

He pointed to a big mirror at the top of which was written: ‘No Jews 
served here.’ 

“What about it ?” Andre muttered. “They’re decorating the place in 
honour of the new masters.” 

“Yes, but I’m . . For a moment Laurier was too agitated to speak. 
“I’m a Jew. I never thought of it before.” 

Andre got up without finishing his meal and paid the bill. The proprietor 
hurried forward. “Have you dined well, monsieur ?” he inquired obsequi¬ 
ously. 

Andre looked at him with disgust. “Why have you stuck up that notice ?” 
he said. 

“I can’t do anything,” the man whispered. “We’ve got to consider our 
clientele. Don’t think that I... It’s for them.” 

Then Laurier looked at him with his one excessively bright eye. “And 
what’s this for ?” he shouted, pointing to his bandaged eye. “For them or 
for us ?” 

They walked back in silence. What could they talk about ? When . 
they had been beside the machine-gun on the hill they were free men, but now 
they had to submit to the Germans. They had got to put their clocks and 
watches on to Berlin time—such was the order displayed on the walls. They 
had got to adapt their thoughts and feelings. And what could they do after 
that ? Play the guitar at German weddings ? Take the brushes and paint 
the Rubens-like banquets of Berlin book-keepers ? ‘No/ Andre thought to 
himself. ‘Now there are no brushes, no nebulas, no Jeannette I’ 

A tipsy tramp with cunning eyes was sitting on a bench. A bottle was 

standing beside him. * 

“Peace?” he muttered drunkcnly. “Give me a scrap ol paper an 
I’U sign it. Why shouldn’t I sign it ? . My throat’s parched and I want to 

have a drink.” v _ . 

Young German soldiers were now marching down the rue Chercne-mi . 
Their eyfes were very bright and empty. They were singing out loua an 
old grey houses heard a song they could not understand. One ot tne so 
stopped and looked at a narrow street that seemed like a chink. 

“A filthy town I” he laughed. “And they call it Paris i It s a place 10 

negroes I” 

Then he marched on. . „ .. An di« 

“And we were still wondering what we were going to do, sai° 

332 



“It’s very simple—we’re going to clean up Paris; it’s not for negroes now, 
and it’s not for Frenchmen.” 

The milkwoman was standing with a couple of children near the house 
where Andre lived. She was looking at the Germans and sobbing. She 
greeted Andre through her tears. ‘‘Just think of it,” she said. “1 can’t get 
used to it.” 

One of the soldiers, a middle-aged, tired-looking man, went up to her 
and began to say something, as though trying to console her. She did not 
understand his language. Then he took a photograph out of his pocket. 
It showed him dressed in his Sunday best and surrounded by four children. 
In an attempt to make her understand he held up four fingers. He began to 
pat the milkwoman’s children, but they shrunk away in fear and hid behind 
their mother. She thanked him and even tried to smile, but when the soldier 
went away she said to Andre: “The most terrible thing was that for a moment 
l began to feel sorry for him. We mustn’t feel sorry now. Now we’ve got 
to . . She burst into tears again and Andre couldn’t understand what she 
was saying. 

Slowly, with a heavy tread, Andre mounted the winding stairs. 

‘‘Well, here we are in our eyrie,” he said. “Let’s have a smoke. I don’t 
know what we can do. I understood something in 1936, or I thought I did. 
i had a friend called Pierre. He was killed near Strasbourg. No, I didn’t 
eyen understand Pierre, but he had an ardent spirit and he believed. And so 
did the people in those days. Thev talked and argued and laughed. But 
now you and I are alone. If you only knew how bewildered I am ! Every¬ 
body’s bewildered. I really don’t know if it’s possible to go on living. 
And the Germans are in Paris.” 

Laurier did not reply. For a long time they sat facing each other and 
smoking in silence. From outside came the sound of loud singing that rose 
to a shout. 


Jeannette went on walking till the dawn. Footsteps, children’s cries and 
distant shots resounded in the darkness. In the morning Jeannette sank on 
to the trampled grass together with the others. She slept for a few hours and 
was roused by the roar of an explosion. She jumped up and saw a cloud of 
smoke in the distance. People were lying flat as though they wanted to grow 
into the earth. Later a little girl with her belly torn open was carried past. 
Weaty and footsore, Jeannette walked another twenty miles. Her legs 
ached and she was tortured with hunger. When she arrived at a village 
with her companions, they found the place deserted. All the inhabitants 

people gathered outside a closed shop and somebody shouted: 

What does it matter ? My children haven’t, had any thin g to eat for two 
aays. 

mIa i i•.i . ^ ^ tins were seized. An old woman 

plastered herself with jam. A workman gave Jeannette a tin of preserves 
and some biscuits. She was afraid of lagging behind the people with whom 
she had walked so far. She was afraid not only of getting separated from the 
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people but even from the various things—the old woman’s white hair, the 
little boy’s sailor suit, and the wheelbarrow with the rattling teapot. She 
ran to catch up with the people and ate as she ran. 

There were still a few peasants left in the next village. A man and his 
wife were standing at the door of one of the houses. Jeannette asked for a 
glass of water. 

“This is not Paris !” the woman answered angrily. “I have to get it 
from the well. Give me a franc.” 

The husband looked at his wife in amazement as though he had never 
seen her before. “You bastard !” he shouted. 

Then the sky was filled with the drone of engines. The people scattered 
and lay flat on the ground. Jeannette was covered with warm dust. When 
she walked on, she could still hear the woman’s wild shrieks. Her husband 
had been killed. 

They came across some soldiers who were standing by the roadside. 
“Where are the Germans ?” the refugees asked. “Are we going to defend 
the left bank of the Loire ?” 

“Muck that !” said the soldiers. “Who knows what they’re going to do ? 
The Colonel’s gone away. They say the Germans are on the left bank. 
And that’ll be the end of us. It’s very simple. Daladier has got five million 
francs for it. They’ve worked it all out according to plan. Hanging's not 
good enough for them, the blackguards !” 

One of the soldiers was a little fellow with an enormous bandage round 
his head. He ran up to Jeannette and began shouting: “First it was Spain. 
Then it was the Czechs. And who’s paying for it ? Me. I’m paying for it. 
They've gone off to Bordeaux. Can you tell me how much more a man can 
stand ?” 

Jeannette looked at him and answered quietly: “Quite a lot.’ 

At night the refugees took shelter in a church. There was a smell of 
incense and dried flowers. A mother crouching next to Jeannette carefully 
fed her child at the breast. An old woman moaned near the altar. When 
morning came she was silent. The purple rays of the sun streamed through 
the stained glass. She was lying still with hef sharp nose pointing up at the 
dome. Nobody knew whether she was asleep or dead. 

Jeannette dozed where she sat. Snatches of memories passed througn 
her mind: most of all, she saw the night in July when she walked down t e 
narrow street with Andr6, the shiny blue elephant of the merry-go-rouna, 
the lantern and the kiss under the spreading chestnut tree. 

The people began to stir and went on their way groaning. Only tne 
woman stayed behind in the sun-lit, white-washed church. . ... 

About midday Jeannette caught sight of Fleury from the top or a • 
She could see the flashing water. ‘I’m saved !’ she thought to herseii. 
all the others, she imagined that she had only to cross the Loire a 

would be waiting for her on the other side. re 

All around were burnt-out or abandoned motor-cars. Ine tree 
ravaged and splintered. The telegraph wires trailed in fragments, 
stumbled across the carcass of a horse. Its big yellow teeth were sti s 
and it looked as though it were smiling. A wounded woj^n was . hanc i 

the roadside. Another woman was sitting beside her and holding . s 
over her face. The town of Gien had been destroyed. Saucepans, 
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and soldiers’ haversacks were lying about among the rubble. On a wall 
that happened to remain intact there was a bright placard: ‘The castles of 
the Loire—the pearl of France.’ 

Jeannette could scarcely pick her way across the ruins. The sun was 
scorching. A mephitic smell came from the jumble of stones; victims were 
lying beneath them. Here and there a head protruded; feet in women’s 
shoes or old people's hands stuck out. Jeannette went on, like a lunatic. 
She did not see anything, but she was going towards the river. 

Suddenly she stopped and screamed. The bridge was blown up. She 
sat down on a stone and began to wait for death, just as a few days ago she 
had waited for the train, with a dull intensity, seeing nothing and thinking 
of nothing. And when the German aeroplanes flew over and raked the road 
where the refugees were lying with machine-gun fire, Jeannette did not stir 
from the spot. She would very likely have stayed there until morning, if 
the others had not come up to her. Their common misfortune had led them 
to care for one another. They shared their food, helped carry the wounded 
and even brought back an old woman’s dog that had lagged behind. 

Someone said to Jeannette: “There are some boats down there.” She 
got up and followed the people. 

On the other side of the river she began to laugh. She wanted to say to 
the trees: “Here I am, alive !” 

She began to climb a hill, although she had barely the strength to put one 
foot after the other. 

“Jeannette !” someone called out to her. 

It took her some time before she realized that the dirty-looking soldier 
with a scrubby face was Lucien. He shook her by the hand and laughed. 
It was four years since they had last seen each other. Only once Lucien had 
caught sight of her in the foyer of a theatre and tried to get away unnoticed. 
Now he was laughing for joy; it was such tremendous happiness to meet 
Jeannette at a time like this ! What an extraordinary piece of luck to run 
across her among so many thousands. He felt he had never ceased to love 
her. All that had happened since—the conspiracy game, Jenny, the sand- 

dunes—was only a long, bad dream. And now she was talking and he heard 
her voice ! ~ 


“Lucien !” she said. “What’s happened ? It’s frightful. Over the other 
side of the river. They’ve killed women and children, and just now a boy J 
can’t understand anything.” 


Lucien grinned. “Twenty thousand refugees have perished on this road 
alone,” he said. “And how many roads there are like this ! I saw' what it 
was like up north. We couldn’t move for the refugees. And the Germans 
were in front of them. You don’t understand ? It’s what the plotters wanted 
all along. They led the army into a trap and ran away. They wanted to 

^ n ^ my , l a , t * ie , r iS among them. How many times he used to sav • 
The Germans would be better !’ Now they’ve got their ‘better* i” 

He stroked Jeannette’s hand mournfully. “You’ll have to get going ” 

he said. They re going to bomb. You see what a lot of soldiers there are. 

And how many officers are there ? Three. The rest have bolted. They 

say we re going to defend this hill. I can hardly believe it. It’s been like 

that the whole time. We dig trenches and wait. Then we get the order to 

retreat. And they come and bomb us. Get going, Jeannette.” 
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‘Lucien, are you going to stay here ?” 

“Me ? T was at Dunkirk. It might be better if I got killed/’ 

“But I’m afraid. I want to Live, Lucien.” 

She gave him a warm kiss and wont on her way. At the top of the hill 
he stopped. The setting sun was very large and red. None of the ruins 
were visible from the hill-top and the world seemed to be peaceful and full of 
green and freshness. The broad shallow Loire gleamed lazily in the distance. 
The sandy islets were covered with bushes. Two trees near Jeannette stood 
calmly like sentinels on guard; the pattern of their dark leaves was etched 
against the sky. The trees looked blue in the distance. Swallows were 
skimming the unmown grass. Far away a dog was barking with a bass note, 
A little white house, probably forsaken by its owners, beckoned to her with 
its offer of peaceful shelter. ‘How lovely it is here!’ she thought as she 
took a biscuit out of her bag. The simple joy of life filled her with its 
charm. 

Then the familiar droning began again. She lay down submissively on 
the grass. As the others had done before, she tried to lie flat and unnoticed, 
to bury herself in the grass. And the grass smelt wonderful—it seemed to 
smell of her childhood and her first delight in spring. Her heart was beating 
fast. The droning grew louder. She still had time to think:‘There must be 
some thyme growing about here. There’s a smell of thyme. 

Her death agony did not last long. Her clothes and the surrounding 
grass were red with blood. Her face was peaceful. The wind sprang up 
and tossed her long wavy hair. And her big dreamy eyes gazed at the first 
pale stars. 


32 

Tessa was to lunch with the Spanish Ambassador at the ‘Coq d’or 
restaurant. The conversation promised to be a laborious one, but the dainty 
Bordeaux cuisine and the restaurant’s famous wine-cellar mitigated the 
unpleasantness of the situation. 

Tessa had been through a terrible week. He had arrived in Tours a couple 
of days before his fellow members of the Cabinet. It was only on account ot 
this that he managed to get decent accommodation. The other Ministers 
had to rush about like homeless tramps. The town was bombed. Reynau 
could do nothing but write telegrams to Roosevelt. Tessa came out wit 
witticism: “Our Premier has become the special correspondent or 
‘United Press.’ ’’ The muddle was so great that one of^e telegrams £ 
Roosevelt lay in the telegraph office all night long. And the Oerma 

advancing at the rate of fifty kilometres a day. .. rt i n nmv 

Tessa tried to see Breteuil as often as he could, but Breteuil wa s gloomy 

and tinforthcoming. He said his wife was suffering from a broken 

down. A lame excuse ! Tessa could not understand why he had not broK 
down himself. Only Laval was beaming; his white tie looked hkeflie adoin 
ment of a young bridegroom. But Laval paid no attention to Tessa. «■ 
the Cabinet Ministers, they fluttered foolishly from the ^hateaujhere 
Reynaud was living to the town, where they looked for their lost piew» 
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luggage and waved aside their secretaries who kept pestering them with the 
question: Where are we going to ?” 

At the Cabinet meeting Tessa proposed the opening of peace negotiations. 
Keynaud interrupted him with the question: “What about our obligations? 
We must wait and see what Roosevelt replies.” Mandel looked tixedly at 
lessa and Tessa turned away. That man was capable of anything. He 
regarded Tessa as a traitor. Even the children knew that when Mandel was 
Dent op ruining a man, you might just as well write his obituary. A horrible 
lace not a drop ot blood in it! An inquisitor ! 

Help came unexpectedly ; General Picard demanded admittance to the 
meeting, as he had very important news. Usually restrained, Picard was now 

^. terr * ble s ^ e * He mumbled, and Tessa suddenly noticed that he had no 
teeth. How did he come to lose his jaw ? Tessa did not realize at first that 

revoluhorfi W Th , PlCard kept 0n re P eat,n S : “Yes, yes, a Communist 

revolution ! The rabble is besieging the Elysee Palace. Big tires have broken 

"UU • • • 


Tessa dosed his eyes in horror. He was not afraid of bombs or shells. 

«7oc ♦ l\ en accust °med himself to the idea of being taken prisoner. That 
was terrible, of course, but the Germans were cultured people: they wouldn’t 
treat a Minister like a criminal. The only people he was afraid of were the 
communists. He had realized after his conversation with Denise that the 
Communists, hated him if they seized power, they would put him to death. 
And besides, what a misfortune it would be for France ! When the Germans 
entered Pans, it would be a day of national mourning. But in any case the 
Germans were better than the Communists. The Germans would hoist their 
uag over the Elysee Palace, but they would not touch the palace itself. But 
the Communists would burn down everything as they had done in 1871 

^d n whTb^ e s y ts^ ad already Started Settin8 fire to places ‘ The y were fanatics 


Mandel got into touch with Paris, and half an hour later he announced- 

fi Th u k S per ^° u rder mPans. Picard tried to dispute the statement but 
finally he said with a self-satisfied smile: “Of course ! General Dcntz’is a 
frien d of mine. He’s one ol the best Army leaders. He has ordered the 

fhe ^emy ° D * provocateurs who attem P< *> offer armed resistance to 

Tess a kept saying: “It’s time to leave Tours !” Another day went bv 

Se iSh'nfTi a x advan( 5f d anolh ^ fifty kilometres. It was a horrid day- 

a TeSS ^ aiways thought that fourteen was his fatal number 
Amalie had died on the 14th. He was at the barber’s when he was told that 

wAc^™^ DS h 1 f d l ? ken Par1 ^* He had been prepared for the event but it 

f h r hlm a ? d he exclaimed: “What a misfortune !” But the 

Cmnrnu^stl^ shoutm ^ : G° away ! 1 can’t work 1” The man mS^ a 


in the evening Tessa went to Bordeaux 

yJl zm&Z SSS KSSE* 1 * EK hu "2 r ' i 
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had arrived m Bordeaux. Who knew, he might be connected with the 
Communists ? There were a great many dockers in the town; the Prefect 
had said they were a ‘dangerous element.’ Reynaud must be got rid of, but 
Lebrun was still hesitating. He simply sat and wept. Tears were out of 
place. What was needed at the present time was a firm hand ! 

Breteuil asked Tessa to have a talk with the Spanish Ambassador; Berlin 
was to be asked to state the terms. Breteuil added that a lot depended on the 
talk. Tessa was proud of his mission and depressed at the same time. He 
tried to humour the Spaniard. When the Ambassador began to praise the 
wine of Bordeaux, Tessa diplomatically retorted: “I’ve tasted your ‘Rioja.’ 
It’s in no way inferior to our best vintages.’’ 

Then he added with a sigh : “My son was Consul at Salamanca at the 
time of the epic events in your country. He was a great friend of many of 
the Falangists and gave his active support to General Franco.” 

“Where is he now ?” 

“He’s lost. He was killed by the Communists.” 

After the roast chicken a la broche , Tessa got down to the business at 
last. What were Berlin’s terms ? The Spaniard answered vaguely at first— 
it was not worth while bothering about details, there must be mutual under¬ 
standing, the victors had no desire to humiliate France. When he started to 
talk about what he called the ‘details,’ Tessa felt a cold shudder run down his 

spine. 

“But this is out of the question !” he exclaimed. 

“Of course, some of the points can be modified. As I’ve just said, the 
main thing is to establish contact. Much depends on the fate of your Navy. 
Berlin doubts whether the Marshal will be able to get everybody to submit 
to his orders when he is in power. In particular, the Germans are anxious 

about certain unwholesome attitudes in Morocco and Syria.” 

“That’s a misunderstanding. Nobody in France commands more 

authority than the hero of Veidun.” . 

“So much the better_You’re quite right. The armagnac here is really 


enchanting.” ^ 

After the lunch with the Spaniard, Tessa went to see Breteuil. 

“The Germans are quite mad !” he said. “The terms a f e “ nhear f 

I’ll say frankly—they’re degrading ! I’m afraid Reynaud is right—we sftai 

have to slip away to Madagascar.” _ _ , Q ^ on Hc 

When he saw that Breteuil was not astonished at the German dema , 

Tessa calmed down. “Of course,” he said “we must look"J* 1 
sober light. On the whole it’s not so ghastly as it seemed to be at first 

Only 1 think it would be better not to divulge the terms immediately. Fust 

of all we’ll sign and then we can publish. Otherwise the Com 

Sy to make capital out ot it. Or de Gaulle. By the way hesm Bo.rdeaux. 

I’d like to know what he’s doing here. Yes, the next few <Jt y 

for us. But afterwards everything will go back to , t d petain. 

In the evening Reynaud resigned ;> Tessa warmly congratullat d ^ # 

“You have the prestige ot a victor, he said. The Mars P 

n 0 l £a W te a afn,^ 0 t 1C Tessa Sed°to Joliot the names of the new Go^rnment.. 
The tubby HtUe editor had already managed to bring out a tiny edition 
La Voie Nouvelle in Bordeaux. 
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“Of course, the ministerial crisis did not pass off quite according to the 
rules. But the Marshal had his list ready. It won’t be possible to announce 
the declaration in the Chamber. We can't help that—we’re in the position of 
refugees at present.” 

“What are the German terms ?” Joliot asked. 

“1 can’t say anything about that—it’s a State secret. 1 can say one thing 
—the terms are entirely compatible with our dignity. The Marshal would 
have refused to consider any other.” 

Joliot screwed up one eye distrustfully. “Dignity ts an elastic commodity,” 
he said. “What I want to know is, are the Germans going to be allowed to 
come here or not ? I’ve just found a tolerable printing-press. And besides, 
1 can’t live in a motor-car !” 

“You can settle here. Bordeaux will become the second capital.” 

The hours dragged on like months. The Germans were in no hurry to 
reply; they were continuing to advance. Twice a day Tessa marked on the 
map the towns occupied by the enemy: Orleans, Cherbourg, Rennes, Dijon, 
Belfort. On the fourth day he ordered the map to be taken away. “You’d 
better tell me what towns we still have left,” he said wearily to Pomaret. 

Chautemps suddenly protested to Tessa: “They want to knock us out 
completely. The terms are such that no Frenchman would put his signature 
to them.” Then he added with a smile: “Unless it’s your Grandel, but he 
has stayed behind in Paris.” 

“Since when has Grandel been ‘mine’ ?” Tessa asked resentfully. 
“Besides, 1 am by no means insisting on capitulation. I wanted peace with 
honour. That’s only natural. If necessary, we’ll go away to Algiers. Perhaps 
to Perpignan to start with—it will be easy to get a boat from Port-Vendres.” 

Tessa even began to think about resistance. He pored a long time over 
the map, had a talk with General Leridot, and broadcast to the country: 
“Soldiers and sailors ! The armistice has not been signed. The struggle 
goes on. Hand in hand with the Allies, defend our honour on land and sea 
and in the air !” 

In the evening he went out for a walk, as he had a headache and wanted 
to get some fresh air. On the quayside he was recognized by some dockers, 
who began to shout: “What about ducking the traitors? Or swinging them 
on the lamp-post ?” 

Tessa caught sight of a taxi and hopped into it for safety. He pulled up 
the windows in spite of the heat and stuffiness; he thought he was being 
pursued. He drove at once to Breteuil’s. 

“Chautemps is intriguing again,” he said. “He wants us to go to Perpig¬ 
nan and then to Africa. This is Churchill up to his tricks again. Chautemps 
could never say ‘no’ to money. You’ve only got to remember the-Stavisky 
affair. 1 consider the German terms should be accepted. We’re being swept 
into revolution and anarchy.” 

The Germans were still in no hurry to give their reply. They were advanc¬ 
ing on Bordeaux. 

In the early hours of the morning Tessa was woken by the thunder of 
explosions. German bombers were flying low over the town. An hour later 
he was informed that the victims numbered seven hundred. He was obliged 
to visit the hospital. The sight of the wounded children and the smell of 
ether overwhelmed him. “We send them telegrams.” he wailed, “and they 
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answer us with bombs !” Marquet, the Mayor of Bordeaux, came in at the 
double and demanded the withdrawal of the Government in order to save the 
town. Then the panic began. Tessa spent the whole day with the Spanish 
Ambassador. In the evening he said proudly to Joliot: “You may pacify the 
population. The Germans have promised the Marshal not to touch the 
town.” 

On the following day he was sorry he had spoken to Joliot. Crowds of 
frantic refugees were pouring into the town from all parts. It was impossible 
to get through the streets. There was not even a scrap of bread in the bakers’ 
shops. People were sleeping out in the squares. And still they came flocking 
into the town. 

Tessa sent for the Prefect, “Don’t let anybody into the town,” he 
ordered. “Otherwise we’ll be done for. Put the police on duty with auto¬ 
matics. It’s impossible to rely on the army—the troops are demoralized. 
They will let in anybody: refugees, Germans and Communists.” 

When Tessa was informed that the town of Tours was resisting, he was 
furious. What madness ! What was the good of enraging Hitler ? And 
so at his suggestion the Government declared all the towns of France ‘open.’ 

Tessa made another speech on the radio. His voice shook with emotion: 
“We hope that our enemies will show magnanimity. The French have 
always been a realistic people. We are able to look truth in the face. If we 
are obliged to sheathe the sword, we can say—the spirit is invincible ! But 
at the present moment, alas, tanks are stronger than the spirit !” 

He sat down worn out; the sweat poured down his face. Suddenly Weiss 
came in. Tessa was surprised—why had Weiss been allowed in without being 
announced ? They seemed to have forgotten that Tessa was a Minister and 
that Bordeaux was now the capital. 

Weiss held out a scrap of paper. ‘‘Sign !” he said. 

“What is it ?” 

Weiss explained: a considerable number of airmen were anxious to 
fly to England. They must be prevented. The petrol must be rendered 

unserviceable. » • 

“But it’s not my department,” said Tessa. “Go and see the General. 

A malicious smile flitted across Weiss’s face. “The General can never 
be found when he’s wanted,” he explained. “And the matter is urgent, 
advise you not to stand on formalities. The ministerial labels are or no 
interest to anybody now. And you’ll have to answer to the Germans or 

every aeroplane that gets away. You understand me ?” . u 

Tessa wanted to shout out: “Blackguard ! Spy !” but he refrained, 
gazed at Weiss in bewilderment. Then he took out his fountain-pen, sere 
up his eyes and signed the paper. Weiss politely thanked him. 



Tours was holding out. The defenders of the town had twice desfroyedthe 
pontoons. The Germans looked with amazement at the grey isiand ot liou ^ 

with the gleaming River Loire in front of it. The road to Poitiers an 
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on to the south passed through Tours, and the unexpected hold-up irritated 
the advancing army. One of the German generals who was fond of showing 
off his erudition said to the officers: “What can you expect ? These Froggies 
are defending Balzac’s birth-place.” 

How did it come about that Tours was nor declared an open town ? It 

was said that the Mayoi had appealed to the population to defend the town, 

and the courage ot the inhabitants had so shamed the soldiers that they decided 

not to retteat. The first attacks were said to have been repelled by the 

wounded in the local hospital. Ail sorts of legends were born in the cellars 

where the inhabitants were hiding among the barrels ot wine. Battalions 

were magnified to divisions. People talked ot mysterious shells that were 

destroying the German tanks. Nobody could understand why Tours held 

out. Apparently, even in the days ot panic there were brave people and brave 

iowus. Tours was detended by two battalions together with a few hundred 

wounded soidiers and a certain number ot volunteers—elderly men who had 

been through the last war and young lads who were not liable for militarv 
service. 

Among the defenders was the parliamentary deputy. Lieutenant Ducane. 
The soldiers called him ‘the old chap’—he had aged considerably in the last 
year. The things he had lived for had turned out to be elusive. He was not 
blind; he saw his mistake, but secretly he hoped that the blood of sell-sacrific¬ 
ing people would resurrect the old France, which he knew from books. He 
looked upon the defence of Tours as the last gift of fate. 

Thirty-five years ago Ducane had been to a party given. by some of his 
literary friends. He was then an ill-favoured youth, with big sticking-out 
ears, who dreamed of becoming an aviator. Charles Peguy, the poet, had 
recited some verses: 

‘Blessed are they who die in righteous battle 
For the four comers of their native land.’ 

P6guy was killed on the first day of the battle which was afterwards known 
as the Battle of the Marne. • He did not know that the battle would end in 
victory: he died with defeat, panic and llight all around him; he died defend¬ 
ing Paris. And France was victorious. Ducane often repeated his favourite 
lines to himself in these dark days. Peguy’s poetry sustained him in his 
moments oi despair. He tried not to think about what was happening in 
Bordeaux. Though he was worn out and had not slept for nights on end 
amid the roar of the shells and the groans of the wounded, he still believed in 

victory: he looked on the defence of this small town as a battle for 
France. 

The German batteries on the right bank ol the Loire were assiduously 

blowing Tours to pieces. And the bombers were helping them. The heavy 

bombs shattered the old houses with medieval facades, pillars and turrets 

The defenders were without provisions, medical supplies, or shells. The 

French guns ceased to lire; only the machine-guns kept the enemy at a 
distance. J 

o At °* the second da y there was a short pause. Ducane and 

Sergeant Maillot were having supper in one of the houses overlooking the 
quay. The soldiers had brought them some bread and a scrap of sausage. 
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They munched heartily and the noise sounded like an echo of comfort in the 
unusual stillness. The windows were blocked up with sandbags and the room 
was dark. The furniture reminded one of old times: there was a sideboard 
with china cups painted with pink cockerels. The floor was littered with 
cigarette ends, empty tins and torn-up letters. The soldiers were resting in 
the next room. 

Somebody switched on the radio. Tessa was making a speech from 
Bordeaux. The Minister ol the new Government was talking about tanks 
and the ‘immortal soul.* 


“Shut his mouth, the blackguard !’* shouted Ducane. 

The soldiers burst out laughing: “He won’t Jet the ‘old chap’ get on with 
his grub 1” 

They switched olf the radio. Sergeant Maillot, with thick grey stubble 
on his face and inflamed red eyes, suddenly said to Ducane: “Why did you 
help them—in 1936 ? You’re an honest man. It looks as if we’re not going 
to get out of here. I’d like to understand . . 

“Understand ?” Ducane smiled. “I can’t understand anything myself. 
White has turned out to fr* biack, and black—white. And so we’ve gone 
blind. Or on he contrary, we’ve begun 10 see something. I don’t know. 
There are some honest people—de Gaulie, for instance. The British won’t 
give in. But our fate . . ¥’ He waved his hand. 

“I was up north at Arras in the last war,” said Maillot. “The town was 
literally wiped off the face of the earth. This time I was at Arras again at 
the beginning of the war. Funny, wasn’t it ? 1 saw the people had built up 
the town again in the last twenty years. It was quiet there. It was the 
Belgian rear. Nobody ever dreamed it was coming there. And then they 
got it again. When we left Arras there was nothing left, only dust and rubble. 
They’ll build it all up again. Nonsense ! Is it possible to go on living like 
that ? Something has got to be changed, and properly ...” 

“Are you a Communist ?” 

“No. I was a teacher. 1 voted for the Popular Front and against you. 

1 never bothered about politics. But now I’m almost driven to despair. 
Yesterday Captain Gremy told me I was a bad Frenchman. Is it always 

going to remain like this ?” ,. 

“Lf we survive,” shouted Ducane, “I’ll be the first to say ‘No 1 But this 

is not the time. Tell me, do you mean to say you’re not going——” ° e 
stuttered and could hardly get his words out—“to defend the town ?” 


The answer was the roar of a shell—the pause was over. 

The third day settled everything. The Germans burst into Tours, ine 
library was set on fire. Fighting went on in the narrow streets between the 
quay and the boulevards. The sun looked murky red through the smoke 

and there was a heavy smell of burning. . .. 

Ducane stood at the window of an attic. Tiled roofs and a long win ° 
street stretched before him. He was not a bad shot. There used to e 
Whitsuntide fair in the little town where he grew up. He was no go 
flirting with the girls, as he stuttered and was ashamed of his ugliness, out n 
used to shine at the shootmg range. The onlookers stood and gaspeo* 
“Can’t he shoot 1” That was a young lad’s conceit. Now it was ms 

hope. He would not let his life go cheaply. - n{ , in 

He noticed some Germans in the distance. They were advancing 


342 



file, keeping close to the grey wall. Across the street was a barricade ol 
barrels, furniture and mattresses. 

Suddenly Ducane saw a French soldier. It was Sergeant Maillot. What 
was he doing ? He must be mad. He rushed towards the Germans, then 
stopped and hurled a hand grenade. Three Germans lay on the pavement, 
rhe rest took to their heels. 

Ducane was beside himself with delight. “Bravo, Sergeant !” he roared. 

Maillot stood motionless, as though petrified. A shot rang out; he threw up 
his arms and fell. 

Germans began to appear again. Ducane fired without missing. The 
Germans could not stand it. They ran back to the quay. 

Ducane wiped his steaming lorehead with his handkerchief and took out 
nis flask—he had been torture I with thirst for some time. Then he looked 
out of the window and grabbed his rifle. The Germans were crawling along 
the roofs of the houses. He saw a tall red-haired soldier in front of him. 
* ^ or a ^ On o time and Ducane brought the German down. 

There was a moment ol quiet. A bumble-bee that had flown into the 

jnom buzzed monotonously. Ducane picked up his rifle and took aim—the 

Germans were crawling over the roofs. He fired two more shots. He had 

time to think: ‘That’s the ninth. . . .* Then he staggered and fell with a 
crash like a tree. 
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Tessa was lying exhausted on the sofa. The flies gave him no peace, 
settling on his nose and the crown of his head and tickling his ears. He was 
unable to move; he was longing to go to sleep but sleep refused to come. 
He felt every minute was a weary desert of time. But once upon a time the 
days and months had simply flown. He thought anxiously of Denise. Where 
was she now ? She was in the hands of the Germans. And Paulette was 
dead, no doubt. Otherwise she would have found him—it was an easy matter 
to find a Minister. Everybody said the roads were strewn with the corpses of 
refugees. As for Lucien, he could hardly have survived. He was such a 
hare-brained fellow. People of that type were always the first to go under. 

What was going to happen now ? Laval was wearing a smile. Marquet 
was feeling proud of the wines of Bordeaux. Breteuil merely answered curtly: 
‘It’ll pass off.’V' There was not a single gleam oflight. The Germans con¬ 
tinued to advance and had occupied Brest and Lyons. They were at La 
Rochelle, not so far from Bordeaux. Envoys with an armistice had left 
together with Picard. But who knew what the Germans would say to them 
* Perhaps they were delaying on purpose ? The country was seething. Pomaret 
said the Communists in Marseilles were shouting in all the squares. And 

was absolutely abominable. He 
remembered his encounter with the dockers and gave a deep sigh De Gaulle 
was openly urging disobedience: “Destroy aeroplanes and war supplies so 
that they may not fall into the hands of the enemv !**... No doubt Weiss 
was an insolent creature, but he was right—the aircraft would have to be 
accounted for. Some of the Radicals were thinking of bolting to Africa. 
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Not at all a bad idea ! They had offered him a berth on board the Massilia. 
He had been on the point of accepting it, but Breteuil said “We’ll put the 
passengers of the Massilia up against the wall.” And Tessa hastily exclaimed: 
“Quite right ! One can’t leave one’s country at a time like this !” 

The telephone bell rang; Tessa was summoned to a meeting of the 
Cabinet. 

As soon as he caught sight of Lebrun blowing his nose, Tessa realized 
that the news was bad. Breteuil read out monotonously like a funeral prayer 
the German terms which Picard had telegraphed. 

“Shameful terms !” cried out Tessa indignantly. 

Breteuil gave him a stern look and said: “It must not be forgotten that 
we’re beaten.” 

“I understand,” Tessa nodded. “Personally I’m in favour of signing.” 
Half dead with exhaustion, he went to the microphone, cleared his throat 
and began his speech ‘to the nation’ with all the jauntiness of old times: 
“Let us not lose heart ! The terms of the armistice signed by our delegates 
are severe, but they are not shameful. They are honourable terms. All my 
life is the guarantee of that !” 

But afterwards, having drunk a glass of mineral water, he said to Breteuil 

in a weak voice: “Only take care it doesn’t get into print. At least before the 

troops have laid down their arms. Why play with fire ? There are plenty of 

hotheads among them.” * __ 

Picard returned to Bordeaux. Tessa went to see him at once. He was 

devoured with curiosity. 

“What was it like ?” he asked. “I mean the atmosphere. 

The General looked at him with his dull empty eyes. “I was ashamed oi 


my uniform,” he said. 

“Is that all ? I’m interested in the details.” . 

“Details ? By all means. There was a table with a jug of water, an ibk- 
stand and some pens. The officer said to me: ‘We’re receiving you magnanim¬ 
ously, are we not ?’—and he pointed to the jug. Then he turned o 

colleagues and said: ‘I’m not Marshal Foch.’ ” 

“But what about him ? How did he behave ?” , . . 

“He was like some film actor. He strutted about and fussed and made 
speech—he’s got a hoarse voice. He stood on the turf and stamped t gr < 
with his foot, as though he wanted to say: Tip trampling the soil ofFrance., 
That was all. As for the rest, I won’t even tell it to myself-it s tooshwd"^ 
Three more days went by. Tessa was loaded with work. J!? e aU 
the day distracted him from his own thoughts. Hewas obliged to do au 
sorts of things—receive the Press, check up on the pohce cordons, see u Tb. 

supply of flour and wheedle the Spanish Ambassador. introduced, 

also the reorganization of the Cabinet; two new ers ^ f or the 

The armistic envoys now set out for Rome. Everybo y 
final solution. The Germans went on bombing the towns u 

“I no longer believe anybody,” Joliot croaked. You 11 see, m j 

At last the terms of the amistice were made public. Breteuil p p 

that a ‘national day of mourning’ should ^ o^erved. ^ prayers. 

“He has got only one idea,” Tessa laughed, “and that is to say ms pi / 

He likes the smell of incense.” 
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It was decided to hold a solemn Requiem Mass. Petain and all the 
Ministers were present at the service. Tessa put on a black tie as when he 
attended funerals. A few people near the doors of the cathedral shouted: 
“Long live the Marshal !” Tessa was annoyed; they were again singling 
out the Premier ! 

He was very bored during the ceremony and all kinds of foolish thoughts 
kept coming into his head. What if Paulette was still alive and had picked 
up with somebody ? No doubt Villard was glad he hadn’t joined the Cabinet. 
Later on he would say: “My hands are clean. I didn't sign.” In a couple of 
days’ time they would have to move on somewhere else. Oh, how farcical 
was the outcome of it all. And Hitler had got a little moustache like Charlie 
Chaplin’s. How hot it was in the church. 

When Tessa came out of the cathedral he was approached by a good- 
looking elderly man who wore a ribbon in his buttonhole. 

“What can I do for you, monsieur ?” Tessa asked politely. 

Instead of answering, the stranger gave him a slap in the face. Tessa 
put his hand to his cheek and merely shouted: “What’s that for ?” 

The man stared at him with dark, angry eyes and replied: “I’ve lost two 
sons.” 

He was not allowed to say any more as he was led away by the police. 
A crowd began to gather. An old woman in mourning was crying. Some¬ 
body was sniggering: “They’ve socked him on the jaw.’* Tessa quickly 
hopped into the car. 

He still had not recovered from his shake-up, when Joliot came bustling in. 

“You’ve led me up the garden again,” he cried. “It turns out they’re 
going to occupy Bordeaux in accordance with the treaty. It beats me why 
you didn’t give them Marseilles.” 

In vain Tessa tried to soothe him. He told him there were excellent 
printing presses at Clermont-Ferrand and that the newspaper would flourish 
there—he would arrange a subsidy for it. 

“As if I wanted your help !” yelled Joliot. “It’s not worth a groat ! 
One can be a lackey to gentlemen, but not a lackey to lackeys ! I’d rather 
sell winkles in Marseilles.” 

Joliot went on raging for a long time. Then he strolled back to his hotel 
where Marie was waiting for him. It took him some time to calm down; he 
drank a whole siphon. At last he got his breath back. “Tessa’s going to 
Clermont-Ferrand,” he told his wife. “That makes the fourth capital. 
Then there’ll be a fifth. But I’m fed up with it 1 Full stop. Anyway, the 
Germans are ruling France. So we might just as well go back to Paris. At 
least we’ve got our own flat there.” 

“But what are you going to do in Paris ?” 

“What I did before. I’ll carry on with La Voie Nouvelle . As if the 
Germans don’t need newspapers ! And who’s going to throw stones at me ? 
Tessa ? He’s just had a sock on the jaw. His cheek’s all swollen. That’s 
some satisfaction.” 

A few days later the Government moved to Clermont-Ferrand. Tessa 
put his documents in a large portfolio and examined the locks of the trunks 
Then he looked out of the window and started back. The Germans were 

was looking with a con¬ 
descending air at the few passers-by. Tessa was indignant; they had not been 
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able to wait till the evening. In any case, it was most inconvenient; here was 
a sovereign Government and a foreign Power in occupation. What would 
they think abroad ? He drew the velvet curtains, as though he wanted to 
fence himself off from the Germans. 

The secretary said the car would be ready in an hour’s time. The engine 
was being repaired. Tessa lay down for a while before starting on the 
journey. Golden sunbeams streamed through the curtains and danced on 
the wall. Suddenly he thought he saw the hard metallic eyes of the man 
who had insulted him. He wondered what had become of him. One 
must realize that he had a father’s feelings. . . . What about Denise? 
And Lucien ? 

After these reflections Tessa rang up the Prefect. “I’ve got a r equest 
to make to you,’’ he said. “1 was attacked by a man to-day. Thank you, 
thank you, quite well. 1 want to ask you to set the man free. He told me 
his sons were killed at the front. You’re the father of a family. You’ll 
understand what a misfortune it is. It’s enough to turn a man’s brain. I 
also have got two children. Yes, yes, they’ve perished.’’ 

Tessa could hardly finish speaking; he was choked with tears. 

The secretary came in and announced: “The car’s ready.’’ 

Tessa pulled himself together. A few minutes later there sat in the 
car a man who realized that he was endowed with the confidence oi the 
nation. 
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The Government settled in Clermont-Ferrand because the neighbourhood 
abounded in mineral springs, and all around were spas with comfortable 
hotels. Laval stayed in Clermont-Ferrand. The other Mintsters took a 
fancy to Vichy, or Mont-Dore, or La Bourboule. Tessa cons dered Roy 
to be the most suitable place—rooms had been reserved for the President 

° f l Thf ^^confectioner’s ‘La Marquise de Sevigny’ was vacant 

customers. Crowds were waiting outside tor a table to becom ca “ h ‘ 
The refugees were attracted not so much by the chocolate forv/to a 
Royat was famous as by the society—it was so nice after 

meet your friends again and to find yourself in your ov ^£ cl % lwign y ) - 
cafes of the Champs-Elysees seemed to have migrated here-the Marigny, 

the ‘Carlton’ bar, and Lucien’s favourite ‘Fouquettes. ; was 

Panting with the heat and her load of sorrow 
telling her tale: “I had to return to Paris a week beforethe dis a j t 

husband was ill with angina. And then we barely m g t S h was 
was a terrible journey ! We had to leave our Cadillacother. I 
no petrol to be had. We were brought to Vichy by s 

hope the car is still intact. . . .” nnlirinB out his woes: 

At another table a fashionable Playwright was P° u ££ed on the 10th. 
“The first night was to have been on the 16th. But it aii siar 

and now nobody knows when the theatre ; ®°“ vho had an appara- 

A stock-broker was shouting to his deaf compamo , 
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tus near bis ear: “It’s impossible to say anything definite without having 
the New York quotations. But I wouldn’t risk it. When everything calms 
down, those shares will go up.” 

Listening to the stories, complaints and prophecies which reached his 
ears, Desser smiled mournfully. They still did not realize what had hap¬ 
pened. They had the idea that the old life would start again in a week or 
a month’s time. 

Why had Desser come here? He had no liking lor fashionable places 
and preferred wine to chocolate. And the chatter of the perplexed and 
worried ladies, the lamentations of men with their dusty hold-alls, the 
yelping of the Pekinese and toy terriers, the sighs (“1 lost my suitcase at 
Moulins”), the triumphs (“1 gave the porter 3,000 francs and got a room”), 
all the bustle of agitated Society and its hangers-on were now doubly repul¬ 
sive to him. But he wanted to surfeit himself. When he saw Tessa go into 
the confectioner’s, he got out of the car. 

He listened to the chatter and felt stifled. All the baseness, all the dirt 
was here ! He still saw blood before his eyes. He had cgme by the route 
known as the ‘Blue Route,’ which leads from Paris to Nice. The people 
who used to drive along it before were rich smarties, women in shorts, ‘snobs,’ 
lovers of the south or roulette. It was along this road that the refugees had 
swarmed. German aeroplanes had flown low over them ; smiling, the pilots 
let one another pass. Desser saw the communal graves. He saw thousands 
ot homeless people. The Paris buses were turned into dwellings and those 
who lived in them thought themselves lucky. Starving soldiers roamed about 
the fields looking for beets or turnips. Women shouted as though demented; 
they were calling their lost children. Where towns had stood there were 
ruins. The unmilked cows lowed frantically. There was a smell of burn¬ 
ing and dead bodies. 

Remembering the ‘Blue Route,’ Desser closed his eyes. It was Tessa’s 
laughter that made him look up. 

“So you’re here too ?” said Tessa. “The world’s a small place indeed ! 
Who’d have thought we’d meet at ‘La Marquise de Sevigny’ after all we’ve 
been through !” 

Desser said nothing. “You don’t look well,” Tessa went on. “That’s 
bad, Jules. You must take yourself in hand. Personally I expected it to 
be worse. But everything has passed off all right. You know, our fools— 
Mandel and company—wanted to bolt to Africa. But we didn’t let them 
In times like these the whole nation must be united. It will soon be ali 
over. The Germans will go for London. It’s only a matter of two or 
three months. We’re out of the game and that’s to our advantage. What 
do you intend to do ? You can lend us a hand—we’re now going to under¬ 
take the economic re-construction of the country. What are you lauehino 
for ? I’m talking perfectly seriously.” s * 

Desser’s smile faded. “It’s a good thing you don’t understand anything ” 
he said pensively. “Drink your chocolate and don’t think. You see 
you’re a bug. Don’t be angry with me, but you’re an old, respectable bug’ 
And you lived in an old, respectable house. Now the house is burnt down 
But the bug is still alive. But what has it got left ? I’m sorry for you as 
you are. J y 

“You’d do better to be sorry for yourself!” Tessa shouted resentfully. 
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“I don’t want your pity. I’m not Fouget! I’m a man with up-to-date 
ideas. It was you who clung to the past—the Popular Front, liberalism, 
America. I tell you we’re going to clean up the country. I’m preparing 
the text of the new constitution. We shall take from Hitler everything that 
is most valuable—the idea of the co-operation of all classes, hierarchy, dis¬ 
cipline, and we shall add our own traditions, the cult of the family, French 
good sense, and then . . . .” 

Desser was not listening. He kept repeating thoughtfully: “Poor old 
bug.” 

Tessa went off. Desser still remained sitting. He no longer listened 
to the conversations or looked at his neighbours. At last he got up and 
walked with uncertain steps to the door. Somebody said out loud: “Desser’s 
here too ! That means everything’s all right.” 

He did not turn round; perhaps he didn’t hear. Again he saw Paris 
wrapped in a dark mist, the refugees with their carts, and the mountains of 
rubble. This was the France he had wanted to defend and save—the France 
of his childhood, the anglers, the Chinese lanterns, and the ‘Cafes de Com¬ 
merce.’ Once he had pointed out to Pierre the lighted windows in a quiet 
deserted street, where people were eating soup, preparing their lessons, 
knitting body belts, making love and kissing. Now there was nothing: 
dark windows, like the sockets of eyes, bomb-scarred walls and Germans 
in the Place de la Concorde. He’d got to think and draw his conclusions. 
He had wanted to save so many things. And he had fed bugs, hundreds or 
bugs. He had loved humble taverns and financial millions. It was all 
false ! And that was why Jeannette had been worried. Yes, in all his long 
life he had loved one hare-brained, insignificant, good woman. What had 
become of Jeannette ? Perhaps she was wandering about somewhere in the 
neighbourhood in search of a night’s lodging. Or had she perished on the 
way ? Or had she stayed on in Paris, standing at the long wmdow and 
gazing ? Grey-green soldiers were now marching down the old street. He 

could not help her. He had sunk everybody. — fr ._ h 

The hotels, shops and cars had long since been left behind, ine iresn 
smell of pasture land was wafted about him as he drove along. The darK 
green grass gladdened his eyes that were fatigued by the turmoil oflife.• ™ 
drove on without knowing where he was going. For some unknown reason 
he turned to the right, where the road went uphill. The air was cool an 
fresh. And how pleasant it was ! He stopped the car and got out. in 
place was deserted. For the first time in many months he was alone, m 
gazed with admiration at the meadows and the yellow, pink PHL, 
flowers. Those over there were called ‘snapdragons What a ctuld h 
name ! And farther on were the dark blue mountains. The cloud 

the The C a r ff "So pure that Desser stood and br^M art 

had seemed to him of late that he was being suffocated. But here ms m 
beat fast his temples throbbed and his ears were filled with a rumble. 

Helhought of Bernard, his friend of long ago Everybody taew Bernard 

as an experienced surgeon. Yesterday Desser had been to 

had shot himself. He had a face like an Ibsen P^^^Mj^daughttr. 
he was fond of life, cultivated his garden and played with hw little aa gn ^ 

And now Bernard had shot himself—he had seen the Germ P 

348 


window and had written on a sheet of paper torn from a scribbling pad: ‘I 
can’t bear it. I prefer to die.’ 

At one time the idea of death used to terrify Desser. It was strange and 
incomprehensible. Now he thought of Bernard’s end as something wise 
and related to the business of life. He had suddenly realized that death was 
3-Pariof life; and death ceased to frighten him. 

He walked across the meadow as far as a tree. He walked in a funny 
way—he did not want to crush the flowers. The tree reminded him of 
Fleury and his meeting with Jeannette. 


‘Together we’ll find the ship of oblivion 
And roam about the Elysian fields . . .’ 

Here were the fields of oblivion, Elysium ! 

It must have been a strange sight—an elderly man, podgy and slow in his 
movements, dressed in a long overcoat, walking about the meadow, waving 
his arms and muttering: “The grain . . . love . . . cold . . .’’ But there 
was nobody there to see him. Only on the mountain-side the shepherds 
were lighting a fire; neither the blare of the radio nor the agony of the 
refugees had reached them. They lived in the peace of the past. 

The sun went down behind the mountain. And death at once came near 
in the shape of a light mist. The mist was alive, quivering and moving like 
the sheep. Desser smiled absent-mindedly, drew a large revolver from his 
hip pocket and pressed his lips eagerly to the muzzle as though it was the 
mouth of a bottle and he was dying of thirst on a hot day. 

The echo repeated the shot. The shepherds stood on their guard, 
thinking that the wicked war was even coming to them ! 

/ 

• • • 0 
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It was already the end of July but the fields of Limousin were bright 
green as in the month of May. Lucien gazed for hours at the green. It was 
so soothing. Then he got up from the ground and went on his way. He 
had no idea where he was going. He would have stretched himself out and 
gone to sleep under the big ash tree long ago, only hunger made him get up. 
It was the last human feeling—he smiled to himself. He had been living on 
carrots and beetroot. Sometimes a soldier, whom he happened to meet, 
as dirty and unshaved as himself, shared his bread with him. Sometimes in 
a village he would get a bowl of fresh milk, and the warm smell of bread— 
which formerly used to make him feel sick—now seemed to him marvellous 
a relic of his bygone youth, and the very smell of life. 

He had cut himself a stick. Only a week ago he was still a soldier of 
the 87th Regiment of the Line. But there was no longer any army and 
Lucien looked on himself as a tramp. In a little village he heard his father 
speak on the radio and announce the armistice. An old woman standing 
next to Lucien exclaimed: “It’s all over ? That’s a good thing 1” and drove 
' on her pig, which was pink as a painter’s nude* The soldiers swore, but 
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Lucien went on listening to the timbre of his father’s voice. Yes it was his 
lather s voice. Memories of his distant childhood awoke in his mind He 
remembered his father standing at his bedside when he was ill, and saying: 
Amalie, my darling, don’t worry. Science is all powerful.” Now his 
lather was saying: “The soul is immortal.” But Jeannette wanted to live 
Lucien had seen a great number who wanted to live. The German pilots 
must have devilishly strong nerves—they fired point blank at women and 
children. What was the meaning of the speech ? Apparently his 

father had been granted an indulgence by Breteuil and would very likely 
get an ‘Iron Cross’ from Hitler. Lucien yawned heavily. Would somebody 
give him a drink of milk or not ? But thousands of soldiers had already 
passed that way before him. The terrified peasants fastened the doors of 
their houses, and the old woman whom he overtook on the road protected 
her rosy pig with her arms and wailed: “I’ve got nothing, nothing !” 

That evening Lucien was ravenously hungry. He threatened the old 
woman with his rifie. She stopped wailing but clung all the more to the 
cord to which the pig was attached. “I’ve nothing to give,” she muttered. 
“A lot of fuss !” Lucien growled, spitting at the ground. He was thinking 
of the pig. 

He went on his way. A short distance from the road there was a farm. 
The shutters were tightly closed. The peasants were afraid to look out at 
night. There was no sound except the incessant barking of the dogs. 
Lucien shouted: “Give me something to eat, you rascals !” Nobody 
t answered, and the dogs went on barking furiously. Lucien waited for a 
' x while and then went towards a little stream at the side of the track. He took 
\ a drink of the warm water that smelt of slime. Then he lay down under a 
' cattle-shed. He was woken by a woman’s voice calling softly: “Soldier! 

N Soldier !” A girl was standing beside him. She was wearing a man’s over- 
' coat over her night-dress. It was a moonlight night, and Lucien took a 
1 good look at the girl. He even thought to himself: ‘She’s not at all bad.’ 
v ' Her lively eyes and snub nose gave her a merry look, although she had 
nothing to be merry about. She kept repeating anxiously: “Soldier ! Are 
you sleeping, soldier ?” She had brought him a large hunk of bread and a 
piece of fat. 

“I waited till the mistress went to sleep,” she explained. “She left the 
fat out, but locked all the rest up in the store-room. I saw you when you 
were standing in the yard. The master isn’t a bad man, but there are so 
many of you coming now. He says we’ll die of hunger ourselves. I came 
out and I saw you go down to the brook. As soon as they went to bed, I got 
the food and ran down to you.” 

Lucien said nothing, took out his knife and began to eat voraciously. 

The girl stood watching him. He was a long time eating—he was satisfied, 
but he couldn’t stop. Still half-dazed with fatigue and sleep, he looked up 
at her and asked: “Are you the daughter ?” 

“I’m the servant.” . 

He finished eating at last, wiped his knife on the grass and glanced 
silently at the girl. He realized she was gazing at him with a look of pleasure. 

He was surprised—he thought he looked wild enough to frighten everybody 
now. His face was covered with a stiff brown stubble. But his green eyes 
sparkled. His uniform was permeated with dust and sweat. He beckoned 
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to her with his hand to sit down. The girl obeyed him. She turned out to 

be shorter than Lucien by a head. Quietly, and as it were thoughtfully, he 

put his left arm round her neck, carefully tilted back her head and kissed her. 

He felt he was drinking water. She kissed him affectionately and often, and 

when they lay down together on the grass she murmured: “Soldier 1 Oh, 
soldier ! . . 

It began to get light. The girl grew anxious. “The mistress will wake 
up, she whispered. 

“What’s your name ?” he asked. 

“Jeanne Prelys.” 

Lucien felt his heart flutter. He gently stroked the girl’s red scruffy 
hand and moved his lips—he wanted to say something kind, but failed. At 
last he said: “Jeannette. ...” 

“And what’s your name ?” 

“Lucien.” 

“What else ?” 

“Lucien Duval.” 

He shook the soil from his uniform and went on his way without looking 

f f ' spent beside the brook seemed to him like a gift 

ot late, the dream of a doomed man. Now he was awake. Duval, Durand, 

rrelys anything you like except Tessa ! They could put him on the rack, 

out he would never admit it ! Of course, he had only to say that he was 

l essa s son and they would feed and clothe him at once and take him in a 

car to Vichy. But he would rather kill the old woman, the one with the 
Pig. ... 

.. £5 me across an unknown soldier, who was also tramping with a 
su ™ T hey looked at each other and winked. 

The Marshal seems to have lost his army,” the soldier jested. 

Like a pin,’’ said Lucien. 

They went their separate ways. A new day had begun and they had to 
hunt for food. 


Marshal Petain, however, was not concerned about the army. The day 
e° re he had made a great speech to the French nation. He said he did 
rh o Want to deceive anyone. Querulously he repeated: “Don’t rely on 
e fctate. The State can give you nothing. Rely on your children. Bring 
mem u p m the spirit of religion and the principle of the family. They will 
am you.’ When Tessa heard the Marshal’f speech, he was depressed 
h f s1. Nobody would sustain him—neither tnat wastrel Lucien nor that 
I a,* i.iff i 81 ^ penise. But a few minutes later he whispered ironically to 
r . ~. s Quite logical at eighty-five, especially as he’s not being main- 

tamed by his children but by the State.” 

Nobody remembered the soldiers: the Ministers were busy allocating the 
arious ambassadors and representatives, sending delegations to Paris with 
eteuu at their head, drawing up the new constitution, handing war material 
over to the Germans and combating the partisans of de Gaulle. The army 
w ™ 10 P leces of its own accord. There were no trains. The inhabitants 
01 the unoccupied zone made their way to the south by road. The Parisians 
ana the people of the north were turned into tramps, and the peasants 
implored the police to protect them from the soldiers. 
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Lucien climbed to the top of a hill. All day long he lay in a meadow 
and did not want to stir. The day was cool and the sun kept disappearing 
behind the big bulging clouds, which were sailing towards the two grey 
towers of the neighbouring town in the east. The movement of the clouds 
intrigued Lucien. He did not remember anything clearly, nor did he try to 
conjure up the picture of the past, but the movement of the clouds gave him 
the sense of time. He seemed to live once again his short, rackety life. 
Everything was blended together: Henri’s death, Jeanne:te’s eyes when she 
stood outside the chemist's, the sea beyond the dunes, and the light haze 
above the two towers. And so, when the sun went down and the clouds 
vanished in the quickly falling dusk, life seemed to him to be over. He even 
shivered—partly with cold and partly with fear. He had never before been 
afraid of death. Why, then, was he afraid in this damp evening on the hill 
under the dim misty stars ? He was surprised himself and suddenly ex¬ 
claimed : “Grub !” Of course ! He’d had nothing to eat all day. He 
would have to go and look for some bread. 

He plunged into the valley. He saw the light of a little square window 
glimmering among the trees. He knocked on the door and called out: 
“Some bread for a soldier !” Nobody answered. The house belonged to) 
an old pig-headed man called Serget, who had starved his wife to deatW 
because she went to confession. He was strong as a lion and could bend 1 
copper coins in his harftf.' 'He"was like a bear lurking in his den. He lived 
alone with a young cowed servant-girl, who always got hiccups as soon as 
her master began to scold her. His elder son had left for Canada years ago, 
but the younger lived with his father-in-law in a neighbouring village. He 
had been called up a month ago, although being left-handed he had previously 
been exempt from military service. Fate brought Lucien to Serget s house. 

He banged on the door and shouted: “Give me some bread ! A smen 
of cabbage and onions came from another window: the servant was cooking 
soup. The smell of it made Lucien furious. A savage feeling was rousea 
in him. The lighted window was silent, and this was more than Lucien 
could bear. Let them abuse and drive him away, but how could they dar 

to keep silent ? Damn it all, who had he been fighting for ? 

He put his face to the window. He saw behind the net curtain the 
of an old man which reminded him of Breteuil. Serget was unlike th 
leader of the ‘Faithful,’ but Lucien was so enraged that he imagined he saw 
the resemblance. He stepped back from the house and began to yell. V pe 

the door, you scoundrel ! I’ll shoot !’’ L 

He would have fired at the odious bright window, but a sho ra ^ d 
and swinging his leg round as though he was dancing, he fell to the gro 

He fell without a word. It was Serget who shouted, and 
terribly. If there had been houses in the neighbourhood, the pe ° p ? ° h0 

have run out; but the house stood in a onely valley ancI oojy thejc™ 
answered: “A-a-ai !” And the servant-girl hiccuped hail dead with i 

Serget threw away the rifle he had once upon a fme used (orb °^‘ h ^ 0 fj 
and ran up to Lucien. He was at his last gasp. Death had been 

instantaneous. The misty moon bathed Lucien s with ^ugh it was 

His eyes sparkled like a cat’s and his hair seemed to glow ’ as thougn ^ 
on fire. He looked like a handsome brigand in some popular pictu 



in the light ot Serget’s lantern the blood on his uniform seemed like thick 
fresh paint. 

Serget put the lantern on the ground and sat down next to the body 
He sat like that till midnight; he wanted to smoke and even look out his 
pouch, but then he forgot about it. He sat without stirring ; only Ins large 
head with its mop of dishevelled grey hair moved slightly to and fro. 

The servant-girl came out. She went timidly up to the body and 
screamed: “Oh ! he’s beautiful!’’—then the hiccups began to choke her 
again. Be quiet ! growled Serget. She wanted to go away, but he ordered 
her to stay. Then he got up and said in a strange, unfeeling voice: “Bandits ! 
But who is he ? A soldier. A Frenchman. . . .” 

r n^ 11 ^ ^ en went white as a sheet with terror, for her master suddenly 

tell down beside the dead man and began to wail: 

“Pierrot ! Little son !’’ 

A report was drawn up in the morning. Serget signed it and said: 
Now take me. But the police had enough already on their hands without 

m ,?, re f. roubIe * ' matler will be investigated,” the sergeant said, 
they 11 call you, if necessary.” They searched Lucien’s pockets but found 
no papers. They put down in the report: “An unknown person, dressed 
in a soldier s uniform.” Suddenly the girl cried out: “I’ve found it !” She 
showed a scrap of paper, which she had found in a little inside pocket in 
Lucien s coat. The sergeant unfolded the paper. It contained three words 
carefully written in large letters: “France. Jeannette. Merde.” 

The sergeant spat. “Bandits !” he exclaimed 
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^, e , nlse was £ idin 8 at Clemence’s flat. That was the only reason why 
he old woman had stayed on in Paris. Neither the rattle of the drums nor 

" d of th £ son 8 s reached the crooked street. The stillness seemed 
almost unbearable. Denise tried many times to go away, but the old 
woman persuaded her to stay. b y oia 

Wait, she said. “The place is empty. They’ll spot you at once.” 

went . out every morning with a bag and came back with bread 

^ ometlmes w,tl ? meat. It gave her pleasure to prepare 
the meal, she felt she was pampering Jeannot 

She reported all the news: “The Devilles are back, and so are 
ousseau and his wife. They say a lot ot people are coming back. Deville 

rwr. upsel . and asked where the Communists were. I told him the 
Communists were tn hiding It’s not so easy to find out. But they’re not 

the sort of people to give themselves up. What else could 1 say ? Tha 
wasn t enough for him. People are saying: ‘What have we got to hope 
for now ? Nobody wants to live under the Germans. Have a bit of 
sausage. There s no meat. Soon there won’t be anything The Germans 
are exporting everything. They've go. as many mirks & you l*e™v 

crX T fir ,® V £ h the , m to th u e £ soldiers - 1 ^w the batmen carrying om 
crates of stuff. They re grabbing everything—coffee, stockings, boot?. 
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Eat as much as you can. Who knows, we may soon be starving. But you’ve 
got to keep your strength up. Deville was right when he said: ‘Now all our 
hope is in them.’ ” 

When the panic started, Denise was given her instructions. “You’ll 
stay on,” she was told. “You’ll carry on the work in Paris. Keep in touch 
through Gaston.” The day before the Germans arrived, Denise went to 
the address she had been given. The door was opened by a woman with 
tear-stained eyes who said: “They’ve taken Gaston, and I’m going away on 
foot.” Denise went round to all the comrades; the houses were boarded 
up. Had they gone away ? Or were they hiding ? 

She found inactivity the most terrible thing of all. Time dragged slowly. 
At night she was almost driven to smash the clock—it kept ticking, ticking. 
And the water kept dripping in the wash-basin—drip, drip, drip. 

What had become of Michaud ? She might die without knowing 
whether he was still alive or hearing him say once again: “And how !” They 
could have been together; they might have been happy. Now there would 
be nothing—no meetings, no life. And the Germans were in Paris. You 
had to say those words over and over again to believe them. And there was 
no Michaud. Perhaps he had been killed, or taken prisoner. How terrible 
it was to fall alive into the hands of the Germans ! They had captured 
whole armies. 

The June night seemed interminably long, and Denise kept repeating 
“Michaud ! Michaud !” till she was almost stupefied. 

Suddenly she remembered Claude having told her that he was to remain 
in Paris. She would have to find him. She remembered his address; she 
had taken a room for him after the trouble in May. Perhaps he was still 

there ? . . 

Clemence embraced her as though she was setting out on a long 

• 

“Put more rouge on your lips,” she said. “They don’t touch that 

Denise had to go across the centre of Paris. When she caught sight ot 
the first German, she drew back and very nearly ran away. What a r epy* S1 ^ 
face he had ! And there was a swastika on his sleeve. She told herself^sh 
mustn’t be so nervous. She had got to hide everything now. She 'went on 
her way, thinking only of whether she would find Claude and be able to 

Sta She'racted the Boulevards. She tried not to look, but looked all the 
same. German officers were sitting with prostitutes on the ten* 
big cafes. The women were dressed as at the seaside with £Lhing 

sandals and their finger-nails enamelled like rubies. there 8 were 

drinking champagne and clinking glasses. ll Lj^ e shop 'w offering 

dictionaries and JSdes to Paris in German pK 

souvenirs to the soldiers—little models of the Eiffel To » trade They 
postcards and obscene photographs. They were Matin'* 

exchanged francs for marks. The newsvendors were shouting. Le M 

“^DeJSought a newspaper and glanced at it 'Our annable , guests. 

she read, ‘no doubt appreciate the delicacy of P r ® nc ^ “^^ersities. 
tolre wai an advertisement: ‘I have been educated at two umversu 

354 


I speak German. I am looking for a waiter's job.’ She threw the paper 
away. 

The obscure unwholesome life of maggots and ghoul-bugs went on in 
the deserted occupied city. People were selling their pictures, shirts, smiles 
and the remnants of their honour. Denise asked hersell with loathing: 
‘Can this be Paris ?* 

She crossed over to the left bank of the river and wandered a long time 
about the empty streets. Without people they seemed longer than ever. 

An enchanted city ! The usual things were displayed in the abandoned 
shops: ties, toys, taiikards with inscriptions. A forgotten umbrella was 
leaning like an old man against a boarded-up door. A withered geranium 
stood in a pot on a balcony. There was a cage hanging in a window with a 
dead canary in it. ‘The sleeping beauty,’ thought Denise. She remembered 
the picture in the book of fairy tales. 

She had never noticed before in such detail the ornate facades, the 
Renaissance statues, the eighteenth-century columns; the people had worn 
the stone and now the stone was celebrating its victory over the people. 

In the Boulevard Port-Royal a hunchback was gazing up at the trees. 
A blind man went by, tapping the pavement with his stick. A lame youth 
hobbled past. All the cripples, all the monsters had crept out of their holes; 
they had not been able to get away and now they alone populated the city. 

The limes were in flower. The air smelt like the far-off country. The 
frightened birds rushed hither and thither; they could not get used to the 
roar of the engines in the sky. German aeroplanes flew over the conquered 
city from morning to night, flying so low that they seemed about to strike 
the roofs. 

The place was empty. Then suddenly people appeared ! Refugees were 
walking along the pavement with tired sleepy children in their arms. They 
had left the city a week ago. At that time fear and hope were expressed in 
their faces. They had asked the way they were to take, railed at the traitors 
and rushed hither and thither in an effort to reach safety. And now they 
were plodding back like cattle to the slaughter-house. What terrible things 
they had seen in those few days ! They had lain down under machine-gun 
fire, looted trains and wept over the poisoned wells. Many of them had lost 
their dear ones, and all of them had lost hope. When they left they were 
unaware that Paris was surrounded. When they reached Chartres, Orleans, 
Gien, they saw the Germans. They were stopped and driven back. They 
returned to their native city like captured fugitives returning to gaol. And 
looking in terror at the Germans, a mother whispered to her wailing child: 
“Be quiet.” 

Denise saw a placard on a wall. It showed a German soldier holding a 
child while a woman stood by smiling. Underneath was written: ‘Behold 
the protector of the French population !’ And next to it hung the faded 
tatters of a theatrical announcement: ‘Odeon . . . First Performance . . . 
The Taming of the Shrew.’ The German’s eyes were blue and bright. 
Eyes like that were now looking at Denise on all sides. She turned away, but 
the eyes appeared again; she crossed to the other side of the street—the same 
bright blue enamel appeared there. And unable to bear it any longer, she 
cried out—the eyes came towards her from off the wall. She didn’t realize 
at first that it was a live man. But the lieutenant smacked his lips playfully. 
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She came out into the Avenue des Gobelins. A queue of twenty or thirty 
women were standing in the broiling sun. Then there was a fluttering of 
handkerchiefs, hair and bags. Somebody called out: “They’re rounding 
up the soldiers I” 

The women rushed to the house near by, and some bluish milk was spilt 
on the asphalt. The policemen brought a youth out of the house. He was 
wearing a pair of army trousers and a workman’s blue blouse. Somebody 
shouted: “Let his mother come !” 

An old woman—for a moment Denise thought it was Clemence—went 
up to the soldier and embraced him passionately. “Good-bye, Mum 1” 
he whispered. 

The police shoved him into the van. The mother looked at the embar¬ 
rassed policemen and said sternly: “So that’s who you’re working for !’’ 

And again the blue enamel eyes—drinking cognac, eating sausage and 
grunting. 

Denise turned the corner of the street. It was a poor quarter behind the 
Place d’ltalie. The houses looked as though they were stripped. There 
was dirt and ugliness everywhere. Nothing adorned them any longer— 
neither the noisy crowds nor the bright shop windows. Some old men 
were sitting on a seat playing cards. Women were standing in the doonvays, 
ready to vanish as soon as any soldiers appeared. But the Germans did not 
go there. 

Denise rang the bell. Nobody answered. Who could tell ? In the last 
hours people had left against their will, carried away by the^tramgjng^ 
rhythm of the huge crowd on the move and the mad desire of^the others to 
geToutand away. Besides, Claude might have been arrested. The Germans 
were going into the houses. Denise put her ear to the door and listened. 
Not a sound. 

But inside Claude, with his hand on the bolt, thought anxiously: Now. 
they’ve come !’’ For several minutes he did not open the door he wanted 
to have another moment of freedom. 
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“You !’’ , . 

For a long time they could not say anything. Then Claude began o 

speak: “Look what we’ve come to 1 I never thought I’d see this ! You kno 

what I mean—the Germans in Paris !’* . 

Denise looked at him. His cheeks were grey but his eyes sparkiea. 
was a miserable room. On the table lay a hunk of bread, a copy-boo wi 

/erses and a book entitled How the Steel was Tempered . 

We must do something,’’ said Denise. “Have you any contacts 
No. Out of all our people only Julien has stayed on. But 1 don t 
lis whereabouts. 1 thought he would come. But 1_don t supp ?^L r nr ^ 
ibout the streets. We’re marked men now. Tiie y re J” 
^hiappe didn’t stay on for nothing—he^s working with the G • , 

“We must do something, Claude ! The refugees axe co g wa it. 
he first thing they ask is what about the Communists ? We can t wai 

t would be criminal I” , .. . h . rp only 

“We’ve got a hectograph, ink and paper—everything s still here. 

t’s all to no purpose. Do we know what to. write about now 

He began to cough painfully. Demse said nothing. She reanzeatu 

vas no sente in tto idea No doubt Claude was a good comrade, bold and 
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ready for anything. But he did not know—as she knew. And there was 
nobody to get in touch with. 

She sat slumped by the window. In front of her stretched the lifeless 
street. And suddenly she remembered everything. The demonstration had 
passed down this street. She saw the red shawls on the balconies and heard 
the people singing. Little boys like sparrows were shouting in the trees. 
The women were holding up their clenched fists. Everything was colourful, 
resonant and vibrating. Michaud was striding at the head of the column. 
Denise straightened her back. Michaud, are you there ? He did not answer. 
He went on marching and looking straight in front of him. He was very tall 
and cheerful. He was striding over the trenches and over the Germans— 
Michaud knew, he wouldn’t make a mistake, he wouldn’t stop. Michaud 
was marching. < 

Smiling vaguely, Denise moved her lips. 

“Claude, give me some paper.” 

He thought she was writing poetry; he tip-toed to the comer, but Denise 
was searching for the words. She felt they were quite near, but could not 
find them. She thought once again of the phrase which had come to her in 
the boulevards: ‘And this is Paris ?’ And again the phrases came one after 

the other: ‘The cradle of the Revo lution. . . . The City of the Commune_ 

The heart of France, r; .” 

She thought she heard the voices of the soldiers who were wandering 
about forsaken by everybody; the voices of the prisoners of war who were 
breaking stones on the roads, while the Nazis made fun of them; the voices 
of the refugees wandering down the long, long roads. It was the voice of 
the French people. And farther on were other voices. And the girl alone 
in the empty city heard the cries, the silence, the words of anger and hope. 
She wrote without stopping as though someone was dictating to her. 

Claude read the manuscript through and quietly wiped his eyes. He 
dirtied his face—his hand was stained with purple ink. 

“How did you manage to write it, Denise ?” 

“Be quiet !” 

She had heard the heavy footsteps of the patrol. Then the loud-speaker 
on the roof of a car called out: 

Go into your houses ! It’s time ! Go into your houses ! It’s time !” 


8 

The national assembly convoked by Marshal Petain was to hold its 
meetings at Vichy. The hall of the Casino was got ready for the occasion. 
It was here that Montigny had been playing poker until quite recently and 
Josephine did her best to forget Lucien’s charms by dancing the tango* with 
the Venezuelan press attache. 

The catastrophe had come while several thousand visitors were at Vichy 
taking the waters for their liver. During the winter several hotels had been 
turned into military hospitals. The sick and wounded soldiers now gazed 
wearily at a motley crowd. Vichy was changed beyond recognition. The 
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place was invaded not only by deputies and senators, but by the whole of 
Paris society as well: industrialists, speculators, high officials, journalists 
and cocottes. You couldn’t move a step without hearing: ‘Ah, it’s you, 
Count !* ‘Well, so vou managed to get away too, Jules ?’ ‘But where’s the 

little girl friend ?’ .. 

Everybody was excited; to-day was the great event of this extraordinary 

season, the high spot of which was the meeting of the National Assembly. 
Laval wanted to do without ceremonies, but Breteuil was fond of ritual 
so they had decided to bury the Third Republic with great pomp. 

Tessa had long been preparing for this event. As always, he remained 
an optimist; after recovering from the excitements of the journey, he now 
felt quite well and wanted to live. He kept telling himself that the Marshal s 
scheme was to his advantage, as he would be appointed instead of elected 
and that was much more peaceful. Nevertheless, in the depth of his heart, 
he felt anxious. He could not help remembering Desser’s remark: Poor 
old bug.’ Of course, Desser was out of his mind, but there was a grain ot 
truth in the offensive remark. People had made use of him, Tessa, sheltered 
behind his resounding name, and now they wanted to squeeze him out 
Who could guarantee that they would not throw him out to-morrow 
The Right regarded him as a Radical. At Bordeaux everybody had smiled 
at him, but here Laval had passed him by almost without saying how d you 
do. When the lemonade is ready, nobody bothers about the squeezed-ou 


Tessa was on the verge of tears; everybody was insulting turn. Had he 
not helped Laval ? Who had made up to that hcrnbleSpaniardwhen 
was necessary to come to terms with the Germans ? Who had shown <• 
the Compiegne terms were quite acceptable ? Everyone had avery short 
memory ! And even his own family had not understood him. Take proua 
little Denise, for mstance. How he had loved and pampered her Now th 
Germans would cut off her head It was terrible to hmk of 't^ HUie. 
wasn’t joking. That’s why he had conquered, .^hat would becom ^ 
Denise ? Tessa blew his nose twice; the tears trickled down' 1 • soi) 
remembered Lucien’s chestnut hair and shuddered. Lucien was sure 

he name of Tessa. It was in his blood:,he took a ^ LuS 

Only Robert had got off with four years’ imprisonment whereas^ ^ 

was a crook by nature. But perhaps he had been killed? Tha ^ „ 

the end of the house of Tessa. And France would c°me to an end ^ 
Tessa waved his hand. Suddenly his face took on an a gry • t0 

thinking of Paulette. The base creature was ’^ng afsbe 

the Germans. She would not care about national mourni g, 

could find somebody younger and livelier. h * mere trifle 

An hour later Tessa was in a different ^ d n f° g ^imhowhe was 
was the cause of the change. Breteuil bad rung p h h h b ad re- 

* feeling. Tessa then realised that he was stifl needed. ^ ^“^ng of the 
fused to undertake the task of showing up the Mason succeeded in 

Assembly, he proposed to make a 

discovering that L'Humamte had publish exclaim: “Invisible 

firm owned by an Alsatian Jew He wuWbeJJtt excla.m 

golden chains hnk Jewish capital with the Communists, 
of this criminal war.” 
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At the last moment Breteuil took Iessa on one side. ‘It will be better 
if you don’t speak,” he said. Tessa blinked his eyelids resentfully. Breteuil 
explained to him that it was a question of tact. The nerves ol the country 
were raw and the gallery had to be taken into consideration. They would 
drag up all the past: Stavisky, the Popular Front, and so on. . . . Tessa 
agreed to the suggestion, but felt depressed once again: he wanted to live, 
but the earth was trembling beneath him. 

Grandel, who had just arrived from Paris, brought him a little comtort. 
Catching sight of Tessa in the foyer of the Casino, Grandel hurried across to 
him and amiably told him all about Paris. “There were very few people 
there at first,” he said, “but now the place is gradually filling up. They want 
to re-open the opera. On the whole, the Germans have restored order. 
They’re behaving very well. You’d hardly think they were conquerors. 
They’re more like guardians. . . 

Some deputies who had come up listened to Grandel in silence. A 
senator exclaimed: ‘Oho !’ But it was impossible to make out whether he 
was delighted or dissatisfied. 

Bergery shook Tessa warmly by the hand. “It’s a good thing to see you 
here at your pos*. I was convinced vou wouldn’t leave France in her hour of 

difaculty,” 

Tessa gave a slight inclination ol his bird-like head by way of acknowledg¬ 
ment. Tiny beads of sweat gleamed on his sharp nose. He was quite touched 
by Bergery’s remark; it showed that at least some people realised that he 
had taken a heavy cross upon himself. Was it an easy matter to sign a shame¬ 
ful armistice and to come here to take part in the liquidation of the past ? 

“I serve France,” he replied. “By the way, Blum's here, and so is Fouget. 
1 wonder what they’ll do when it comes to the voting ? Especially Fouget. 
It’s no joke to lie down and scourge oneself. Ha ! That's what it comes to. 

He won’t dare to vote ‘against.* It’s a pity Ducane isn’t here. That war¬ 
monger . . 

‘‘Where is he ?” 

wjj 1 arm > , » 1 suppose. ‘ 

Probably he was the first to give himselt up,” Grandel put in; “I know 
these ‘last-ditchers’.” 

t ‘But where is Villard?” 

‘Nobody knows. He disappeared after we left Tours.’ 

[‘I heard he bolted to Lisbon via Spain.” 

^Surely the Spaniards wouldn’t let him through ?” 

4 What a story that would make—Villard asking Franco for a visa !” 
*They say the Spaniards have mounted machine-guns on the frontier. 
And they’re putting everybody who gets across into a concentration camp.” 

Tessa smiled. What, after all, was history, he thought. A set of quad¬ 
rilles—-backwards and forwards and gentlemen change partners. . . . The 
Spaniards had probably put Villard into a concentration camp. It was easy 
to picture his indignation with his pince-nez bobbing up and down on his 
nose. And what about his pictures ? Had he really left his pictures at 

Avignon ? 

“There’s something ludicrous in every tragedy,” Tessa said. “Villard’s 
fate amuses me. What a fright he must have had to make him leave his 
collection ! Can you imagine his face ?” 
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From behind Tessa came an injured voice: “If you can’t imagine it, you 
can see it. I think your irony is out of place, Paul.” 

Tessa was astonished, “Is it you, Auguste ? But where have you come 
from ?” 

“Avignon. Why are you so surprised at my presence ? I’m at my post, 
as always.” 

Then Villard began to explain that he was a warm adherent of the new 
order. “Defeat will cure us,” he said. “We must take a lesson from our 
conquerors. Why is Hitler in Paris ? Because he dared. Marshal Petain 
has shown himself to be a pioneer. He’s over eighty, but he dares. I’m the 
first to acclaim him.” 

Even Grande] was embarrassed. And Tessa said to himself: ‘The old 
fox ! He’ll outwit everybody yet.’ 

At last the president of the Assembly rattled his bell. Tessa paid no atten¬ 
tion to the speakers. It was easy for Laval to talk now. Why was he silent 
in September ? And Villard was getting all the applause. Blum was looking 
furious. Of course Blum would vote ‘against’: anyway his day was over. 

During the interval the deputies gathered round Grandel. Everybody 
was toadying to him. ‘Very well,’ he would say nonchalantly, ‘I’ll have a 
talk with Abetz about your affair.’ Tessa remembered the document that 
Lucien had stolen. He frowned. It was unpleasant to think that a petty 

spy had become the saviour of France. 

After the interval Breteuil made a speech. He dwelt on the immorality 
that had weakened the country, and spoke of the ‘great redemption’ that 
was to restore it. Then he slandered the British, and finally announced in 
solemn tones as he held out his hand: “The victors have shown themselves 
to be magnanimous.” Tessa yawned—what an old hypocrite ! His Lorraine, 
incidentally, had been given over to the Germans. What a mountebanx . 

And a dull one into the bargain ! ^»« h#* 

Suddenly everybody livened up. Fouget mounted the tribune, ne 

started roaring at once: “When the enemies of the fatherland and the p y 

minded lift up their hands . . .” He was prevented from.saying any more- 

Then the voting began^ Half an hour later the president announced. 

tired, as though he had made a very Ions: 

Ladies in the garden were shouting: Long live Laval! Tessa^didIno 
feel envious. His head was aching. He strolled wearily back to h.s hoteL 
Fate was merciful to him. In the lounge he saw a very pretty young 

woman with high breasts and bright vermilion ips. Sh ® r f^“£t he saw 
Paulette. He cheered up and went over to her. It was only then that 

there were tears in her eyes, v . ._^ i^iv attractive. 

Weeping women had always struck him as being r< L v stran ger 

He began to talk excitedly about the sufferings of Fran^. The pretty stra ^ 
nodded her head. Then he modestly added: As a Minister, I . - • ^ a 
stranger smiled and began to tell him about her troub . was noW 

trunk at Nevers. She had left her old mother behind Commerce, but 

looking for her uncle; he was employee1 in the Mwist^ of&nm 
apparently had stayed on in Clermont-Ferrand. She didn t know wna 

do—all she had got in her bag was a hundred francs. SUDDer together 

Tessa consoled her and felt consoled himself. They P 
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and he was gay and witty. They drank champagne—first to ‘eternal France' 
and then to ‘eternal love.* 

In the night he said gaily: “You’d never guess how old I am, petite 
poupee." 

“Fifty ?” 

He smiled and wagged his finger at her. 

No, petite poupee ! I’m eighte.n in love. But not to the public. In 
any case, the Marshal could very well be my father.’’ 

Suddenly he remembered all the events of that historic day—Bretcuil’s 
hard look, Villard’s craftiness, Fouget’s beard and the disgusting figure 80. 
th ^ had come clean ! It was sure to be written in the memoirs that 

Jhey had protested against the ‘capitulation.’ In the eyes of posterity the 
tiresome day would look like a State revolution. And all through the session 

APij' 660 su ^ er * n 8 from heartburn. He ought not to have eaten that snipe 
/ Indienne. He had not felt well ever since and his head was splitting, 
erhaps it was the champagne. He raised himself a little and took a peep 
at *2* slee Py P etlte poupee. He felt a lump rise in his throat. 

“'n? y ° U w hat took place at the Casino to-day ?” he murmured. 

e P orter told me. Some important session or other.’’ 

It was hara-kiri. You don’t understand. I’ll explain it to you. The 
eputies and senators cam.* together. Laval made a speech. He always 
wears a white tie, petite poupee . And then . . . Then we committed suicide. 

k° nl k e h eve it? I give you my word. We declared ourselves dead 
aii Ki Cn a PP lau ded. There were 569 corpses and 80 impudent ones. That’s 
au. Now all yon’ve got beside you is Tessa’s ghost, his shadow.’’ He hic- 
cuped and then added apologetically: “I ought not to have drunk so much 

nampagne. Anyway, it doesn’t matter now. The death certificate has 
already been made out.’’ 

.T , e woman wanted to go to sleep, but overcame her sleepiness and said 
politely: “Why worry ? When the Germans clear out of Paris, we’ll start 
ing as we did before. You said yourself you were young in spirit, 
lov r ** ” *”— she y awned tntt> her hand and whispered: “You’re—a real 


AnJ 6883 skook his head. “No,” he said. “That’s a thing of the past. 

i * n< ? w * 1 fike clearness and logic. I’ll tell you frankly who I am. I’m a 
Pug An old bug in a crack.” 

He got up and walked unsteadily to the bathroom. 

031116 out of the Casino in a state of great excitement. He was 
mg his arms and muttering as though he was talking to invisible listeners. 
f f/ C ? r, t e mptibl e cowards had buried the Republic. What had the heroes 

citi* my *° r ^ Wh al hud the soldiers of Verdun fought for ? Shame, 
lzens, shame I The whole jy_orld would turn away with contempt from a 
Fra 5°° that licked the boots of Hitler. * 

th> *u Urse ^ ou 8 et bad protested, but they had not allowed him to declare 
c truth. He was now going back to his hotel. The waiter would bring in 
tne soup. Then Fouget would have to go to bed. After all that had happened 
a peaceful life seemed to him beyond endurance. He thirsted for martyrdom, 
tne whistle ot bombs, the guillotine. And look at them 1 There they all 
sittmg on the cafe terraces and d rinking vermouth ! 

Au night long he paced up and down the room. He thought neither of 
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Marie-Louise nor of his sons. He was choking with indignation. He was in 
Coblenz. Yes, Vichy was Coblenz, the town where the emigres had organ¬ 
ised the counter-revolution in 1792. And who was at the head of the traitors ? 
If it had been Laval, nobody would have been surprised ? Everybody knew 
Laval was a creature who would sell his soul to the devil. He was a greedy 
Auvergnat with the face of a horse-thief. And Fouget would not have been 
surprised at Tessa even, he was no better than a streetwalker provided he got 
his livings But at :he head of the traitors was a soldier of the Republic, 
the old Marshal. The army was dishonoured for all eternity. Even the grey 
hair of the aged was dishonoured. Who was to be trusted any longer ? 
Everything had been defamed, squandered and drunk away—on the cafe 

terraces—both glory and common decency. 

To-morrow they would be shouting: “Long live the saviours of France, 
the magnan mous Boches !” They would cringe before the Prussians. 
They might even declare Goering to be Joan of Arc. It was not ludicrous 

—it was disgusting. . 

Who was Fouget talking to ? The butterflies on the wall ? His aim 

reflection in the mirror ? The pale dawn ? 

At nine o’clock in the morning there was a knock at the door, i 
policemen were wearing alpaca coats. One of them said: “We have an orae 

to arrest you for an inquiry.” , . . _ 9 , Mrn 

“Show me,” said Fouget smiling. “But why isn t it in German l L&ra 

the German language, messieurs ! Enough of translations ! 1 H -c 

ginals. Anyway, don’t be embarrassed. You were not among the dJten _ 

of Verdun.” He combed his beard and put on his hat. “I’m ready. Anaic g 


live the Republic.” „ t ch aved 

On the staircase landing he saw Tessa, who had managed io go .. 

and have breakfast. He was hurrying to a meeting of the lawyersi coun^ . 

When he saw the arrested man, he turned away. His face was stern 

solemn as at funerals. But Fouget passed downstairs and swore m 


messieurs , merde 


39 

While still in Paris, General Leridot had said: “When aiwarwdost there s 

no sense in going on with it. I will even say it s a sign of ignorance. 

Breteuil wanted to include Leridot in the delegation that w & 

the armistice, but Leridot had taken to his bed with liver * f £ame to 
Sough?Sifwas a stroke of luck. He had no desire to commit his name 

history on such a lamentable document. . appointed 

In the re-organisation of the Government Genera 1 Lend©t was apP of 

Minister of Armaments. The Ministry was 

La Bourboule. He was quite grieved when hei heani that La » jmseJ| at 

Trea ”“' 

can never ao any harm.” 
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He sent for his wile, and when he saw her lilac-coloured dressing-gown 
he beamed with pleasure. They lived in an hotel, but she at once gave the 
uncomfortable room a domestic atmosphere with her knitting, electric iron 
and conversations about the high cost of living. Leridot was happy. The 

°hr ^at worried him was the responsibility of his work—he was 
obliged to hand over war material to the Germans in accordance with the 
terms of the armistice. “I used to think that re-arming was a hard job,” 
e wid. “But it’s far more difficult to disarm, Sophie." 

He considered that it was part of his duty to conceal as much as he possibly 
could from the Germans. His assistant was Colonel Moreau. Leridot said 
° must alre ady start preparing for 1960. Yes, yes ! The Germans 

arted to prepare their revenge immediately after they were defeated. It’s 
e law of nature.” But Moreau smiled condescendingly: “You needn’t 
I ? y# ,^he moon can't fight against the sun.” 
h ttle m orning Leridot was drinking coffee after returning from the in- 
room. Ther was a knock at the door. Thinking it was his A.D.C. 
Th ai f 6r ’ tbe ^ enera l shouted: “Come in !” Weiss entered. 

La i C *S rmer Radical from Comar had now become the bosom friend ot 
^Th r a mem ^ er °f the mixed Franco-German Commission. 

. , e General was still wearing his dressing-gown for the inhaling room 

felt °°h a carnival puppet. Weiss could not help smiling. Leridot 

passed: a General ought to give a proper impression. 

We re camping out,” he said. “And my A.D.C. is inexperienced.” 
tor you^” U P * ease ’ General. Excuse my early visit. I’ve got urgent business 


, ..A 9 uart er of an hour later the General came out to Weiss in full uniform 
w ,X nbbons on his chest. 

.. e,ss asked him point blank: “Tell me, General, there were forty-two 
Him tanks at Montpelier? But you’ve handed over sixteen?” 

Lendot nodded his head and replied complacently: “Of course. The 
mermans indicated sixteen.” 

But what about our signature?” 

, . seems to me, Monsieur Weiss, that we’ll be fulfilling our duty to 

Posterity if we start . . 

with‘f 1 o S interrupted him: “What have high-sounding words got to do 
w 11 ? Sixteen is sixteen. But fony-two is forty-two. What reasons can 
‘‘u/k t0 conceal twenty-six tanks ?” 

. w bat do you mean ?” Leridot now began to shout. “I’ve carried out 

e _i.. Ut y* I will not be spoken to as if 1 were a schoolboy. I’m a French 
oidier, Monsieur !” 

He drew himself up, and in spite of his small stature he thought he was 
looking down on Weiss. 

«ty \°u*re getting nervous. General,” said Weiss, shrugging his shoulders. 
rYxi°c re not fi Shting a battle. This is a serious business. I’ll ask your 
ex Plain arithmetic to you.” 

Whereupon Weiss left the room. Leridot was a long time getting over 
die upset. 

I can’t understand,” he said to Sophie “why we’ve got to present our 
ormer enemy with twenty-six tanks. I get a visit from a Frenchman, a 
nend of Laval’s, a man who enjoys the confidence of Breteuil, and he talks 
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to me as though he were a German officer. It’s most abnormal, I must 
say.” 

Next day Leridot went to see General Picard. He had prepared a report 
regarding interference in military matters by politicians like Weiss. It was 
against the Marshal’s instructions. 

Picard greeted him drily and said: “You seem to have been listening to de 
Gaulle’s chatter. You’re wasting your time. The Germans will be in 
London not later than the middle of August. You’re not a young man. 
You’ve got experience. Your military past puts you under an obligation. 
You can t consort with traitors.” 

Leridot felt embarrassed. He was scarcely able to say: “I don’t think 


’‘ve deserved this.” 

Picard realized that he had said a little too much. They parted friends. 
When he got back to La Bourboule, Lefidot began to set everything in order. 
He shouted at his entourage: “You’re responsible for the machine-guns, 
Major ! You mustn’t think they’re brooches ! We’ve got to show our 
former enemy that we’re carrying out our obligations even in trifles. To the 

very last button, Captain ! Do you understand me ?” 

After supper he had a political talk with Moreau. “That adventurer 
de Gaulle has backed the wrong horse,” he said. “I foresaw it. The 
Germans have assembled a strong force on the coast. What about the 
Channel, you say ? Nonsense ! They upset all ideas about landing opera¬ 
tions at Narvik. In a month’s time Hitler will be in London. That s a* 
simple as A B C. I consider Laval’s line is right. Of course, we army men 
have no right to interfere in politics. But we’re not concerned with par r- 
mentary intrigues now but with the fate of France. I tell you frankly the 

victory of Germany is to our advantage. We’ll be able to ®^ upy H ? P h J 
nent position in the new Europe on a level with Italy. Wheni Hide 
finished with England, he’ll deal with Russia. Of course, there s the Red 

Army, but it’s not worth much. Only there s all that vast JL e d t( J 

all that vast country, remember. I’m convinced Hitler will be obliged 
have recourse to our assistance. We’ll be able to demand some concession . 
General Picard considers that once Hitler has got hold of Kiev, he It g wou jd 
back Lille. Now just imagine for a moment that England1 wmi . *' 

be disastrous. Churchill would never forgive us lor makmg a 

armistice. And de Gaulle is connected with ° b fu f h f r 0 mm Un L^ Yes, 
be surprised if he entered into negotiations with th® ^ommimis 

ves anything can be expected of those people! Personally a p ip erhaDS 
Smm They're our former enemies but they'm hones, pe^pie. perhaps 

Peyrouton or the ex-deputies may hesitate. My choic^ j what’s 

must help the Germans, not formally, but with all our heart and 

your opinion. Colonel ?” . h moon shines 

Moreau replied indolently: I ve already told y course il they 

with a reflected light. It’s difficult to so againsi fac^ ^ O ^ tbat 
beat the Germans, they won t treat us with any delicacy. „ 

U’s better to five even at La Bourboule than to hang from a tree. ^ 

A few days later General Leridot arranged a P' c “ c ou ™ £ e car to 
Sophie and the Colonel to a mountain lake. T y . Leridot was 

a village and then walked along a little path to th . border as 
taSES bv the iandscape; the grey rocks were piled up m 
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though intentionally. There were no trees or flowers to soften the wild 
aspect. Only a rough prickly bush grew here and there among the rocks, as 
grey as everything around it. The water of the lake was grey. It reminded 
Leridot of the world after capitulation. For some reason he remembered 
a green forest in the Ardennes and a legless girl. . . . 

'They had taken a cold lunch with them. Moreau presented the General's 
wife with a box of marrons glaces, “The local speciality," he said. The 
shrewd Sophie gasped and thought to herself: ‘He must be mad to spend 
eighty francs on sweets at a time like this !" 

The sun came out and the lake became rosy. Leridot felt calm and even 
mellow. “Nature," he said. “Nature is the absolute equilibrium of the 

emotions." -- ~ 

Sophie began to sing an aria from Mignon. Moreau thought, looking 
at her with tenderness and irony: “You'll be mine, you little chicken." 
Lendot was dozing: the air was like a strong infusion that cheered you up 
and weakened you at the same time. 

Hearing the excited voice of the adjutant, Leridot did not come to his 

senses immediately. When he was fully awake, he began to shout: “Who 

gave you permission ? To-day is Sunday. In any case, we’re not at the 
iront!" 

“Monsieur le General, there has been a disaster." 


The cause of the event which had disturbed the General's Sunday rest 
was a corporal of the 287th Regiment of the Line, who had formerly been 
a worker at the ‘Seine’ factory. His name was Legrais. 

Till the month of May, Legrais had been kept a prisoner in a concentra- 
tion camp near Brian^on, where with his fellow-prisoners he was obliged 
R> drag stones up a mountain. Nobody knew what they were intended for. 
The piles of stones lay beside the road in a lonely mountain pass. Legrais 
aid not give way to indignation or quarrel with the soldiers who were guard¬ 
ing the prisoners. Something inside him had broken down. He became 

taciturn. His eyes looked bored and empty; his face was covered with stiff 
grey stubble. 

In May the prisoners were unexpectedly released. The Colonel made a 
speech to them, in which he repeated several times : “France is sick." The 
released men were sent to the Italian frontier. Legrais was even given back 
nis corporal’s stripes. He treated the change in his fate as an event of little 
interest. But when he read that the Germans had entered Belgium, he came 

ou * « u IS lethar sy an d began to look more like his former self, the agitator 

d hghter. He now gripped his rifle in a different way and only complained 
that his regiment was not being sent to the north. 

He wanted to get to the front, although he did not believe in the victorious 

° l , st r u £^®\. ^ ^ at winter he had thought of nothing except 
that hranee had been blinded, put under a spell, bamboozled and turned 
jrom a great country into a little Monaco ! And the sense of this wrong 
bruised his spirit so deeply that he no longer believed in the possibility of 
resurrection. He did not have long to wait for his fears to be confirmed. A 

#u° n »• 5p r . Italians attacked France. His regiment was stationed near 
the Petit Saint-Bernard. Legrais defended a strong point. 
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The Italians kepi up a hurricane fire for four days, but the defenders held 

on. Then came a day of breathing space. Hot food was brought, but there 

were no newspapers. A lieutenant who had come from Chambery said the 
Germans had occupied Paris. Nobody knew where the French Government 

was. 

The soldiers began to buzz: 

“Perhaps there isn’t one.” 

“The Fascists have probably seized power—Laval, Doriot, the whole 
gang.’’ 

“Does that mean we’ve got to die for Laval ? Not me !’’ 

Legrais flared up. “Are you afraid ?’’ he shouted. “Nobody wants to 
die for Laval. But how do you know it’s Laval’s Government now / 
People say so? People say lots of things. Laval won’t fight. Hes m 
Mussolini’s pocket. We don’t know who’s there.” He pointed to the 
west. “But we know who’s here in front of us. There can’t be any mistake 
here. Think what you like, but I’m not going to let the Fascists in. 

For a moment his empty eyes flashed with grief and anger. h 

His comrades backed him up. Next day the Italians asked the brencn 
to surrender. They refused. Cut off from the world, they held out tor 

another five days. , , , . . . ** An armi- 

Legrais thought he was dreaming when he heard the words An arm 

slice has been signed.” Then he could not help swearing: That s Lava 

now !” They went out and saw a couple of Italians with a Fr ® nc V o1 ' 

Someone growled: “Macaronis !” Legrais became dull and grim once 

ag ms battalion happened to be one of those that chd ^^^“with^ 
were stationed at Clermont-Ferrand. There was a big .^ s “ ‘t Brazier: 
supplies near the town. Legrais heard the Major sayto L ^ ® words pene- 
“We’re handing over to the Germans on Wednesday. ^dsj^ 

trated vaguely to Legrais’ consciousness, like a ray of light pas g 

Wat It r 'was a warm night after a downpour of rain th ^ ha ^ as n ° t t hi 2r^ 
the world. Legrais was standing on sentry duty^ H 'w ^ written 

Tmette She had not even written to him once. I ernaps si - 

ancf the lettersTad not arrived. And «*. .there: wasno post at all^ 

trains were not running. __^ verything t ^ d p^ rtv ? perhaps it was close at 
Where was Michaud? Where was the Party ? P n veryt hing had 

hand—in a neighbour’s heart. Perhaps it. was faxw >\ d E f()l ^ d friends, 

happened as they had foretold: the . t think how precisely 

helpers and lackeys in France. It was And how vast was 

VHumanite had foretold it all a c ^P le h ^ f 5 i me Germans were 

taking away everything— work-benches, ^gar,^ h / d fallen into 

allowing the prisoners : of-war to retu • . . . after that for the 

their hands ? Now they would go for the British. And everything 

Russians They were rats, hungry rats ! was u 

would perish—work, heroism and even s ™P le , hur ^“ hf J was not the firs* 
And so the night began with long weary thoughts U w ^ ^ ^ 

ssr- ««• «■* 
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had little to say. 1 hey were crushed and bruised by all that had happened. 
1 hey were looking for their relations or hunting for food and shelter. No¬ 
body had time to think about the tragedy; they were living it. 

But when the dawn brought out the trees from the darkness, a decision 
ormed itself in Legrais’ mind. It came to him of its own accord. It was 
neither weighed up nor verified. It was dictated to him by his heart. It 
was the conclusion that he had drawn from all those mad weeks, the unavail- 

e en . ce °* strong point, the complaints of the refugees, the stories of 
the homeless and hungry soldiers wandering about the town and the impudent, 
but cowardly remark of the Major: “We’re handing over on Wednesday.” 

° . I hey would not hand over, and the Germans would not receive ! 

,eu the so,diers into the town. Lieutenant Brezier was 

Hie F a” ” JS r0 °T 1 ' Jit™ was not a sou l about. Legrais perished alone. 
shX^ nd ,^ aS su npie, hu mble and sincere, as his life has been. The explosion 
shook the enure neighbourhood. The birds flew out of the trees. The 
windows rattled in a brick works three kilometres away from the arsenal. 


When General Lendot was informed of what had occurred, he buried 
? X? “ h ‘ s hands. He thought the explosion was a greater disaster than 

wouW f nPv P /h F i anCe ' t h V e , W ° U d u be held responsible for it. The Germans 
out in Fhp hi* t it was the act of a miscreant. And Picard would 
PV 1 a “ l h e hlame on him. Leridot suddenly remembered the grey unfriendly 
lake and the waste of rocks. ‘Everything has been blown up ” he said to 
Sophie. Everything has been bombed. Even nature. Even one’s hlart.” 
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there > again. aS H^wasFgetting^francs ^t^°Vichy^d^iMrte^from^he^C^r* 

Embassy^ivL^UnS-tnd'sSnk" 13 "‘ hat Sieburg of the Ge ™ 

S»d. Sk "woSt suES ~ ““ “* Wi,h • «»«*.-'« 

.ems m hc 

But Joliot was depressed and sad He seldom ^pi P / ° m MarselUes ’ 

sociable. On arriving home from the offic^ he woFld i o T *1 aU 

taking off his clothes and gaze in silence at the c^rn^ s,t f on th e bed without 

what was the matter he would shake his head as if to say ‘ff^thing ” 

The day before Breteuil had come m ANOi ning. 

did not read it but just wrote ‘Set’ on it But Breteni/Sin? e * Jol, ° l 

bad, that I shall soon have to start prayiiie ” S d * J hln f ar t e so 

sensational headlines. What was die^se? NohoH n f! r tho J u ^ ht about 

anyway. The Parisians disdain^ It.and the GeSaLTad ih^ **“ P3per 
papers. Joliot often received articled that had hJFF J? ha< ? their ? wn news ’ 
the German. He would change the word ‘we’To ‘th^ tnuu J at ? d f [? ra 
Nouvelte had go. a. least to look like a French organ. OnTh“othe^hL7 
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Joliot was getting paid for it. What about Breteuil ? He was probably 
getting paid too. But who wanted Breteuil now ? It was terrible to think 
of the past—the 6th of February, the ‘Faithful,’ the speeches in the Chamber. 
All those were things of the past. Then France existed. But now Ober- 
leutnant Francke with pink eyes like a rabbit’s was sitting in the Voie Nouvelle 
office, precise and nasty. 

“Breteuil has arrived,’’ Joliot said to his wife. “Let ’em all come! 
We shall soon see Laval and Tessa.” 

“We shan’t be any the better for that,” his wife moaned. “I’ve been all 
over the place to-day. There’s not a bit of soap to be found. You can’t 
get anything. They’ve taken everything out of the country.” 

“That’s obvious. But where can we go to ? It’s just the same at Mar¬ 
seilles. These damned rats have eaten up all Europe like a round of cheese. 
Breteuil told me that Desser had shot himself. Somewhere in Auvergne. 
There’s a heroic act for you—instead of the Marne and Verdun ! It’s funny ! 
Do you know what came into my head ? What if”—he shut the window and 
lowered his voice—“what if they get beaten after all ? You can imagine 
what an incredible sensation it would be ! Five million extra specials would 
be sold out in one evening. And they’d put a rope round Breteuil’s 
neck. ...” 

“What are you talking about! If the British win, they’ll kill you too.” 

Joliot jauntily nodded his head. “Of course !” he said. “And a damned 
good thing, anyway ! Good Lord alive, how they’ll cut the devils’ throats ! 
It’s worth while being hanged on a lamp-post for the sake of it!” 

He went off to the office. On the way he decided to drink an aperitif — 
‘Before they guzzle everything up.’ He chose a little cafe in a side street, 

where he thought there would be no Germans. . 

The young girl who served him had tear-stained eyes. Joliot picked up 
a newspaper. He did not read it, nor did he think about anything. He 
often sank into this sort of torpor now; he felt he was sailing away to some¬ 
where. The door creaked and a German officer with a heavy jaw and dun 
eyes came in. He said “Bon jour ” politely. Nobody answered hup* 
waitress brought him a tankard of beer. The German asked her to sit down, 
but she silently refused. He drank another tankard of beer and then said to 
the girl: “My beauty, you mustn’t be so silent. Why don’t you speak / 

She covered her face with the tray and replied : “Monsieur, I m a hrencn- 


W °The officer flew into a temper. He got up and shouted as he went out: 
“Look at yourself in a mirror. Your mother slept with a negro. 

The waitress sobbed for a long time : “Oh, why didn t we have any 

taD “We did have tanks,” Joliot said to her. “Tessa had ‘hem. But it’s no 
good crying. You won’t get rid of them with tears. They re ra £- Yo “ 
lot to kill them. That’s not my business. No, 1 get money from ‘hem. 
Like everybody. But what can I do ? Even Marseilles is no more, n 
practically nothing left-only the Bodies and sorrow Stop may 

calf I You’d better take the money for the two drinks. EyeO'tlung m y 

turn out all right in the end—I shall be swinging on the jn 

be dancing with some chap from Marseilles. We dance 

Marseilles.” 
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Breteuil tried to give his reasons and appealed to justice and logic. 
General von Schaumberg was impenetrable. He looked at Breteuil with 
his round blue eyes, puffed clouds of pungent cigar smoke and kept 
repeating: “No, no !” from time to time. It seemed to be the only world 
left in his vocabulary. 

General von Schaumberg considered it was impossible to take Frenchmen 
seriously. He liked Joliot. He entertained a music-hall actress to lunch. 
He was fond of saying: “France is a beautiful holiday resort and Paris is a 
wonderful cafe chantant .” He looked on Breteuil as a ‘serious Frenchman,’ 
in other words, a fool. 

Breteuil had already been nonplussed at Bordeaux when he heard the 
German demands. He had thought he was going to play a game of poker, 
hiding the cards and using his cunning. Instead, they shouted at him’. 
Breteuil was particularly amazed at the German demand that all broadcasting 
should cease after the armistice. He shrugged his shoulders and said: “They 
want France to be dumb.’’ Yet, even at Bordeaux, Breteuil still went on 
hoping. Hitler loved outward display and the shameful scene at Compiegne 
was necessary to him. In the past blood was wiped out with blood, but 
Hitler wanted to wipe out tears with tears. However, the fumes of jubilation 
would pass, the bells of Germany would stop ringing, the bonfires lit upon the 
hilltops in honour of victory would die down, and then perhaps it would be 
possible to have a talk. France was beaten but France was, and would 
continue to be, a great Power. She had colonies and a Navy. And Hitler 
had got England on his hands. He would have to pay court to France. 

Petain had sent Breteuil to Paris to settle a number of urgent matters. 
Millions of homeless people were starving in the unoccupied zone. But the 
Germans were unwilling to let the refugees enter the occupied area. They 
were forcing the prisoners to carry out heavy labour, and keeping the wounded 
out in the open. 

Breteuil explained all this to General von Schaumberg, who listened 
attentively. But when Breteuil asked: “Do you agree with me ?’’ the General 
replied quite indifferently: “No.” 

Breteuil mentioned the fact that the occupation authorities in Lorraine 
were removing all signs in the French language. At this the General livened 
up a little and said: “There are no occupation authorities in Lorraine. It 
is part of Germany.” 

Breteuil could stand it no longer. For the first time he permitted himself 
10 abandon the language of diplomacy. “I’m a Lorrainer,” he said. 

Von Schaumberg carefully knocked the ash off the end of his cigar into 
an ash-tray and said nothing. Then Breteuil returned to the subject of the 
refugees. Looking bored, the General cleaned his finger nails with a file 
and^ yawned; finally he decided to put an end to the useless conversation. 

“1 can’t enter into a discussion of the details,” he said. <■ 

“They’re not details to us. It’s a question of life or death for millions of 

Frenchmen. The retusal of the German authorities hinders co-ODeration 
between the two nations. I hope ...” 

“No.” 
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BreteuiJ stood up. Tali and dry, he looked like a German officer, and 
von Schaumberg felt a twinge of embarrassment. 

“I’m sorry I’ve not been able to give you any satisfaction,” he said. 
“We have different points of view. You reason like a diplomat. But T’m 
a military man first of all. To me France is a vanquished country. Of course, 
we can be magnanimous. But 1 find nothing worthy of sympathy in your 
requests.” He glanced at Breteuil and added in a tone of annoyance, “No, 
sir, no !” 

Not until he was outside did Breteuil recover his senses. Von Schaum- 
berg's headquarters were in a fashionable hotel in the Place de la Concorde. 
Breteuil glanced round the wide empty square. German flags were every¬ 
where. There were no passers-by. German soldiers were marching along 
the quay: right-left, right-left. Grey-green uniforms . . . And all around 
was blue—the sky, the Seine and the houses. 

Breteuil remembered von Schaumberg and frowned: “What a villain !” 
Yes. these Germans realized they were the conquerors. They were drunk 
with victory and it would be ten years before they got sober again. “No ! 
no !” . . . What was the use of talking to such a man about collaboration ? 
He had not been brought to his knees before and now he was forcing the 
French to crawl on their bellies. 

Breteuil turned into the rue Royale. He walked along wrapped in 
thought and did not hear the sentry call out to him. The German ran after 
him and swore at him: “Get out into the road, you old fool !” Obediently 
Breteuil left the pavement. Then he stopped and began to laugh. He very 
seldom laughed, and the sound of his own squeaky laughter scared him. 
Everything made him laugh—the fact that they had driven him off the pave¬ 
ment, that he had once killed Grisnez, that Lorraine was a province of 
Germany and that the General had answered “No !” in and out of season. 
What was particularly funny was the fact that there was no longer any France. 
There was Paris—streets, houses, shop-signs, there was the aged Marshal, 
and there were forty million wretched people. But there was no France. 
That, he thought, is where one can say like von Schaumberg: No. 


No !” , , . rn 

But what was there left ? Breteuil was scared by his own question, in 

the empty street he moved his lips, muttering a prayer he had known from 
childhood. The prayer brought him no consolation. The words slipped out 
and left nothing behind them. He came to the church of St. Augustin ana 
went inside. It was cool and restful; there were no refugees and no Oemans. 
By the vestry door he saw a priest whom he knew. The abbe gave him tu 
blessing. “How are you, monsieur VabbeT Breteuil asked. w 

“It’s difficult,” he said. “I stayed on in Paris all the time. Weve sw 
so much suffering. I pray God to forgive our blind rulers. They ve fors 
the people. As for the Germans, they’ve got no conscience at ail. 

Breteuil closed his eyes. The abbe could not make out why he had p 

“God knows it wasn’t what 1 wanted !” Breteuil said. . Bu * * Y^han’t. 
to justify oneself now. My son will rise again m the Aes . ^ ^ 

What I mean to say is I no longer exist. Probably I nev 

though. the abbe. E.eota to* tun*d people* 
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brains, and day after day the abbe had to listen to incoherent, raving con¬ 
fessions. 

Breteuil went out of the church. He walked like a wound-up robot— 
a tall, bony man in a black hat, the leader of the ‘Faithful,’ who more than 
once had sent people to an inglorious death and had lived in the hope of 
seeing his son again in the next world, a Lorrainer without Lorraine. It was 
all over and done with now—there were no longer any ‘Faithful,’ there was 
no longer any faith, not even a handful of French earth. And the streets 
were filled with Prussians, talking their guttural language and doing up 
packets of sausages, boots, stockings, dolls, presents for brides, feasting 
for Germany, supplies for a rainy day—the body and blood of France. 
Breteuil whispered to himself: “They have eaten the body and drunk the 
blood.’' 

A husky-voiced woman was crying out: “ La Voie NouveJle ! Latest 
edition !” At least one could still buy a newspaper. Breteuil unfolded it 
and read: ‘The principles of collaboration are triumphing.’ He had dictated 
the article yesterday, before his visit to von Schaumberg. Anyway, to¬ 
morrow he would write: ‘The principles of collaboration have triumphed.' 
All was well with the refugees on the roads* the prisoners were having a 
wonderful time in their camps. France was snug under the German bool. 
Joliot was the editor. And Breteuil was the writer. 

He wandered on till the loud-speakers began to yell: “Go into your 
houses ! It’s time !” 

Looking at the dress suits and ribbons scattered over the sofa in his 
uninhabited house, Breteuil yawned aloud. Then he decided to do some 
work. He made a little cross at the top of a sheet of paper and then wrote: 
The weariness of the human spirit.’ He laid down the pen and walked 
about the house. He stopped in front of the baby’s chair and stood there 
without thinking or praying. Then he went back and sat down at the 
table again. 

He wrote rapidly: 

To His Excellency , Herr General von Schaumberg. 

In view oj the disruptive activities of the partisans of England and de Gaulle , 
1 consider it necessary that the German Command should make a gesture 
conducive to the pacification of the country , if only by allowing the mothers of 
large families to enter Paris. 

For my own part , I am prepared to work with you in exterminating British 
agents , Communists and adherents of de Gaulle. / am forwarding to the 
Commandant's office a list of bad Frenchmen . . . 

0 

He wrote for a long time. His shadow fell motionless across the table— 
long and sharp like the shadow of a pole. 


42 

Ah this time the Parisians had been staying indoors. They could not get 
used to the German soldiers in the streets. In the morning Agnds went 
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shopping. The long queue was silent. The people tried not to think about 
anything. Searching for a pound of potatoes or a bottle of milk helped to 
distract their minds. If they talked at all it was about relations who had 
disappeared—one had lost a husband, another a son. 

Once an old man in a queue exclaimed: “What about France ?” 

Nobody answered but everybody thought: “France is also lost.” 

The monuments of Paris, like the relics on the table of a dead person, 
brought tears into people’s eyes. The poets grasped their muted lyres. The 
Marshals rode on dead horses. The orators spoke to the pigeons. People 
remembered the days of the past: ‘It was by the statue of Danton that I used 
to wait for Madeleine.’ 

They did not want to go on with this illusory life, but all the same they 
went on living, stood in the queues, cooked beans, and wrote letters. They 
addressed them with the old addresses that no longer existed. There were no 
posts. The lonely city only heard the unintelligible songs of the German 
soldiers and the chatter of the birds in the shady squares. 

Not far from the school where Agnes lived was a square with a few plane 
trees in it. Doudou played under the spreading trees and scooped up handfuls 
of the warm golden sand. A swarthy little boy, impulsive and impatient like 

Pierre, he was Agnes’ salvation. . . 

At first Agnes had wanted to get away from Paris. She kept thinking ot 
Dax where her father lived. But when she heard that the Germans were also 
at Dax, she scowled. The last loop-hole of escape was closed. So she said 
to herself: ‘That means I’ve got to live with the Germans !’ 

She sold clothes, books and knick-knacks to the second-hand dealer 
and lived on the proceeds. Her dull dreamy existence was like the winter 
sleep of a wild animal. She was not the only one who lived like that. All 
Paris did the same. People talked about it everywhere, making tun ot 
Paris or feeling sorry for it. But in Paris itself, nobody felt anything. It was 
like a sick man on the operating table who was incapable of throwing on 


the chloroform mask. ~ 

On a sultry evening Agn£s was sitting at the window after putting Dou 
to bed. Time dragged slowly. She was half asleep when there-was a knocK 
at the door. Who could it be at that hour ? Only them . . . we never 
thought of the Germans except as ‘them.’ What had they come for , 
she thought to herself quite clearly: ‘If it’s death, I’m not prepared tor it. 
Opening the door, she saw three youths. 

“They’re after us,’* they said. 

Agn£s took them into the empty, untidy sitting-room. . an( j 

“I’m a soldier, a gunner,” said the elder boy. “This is my brotor and 

that’s his chum. ’We’re from Beauvais. We got as for u her 
they stopped us at the Metro, so we made a bolt for it. We knocked ana 
but nobody came to the door. They’ve probably all gone away. was 

Suddenly there was a loud insistent knocking down be i^; be ^Lthere 
in a panic: what was to be done ? Then in a sb f . bovs ms jde 
were some big trunks in the boxroom. She d^cWy sho e - Then 

and covered the boxes with the rags left . b ®^ d ]it fi e Doudou 

obeying some instinctive prompting she picked up sleep y 

and ran to the door. 

Two Germans and a Frenchman came in. 
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“Who lives here ?” 

“I do. And my son, aged four.” 

“Nobody else ?” 

“Have a look . . .” 

The Frenchman went into the first room, looked in the wall cupboard 
and for some reason picked up a book that was lying on the table. One of 
the Germans said politely: “We apologize, Madame. There has been a 
mistake ** 

When they had left, Agnes put Doudou, who was in one of his tantrums, 
back to bed; then she went to the boxroom. The youngest, whose name 
was Jacques, climbed out first. 

“I was afraid ot sneezing,” be laughed. “The dust was enough to choke 
a sweep !” 

“1 must give you something to eat,” Agn6s said. 

Fortunately there was still some soup in the pot, a little bread and some 
salad* 

“We haven’t had anything to eat since yesterday,” said the soldier, 
munching a piece of bread. 

“Now you must have a good rest,” she said. 

“No. We’ll wait an hour or so till everything’s quiet and then we must 
get going. We only want to get as far as Chartres. There’s a man there. 
He’ll get us out.” 

“But where are you going to from Chartres ? The Germans are every¬ 
where.” 

They glanced at one another. Their eyes were asking whether they ought 
to tell her. 

“We mustn’t talk about it,” said the soldier. “But you’re a French¬ 
woman. You’ll understand. We want to get to London, to the General, 
to fight.” 

“To fight ?” said Agnes naively. “But the armistice has been signed.” 

Jacques cried out with indignation: “Who by ? Traitors !” 

“Not so loud !” snapped the soldier. Then, turning to Agn6s he said: 
“The war isn’t over. 1 was at Dunkirk. My brother and Jacques were still 
waiting to be called up. But now all decent people have got to fight. Look 
what they’ve done to France ! At Beauvais . . . No, I don’t want to talk 
about it . . . No, the war isn’t finished yet. General de Gaulle is calling 
everybody. We heard him on the radio. We’ve got to get from Chartres to 
Brittany. It’s easy from there—the fishermen will take us over. The main 
thing is to get out of Paris. I’ve got a jacket and a cloak, but look at 
these 

He pointed to his army trousers. Agn&s got busy: ‘ Tout de suite P Id 
a few minutes she produced some trousers from among the clutter left by the 
refugees. The soldier tried them on. Everybody laughed. They were a bit 
short but they would do. 

v. Suddenly Agnes said: “My husband was killed at the front. What do 
we want victory for ?” She thought she was arguing with Pierre and flared 
up for a moment. “The important thing is something else: what’s in the 
soul. But people think about frontiers and the map . . .” 

“The soul is just what we’re thinking of!” Jacques cried. (And again 
the soldier snapped: “Not so loud !”) “Yes, yes, the soul! Isn’t France 
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on the map? It’s right here, if there’s no France, 1 can’t live. And I’m 
eighteen and I want to Jive, very much so . . . What if we do get killed ? 
Somebody will be saved. You’ve got a son. And he’s France. Isn’t that 
so ?” 

She shook her head: again she wasn’t convinced. But when she said 
good-bye to the three youngsters, she kissed them all warmly and her eyes 
were wet. 

Then she sat down beside Doudou and cried. Her tears only lasted a 
few minutes but it seemed to her a long time. Suddenly she screamed and 
rushed to the window. Two shots rang out quite close. Doudou woke up 
and began to cry. The door flew open with a crash and German soldiers 
rushed into the room. 


Agnes recognized the French policeman who had come before. He 
shouted: “That’s her !’* The German officer said something and a couple 
of soldiers grabbed hold of her. The officer said to the Frenchman: “How 
did you let them get away ?” Doudou was crying. The soldiers took Agnes 
away to the car. They wrenched her arms, but she felt neither pain nor 
fear. The thought flashed through her mind “What about Doudou?” 
Then she gave a feeble scream. “This isn’t a lover’s embraces,” the German 
said to her roughly. 

The night was particularly dark. Agnes thought she saw a forest—she 
mistook the houses for trees. Then she was taken down a long corridor 


which smelt of leather, cabbage and urine. She was pushed into an empty 
room. “I’m not in a prison,” she thought. But what had it been before ? 
There were ink stains on the floor. Perhaps it was a school? . . . She 
thought she saw Pierre’s swarthy face. He was looking over her shoulder 
at the exercise book and kissing her. What a bright little lamp ! It was 
close up against the ceiling. She sat down on the floor against the wall. 
She remembered that Doudou was all alone. She was overcome with 
despair, insidious and heavy like a fainting fit. Suddenly she shuddered; 
she read on the wall some words that had been scratched there with a nail or 
a pin: ‘Good-bye, Mummy! Good-bye, France! Robert.’ Why aid 
Agnes want to write next to them: ‘Good-bye, Doudou ?’ Why did it seem 
to her like a relief? But she had no pin. She looked at her short nails ana 
began to cry. Then she thought: ‘They said they’d let the boys get away. 
Then they must have escaped. They’ll get to their General. Jacques w 
such a nice boy.’ Of all the events of her life this now seemed to her to ne 

the most important—they had escaped. . 

She was taken out to be questioned. The German officer, wno P 
French well, sent the interpreter away. Irrelevantly he said to Agn • 
spent two years at Grenoble. It’s a beautiful town.” He wasquite antiaWe 

aid tried to calm her: “Your son is being taken care of. The “ he ‘ r !f, 
persuade her to speak: “Tell me who these people are and well let 

Agnes's silence annoyed him. “Madame, he said. I ve got no tim 

to waste. You’re silent ? Therefore you’re an Eng * is ^J’?/' f d tender, 
She nodded her head. “Yes,” she said. Her eyes became soft and tenne^, 

just as they had been under the attic window at Belleville when Pic ^ 

raved S a nd stormed. “Yes, I’m a spy,” she said. “Why have you come W 

our country ? Everybody is against you. Even the children. I 
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you who these people are. Thank God, you didn’t catch them. That’s the 
main thing. And you can kill me. T’m not necessary. I don’t even know 
how to shoot.” 

Now she felt she was ready to die. The feeling raised her spirits and made 
her cheerful. Only a short while ago she had argued with the three boys. 
Now she wanted to repeat what they had said over and over again without 
stopping in front of this pink, well-dressed officer. How neatly his hair 
was parted ! 

The German nervously pushed back the ink-stand. “Enough of this 
posturing !” he said. “You're not here to make speeches. You're here to 
give information. Be so good as to answer. Do you know these people ?” 

“I know them.” 

“Who are they ?” 

“Frenchmen.” 

The officer was beside himself with rage. Usually well-behaved, only a 
year ago he had charmed the ladies at SwinemOnde with his good manners, 
but now he ran up to Agn6s and struck her in the face. She did not cry out. 
She automatically raised her hand to her mouth and was surprised at the 
blood. She was now beyond the feelings inherent in man and felt no pain, 
nor was she indignant at the brutality of the smart, scented officer. It was 
as though she were intoxicated with a feeling of self-renunciation and 
ecstasy. “I love,” she kept repeating to herself. “I love Doudou, and Pierre, 
and Father, and Jacques, and Robert, and those who in the last days of 
Paris went down the crooked street tired and unhappy.” One of them had 
said to her “Good-bye !” ‘No,’ she said to herself, ‘not good-bye but 
how do you do, my dear ? Now we’re together again ! With Pierre. With 
Paris.’ 


She said these things aloud as she sat on the seat in the corridor. They 
took her to the Colonel. He had a scar on his cheek, and his fish-like 
eyes were goggling. He asked Agnes to sit down. 

“I want to save you,” he said. “Tell me, who are these people ? Aren’t 
you sorry for your little son ? I speak to you as a father—I’ve got two 
daughters.” 

Agn&s looked at him in amazement. He had brought her back from 
another world. She answered in a muffled voice as though she was talking 
to herself. “Am I sorry for my son ? No. To-day I’ve understood every¬ 
thing. If one man dies, he saves somebody, he’s certain to save somebody 
. . . The people . . . My people . . She remembered that she was 
being questioned. Usually round-shouldered, she now stood up with a 
back as straight as a ram-rod and began to speak in a different tone, 
say you’re a father ? That’s not true ! Do you know who you are ? 
a Boche ! A Boche !” 

The Colonel called the sentry. “Take her away 1” he ordered. 

Then he turned to Agnes and said: “This is the end of 
Madame.” 

She looked past him and replied: “Not of France. And it is not the end 
There is no end.” 


“You 
You’re 


you. 
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Denise didn’t rush towards him, didn’t embrace him, didn’t say anything. 
Only she did not take her tear-filled eyes off him, and in those eyes was 
something of fear and something of delight. 

Michaud was smiling. Then he felt awkward and said: “What’s the 
matter with you, Denise ?” 

He had longed so much for this meeting ! Nine days ago he had hit a 
sentry on the head with a rock. The rock was hot with the sun’s rays. The 
German’s short shadow had disappeared. Then Michaud lay in a gulley 
till nightfall. 

An old woman gave him some clothes and said he could stay in her 
house until morning. He sat gazing at the white wall, while the woman 
altered the buttons on the jacket. It had belonged to her late husband, the 
director of the ‘Patronage Catholique de St. Just.’ Michaud asked her 
what was in the papers. -She told him she no longer read them, as they 
had now become German. The clock on the wall struck the hour with 
long pauses between the strokes. Neither of them thought about going to 
sleep. They talked from time to time, and their conversation was disjointed 
and rather strange. 

“His name was Legrais,” Michaud said. “He was a Communist, too. 

“I live in another world. I’m a believer. But Hitler . . .” 

“I loathe him !” 

“That’s why I let you in. They’ve put up notices at St. Just. Anyone 
who helps prisoners will be shot.’’ . ^ 

“They led me out. They put it off for a day. It was morning, l& e 

birds ...” . . - 

“I’m fifty-eight—getting on, but it’s still life. Everything is all mixed up. 
My husband thought we’d all be ruined through you Communists. I thougn 
so, too. Perhaps it was true—yesterday. But now . . . I used to take in 
L'Ordre. Ducane wrote that the Communists were patriots.” 

“Ducane realized that too late.” , 

“But all of you were too late. And the Germans came. Now l won 
where the truth is—not the truth for one year, but the real aoi S 

Her dim eyes rested on the plaster figure of the Crucifix. The grey 
peeped in through the chinks in the window. Michaud thought ot De . > 
warm and alive. He picked up his cap and said good-bye. , 

And now Denise was at his side. But she was not laughing. 

her and her lips were cold. craned ” 

“Denise! What’s the matter with you ? See, I ve got away. Tve P * 

She burst into tears and wept noisily like a child. Midiau 
soothe her. “I’ve escaped !” he kept saying. ‘Don’t cry, Denis. f f It s0 
“Michaud,” she said through her tears. “When you kissed m , fe n vou 
terrible. I don’t believe I’m alive. You don’t understand? I ^ 

what I mean. I feel as though we’re all dead and we re only p 

be alive because the Germans have ordered us to live. . f e n 

He did not reply at once. He did not want to admit that he had 

376 



like that himself more than once after Arras. He had said to himself he 
must not be pusillanimous. The thought of Denise sustained him . He 
imagined for some reason or other that Denise would meet him with a 
smile, a warm hand, and life. Her despondency perplexed him. He stroked 
her hand in silence. 

They were in the little ironmonger’s near the Porte de Versailles. It was 
here that Denise and Claude primed the leaflets. Denise had been calm 
until the moment she met Michaud. She had talked to Claude about the 
struggle, strength and victory. Now she was alone with Michaud. 

“Don’t cry, Demse,’’ Michaud said. 

Claude came in. He did not notice Michaud at once and began to 
chatter excitedly: “We’ll have the type to-morrow. Understand ?” Sud¬ 
denly he cried out: “Michaud! You! Now we’re saved ! Denise we’re 
saved! Understand?’’ 


For Claude Michaud’s arrival was a victory for the cause. His joy 
helped Michaud to revive his strength. He realized they had been waiting 
for him. He had been beginning to feel ashamed of himself. Denise had 
thought he was ashamed on her account. 

“We’ll get to work,’’ he said. “It’s a good thing Claude is with us. 
Claude, it s remarkable that you’ve been able to find the type Now we 
can print leaflets.’’ 


“Five hundred at the most,’’ Denise said with a sigh. 

“That’s just to begin with, and it’s a good tiling too ! We’ve got to begin 
all over again. VHumanite ran into half a million. But we were beaten 
all the same. We’ve got to get over this period. All the decent people are 
bewildered at present. And the rotters are triumphant. I saw Doriot’s 
paper to-day. He’s as proud as a peacock. You’d think he’d taken Paris. 
We must five through all this. Do you realize what it means to five through 
Fascism ? Thousands of books will be written about it as an era in history 
In a hundred years’ time. ... But we’ll five through it in our dav and 
we’ll win. I’ll say we will, and how, Denise !’’ 

Denise clutched his hand. “Michaud !’’ she said. 

Michaud now appeared to her as she had known him before. That 
meant that she too was alive. And Paris was alive. And it was possible to 
live through all this and to win. . . . 


“They’ve got enormous strength,’’ said Claude. “Troops are passing 
through every night. Now they’re going from the south to the sea. Thev 
warn to take England.’* J 

"They want,’’ Michaud smiled. “It has got to be seen whether they will. 
Did they take Paris ? It was simply dropped into their mouths. Anyhow* 
Churchill isn’t Petain. I don’t say the Germans haven’t great forces. I’ve 
seen what a lot of tanks they’ve got. And they’ve got organization. Every¬ 
thing s run in the German way. But they’ll meet their match, they’re bound 
to meet their match. Maybe in England, maybe in some other place. I 
don t know, but they’ll meet their match. We’re stronger.” 

Denise raised her eyebrows. “How are we stronger ?” 

“Reckon it up. England—that is, the Navy, the Royal Air Force, the 
people. America. Then look at the conquered countries. All the nations: 
Norway, Holland, Denmark, Belgium, France, Poland, Czechoslovakia- 
seven, I’m counting them on my fingers. They’ve got no army, but the 
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people are also a force. And do you think we haven't our own people in 
Germany ? We have. You wait. But the principal force is Russia.” 

“But they’ve got the Pact,” sighed Claude. 

“What of it ? Hitler is bound to attack them. Do you think he can put 
up with the idea that such a Power exists ? Even a child can understand 
that. The Russians will show him something. We’ll see the Red Army, 
Denise. We’re bound to see it.” 

“Say, ‘and how !’ ’ Denise laughed- 

“1 will—and how I” 

Claude went out to get some paper. As he went along he thought over 
Michaud’s words. If Michaud said a thing it was sure to be true. Claude 
was smiling—in a dirty, forsaken street in half-dead Paris. He looked at 
the German soldiers and smiled. He did not see them; he saw something 
else—a tiny red star amid the white mist. Thin, worn-out with his advancing 
illness and all the privations he had suffered, he beamed like a child. He 
took a piece of chalk out of his pocket and after glancing about him, wrote 
up on a grey patch of wall : ‘Hitler began it. Stalin will finish it’—and 
winked at the blackbird on the blue asphalt. 

All was quiet in the workshop. Michaud and Denise sat silent with their 
arms round each other. Then Denise freed herself and sa : d: “You don’t 
know whai it's like in Paris now. Yesterday I saw a German club a work¬ 
man on the head with a revolver. The man fell down but ihe German didn’t 
even look back. They arrested Gemier for listening to the London radio. 
They tortured him two days running. A German officer said to Marie: 
‘Your father’s jacket is blood-stained. Bring a new one.’ She brought ft. 
The officer took the jacket and went away with it. Then he came back and 
said: ‘You’re still here ? What are you waiting for ? Your father is already 
in the English Heaven.’ Michaud, are they human beings ?” 

“No. They’re Fascists. I’ve seen just the same. They killed a child. 
No, 1 won’t talk about it. But there’s going to be happiness, Denise, a great 
happiness ! Don’t you believe it ? You must realize we’re going to win. 
It’s as simple as day after night or spring after winter. It can’t be otherwise. 
What fine people we’ve got! They’re ready to lay down their lives. t>u 
who have the others got ? Robbers. Or degenerates. We’re bound to wi 
And then there will be happiness. How the people have lo°g ed * or * 
Big, simple happiness, the simplest happiness even—to live and hreatne, 
to fear the sound of footsteps, not to hear the wail of sirens, and to i ^ 
children and to love, just as you and I. . . . It will be happiness. . • • 

She answered gravely, like an Amen: “So it will.” 

J 
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It was a hot morning. For a long time Andre_stayed in Jj? been 

was afraid to go out. Yesterday he had heard that f rom his 

killed. They had shouted “Jew !” and torn the black bandag 

dCa Andr^ paced up and down the studio all night long, asking himself wba 
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was the use of defending that hill, what was the good of that friendship 7 
iney had left him, but had taken Laurier away somewhere. He had looked 
at the terrible city with one eye. It was a treacherous city. 

Why did Andre leave his refuge ? Why was he walking about the odious 
streets ? 

Again the beauty of his beloved city took hold of him in spite of every¬ 
thing. Paris was still as beautiful as ever in spite of its shame. His fists 
were clenched, but his eyes could not help admiring what they saw. The 
pimy houses of the Isle of St. Louis, the waters of the Seine mysterious as 
Uthe, the dimly perceived, pale sky—all this fascinated and soothed him. 
He thought: we have seen many other things beside this, we were, we shall 
be, we are Lutetia, the ship, the city of Paris. 

He walked as far as Chatelet. He was amazed; he still could not get 
used to the quiet. The motor-cars had disappeared. The people never 
laughed and talked in low tones. Under the arcades of the rue de Rivoli 
there was a dull thudding as the German soldiers entered the shops and 
restaurants, stamping their feet as though on parade. The women looked 
paler than before. Either they had stopped making up their faces or they 
were feeling ill. Everybody tried to look plainer, less noticeable, more 
insignificant. Like insects, Andre thought. It was a body without a soul— 

the architecture and bones of Paris. But it was not Paris; it was another 
and an alien city. 

The sound of trumpets made him shudder. He had not noticed that he 
had reached the Place de 1 Opera. Grey-green German bandsmen were 
sitting on the steps of the theatre, blowing trumpets. There was something 
painfully pauperish in the German march, something akin to the tramping 
under the arches: life was marking time to the soldiers’ boots. German 
officers were lounging on the cafe terraces, surrounded by gaudy girls. But 
the sky was the same—the high sky of Paris. 

Andre leaned against a wall. He tried hard to realize what was going 
on in front of him, but he was unable to think. A dull torpor took possession 
of him again. Individual pictures came and went incoherently—an officer 
with a monocle in his eye, a fountain with a nymph and a dried-up bowl 
the tall grass on the paths of the Tuileries, and a hill, that hill . . . 

It was a girl who roused him. She was selling the evening paper. He 
waved it aside disdainfully. She whispered like a conspirator: “I know 
I have a little sister.” 

He gave her a coin and glanced casually at the date. He could not help 
smiling. It was the 14th of July. Perhaps that was why the Germans were 
blowing the trumpets ? Nobody remembered that to-day was a holiday. 
They were standing in the milk queues or shrinking in the doorways. 

Once upon a time Paris had stormed the Bastille. . . . 

He saw the night with the merry-go-round and the shiny blue elephant, 
the chestnut-tree and the Chinese lanterns. Where was Jeannette now ? 
Could she possibly be wandering about this accursed town, not recognizing 
the familiar houses and meeting grey-green Germans instead of friends ? Or 
□ad she gone away to safety ? But where could one escape from all this 
sorrow ? Where could one be safe ? ‘Deceived, 1 go to meet my death.’ 
they were only the words of an advertisement in those days. Nobody 
wanted to understand that a lonely woman was crying out in the night and 
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that France was crying out with her, dead and covered with the dust of the 
road and blood. 

He was saying all this to himself after he had climbed the stairs to his 
studio and was standing at the window. The rue Cherche-midi lay before 
him. German soldiers were marching down the street. To-day Josephine 
had said: “I’m going to open the restaurant. I’ve got to live.” She had 
looked at Andre with an air of humiliation, as though his silence insulted 
her. Yes, she would make ragout for the Germans. The cobblers would 
sole their boots. The florist would die. Another would take her place and 
hand a bouquet to a monocled German officer. The street was like Paris: 
nobody could get out of the circle. No, there was no way out. One might 
as well hang oneself on that hook. 

And Andre could no longer take his eyes off the dark spot on the grey 


wall. . 

When he heard a knock at the door he was embarrassed, as though he 

had been discovered doing something wrong. It was only when he got to 

the door that he wondered who it could be. If it was the Germans . . • 

but he did not finish the thought. , 

A German came into the studio. Seeing the grey-green uniform, Andre 

smiled. , . 

“Anyhow, it will be much better,” he said. “You can take me along, 

I won’t bring anything with me.” 

“Don’t you recognize me ?” the German said. I used to live at Madame 
Coad’s. I liked your landscapes very much. We got acquainted with each 

other in the ‘Smoking Dog.’ ” A ..... . _ hi<5 

The German wanted to shake hands, but Andre did not otter nis 

*^“1 remember,” he said. “You were interested in fishes. It was called 
. . I’ve forgotten the word.” 

“Yes^that’sit*. You told me that Paris would be destroyed. Probably 
you were more interested in espionage than in fish when you wer er . 
You knew all the secrets of Berlin. Well, are you satisfied ? In true, yo^ 

haven’t destroyed Paris.” He went close up to the Germa . diseased 
think you have taken Paris? Nonsense, monsieur, its your dis<* 
imagination. Paris has gone away. You'll teU me it vn I return- I deny 
it. Josephine has opened her restaurant. People are «>ming ba l noW 
Paris. Paris will not return. It no longer exists. Not anywhere. An 

enough of talk ! Take me along.” 

“I'don’t know. You know better. To the Commandant s office, to th 


wall, to the pit, damn it all!” abuse At last the 

The German said nothing. Andre went on shouting ahus . 

German said: “Why be offensive ?” Pirctlv— veu’ve got tanks; 

“It’s impossible to be offensive to you. ? mmmy guns; and 

secondly—bombers; thirdly-tnachine-guns; fourtWy-tonrmy gu^ me 

fifthly—your dull-witted head. As for me, there 
along or I’ll strangle you.” _ x don ’t even know why I 

- \ .. Tt J 1!1 rrwi vnil. lO-Q&y 


to see you 


suppose I remembered you 
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It’s very odd—maybe 


the Lieutenant told me I was a bad German, 
to-morrow they’ll shoot me.” 

.“Is that so?” There was neither surprise nor sympathy in Andre’s 
voice. He shrugged his shoulders angrily. He had expected''death and it 
? U .I the ichthyologist with his own private dissatisfactions. 

What is it you don’t like ?” Andre asked. “The food ? Or are you afraid 
your fish will eat you in the Channel ?” 

“I don’t know how to explain it. What is it I don’t like ? My fellow- 

countrymen in Paris. I don't like the fact that I’m in your studio with this 
uniform on.” 

“Ho-ho ! So you’re an aesthete. Ash-grey tones and so on. But do 
you realize, monsieur, that I’m a Frenchman ?” 

I realize it. It s the very thing that hinders me from speaking. I 
thought we were people of the same culture. But there is a gulf between 
us. I don t know how it can be filled up.” 

fin “ Neither d ° I.” Andre’s voice became more gentle. “It will have to be 
failed up with blood. It won’t be able to be done without blood here ” 

< lsn t there enough of it already ?” 

^ Plenty. But not the right sort. And now go away.” 

“I know I must go. This is all very much out of place. It was a foolish 

idea my coming here. I m now going to ask you a foolish question. I don’t 

know why but it s been worrying me quite a lot. It’s a question of grammar. 

street is known as Cherche-midi, that means, ‘I look for midday.* Whv?” 

That was what the lodgers were called once upon a time. They had 

to look for where they could get a meal for nothing. Just like your Hitler 

pijL 1 , 1 s a . name * 1 J?°£ for midday. Only the street didn’t seek it. 
People used to sleep soundly here with the shutters shut and eiderdowns on 

the beds. As for the street, it was looking for the night. And now your 
people have come.” y 

“Do you think I feel easy about it ?” the German said. “We can’t go 

on living as we do. Everybody hates us. I was walking down the rue Monge 

yesterday. A woman came along. She caught sight of me and bolted as if 

1 was death himself. Personally I’ve never killed anyone, but that’s of no 

sigruficance I might say Hitler is to blame. That would be the easiest. 

But it isn t true. I m to blame as well. One must draw conclusions I’ll 
try. Au revoir. 

. “G^d-bye. Perhaps you’ll turn out to be a decent fellow to-morrow 
but then I shan t see you. Decency has now got to be proved with blood* 

™ at s the t . iow s of . times we ’ re ,lvm S in - A nd it’s impossible to under- 

nonsense ! If you were 

W0Ud bC , a dlfferent matter - They may be able to do 
something. They very nearly won here before. But now we’ve got Tessa 

field y °AnH 1 c^ tenan i t ’ what are y° u going to do ? You’re alone in the 

, I. And together we don’t make two, we make nought 
Life is against us. If you re a decent fellow you won’t misjudge me for 
giving you a bad reception. You were a German from Liibeck a bit of a 

** " ow y °“'» * *■»*«» “““ 

h a d^? e German . out » , and Andre forgot him at once, as though nobodv 
had ever come m. He walked up and down the studio several times! The 

381 


blue dusk floated in at the window. A landscape hung opposite the window. 
Andre stopped and peered at it: a merry-go-round, a chestnut-tree, a lantern, 
shade in the distance. That was also the 14th of July. Jeannette was still 
smiling then. * Paris was still dancing, marching with flags and hoping. It 
was another life. That picture was well painted. It was his best work. And 
it was Paris. Paris remained. They would bum the museums, they would 
destroy the pictures—but Paris would remain all the same. 

Andre was smiling. He went over to the window. The rue Cherche-midi 
was there with its shutters shut tight and black streaks on the front of the 
houses, as always. A dead flower drooped in an attic window. Starving 
cats were wandering about; the florist was weeping; a new-born child was 
crying. Rue Cherche-midi ... ‘I look for midday’ . . . “And I will look 
for midday,” he thought. ‘I’m bound to find it—light and carnival in the 
sky—honey, poppies, azure—Paris by day. . . .' 

He did not hear the roar of the loud-speaker; “Go into your houses. 
It’s time ! It’s time !” 


August, 1940—July, 1941 



